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Introduction

Desperate longing and sexual desire course through his veins, consuming him. A montage of images and scenes flood his mind, uncontrolled.

Strong hands push him over a table. He is helpless to stop his violation. Memories so fresh he can almost feel the penetration, his face pressed against the cold hard table, helpless to stop it, helpless to make it last longer.

Leather restraints locked to cold hard steel keep him in place while a cruel riding crop bites into his tender flesh.

Creamy thighs accentuated by a sexy skirt and oh so sexy shoes walking away from him, until all he is left with is a view of the bars against the empty room and a desolate longing for her return.

Soft tender lips passionately, lovingly, longingly, kissing….a shoe. The image of a gold key against black nylon turns him into a wanton slut, please…Please…PLEASE!


Victoria’s Maid

Christopher stops cutting the vegetables and drops the knife on the cutting board. His hand reaches for ‘her little dicklet’ in a futile attempt to remove the cause of the pain but a cold stainless steel plate protects his wife’s property from unauthorised hands. When the electricity finally  stops surging through ‘her little dicklet’, he hurriedly wipes his hands and scurries as quickly as he can in the high heeled stiletto shoes that are part of his uniform, to the living room where his wife is sitting, still dressed in her office clothes.

He can’t help but notice her well-tanned cleavage perfectly framed by her white blouse as he approaches her nervously. Lowering his eyes past incredible thighs encased in shear black nylons then over her sculptured calves, he stands at attention, resting his gaze on her expensive designer black patent heels as he performs the respectful curtsy he knows is required of him.

After a long pause Christopher’s wife states, ‘We need to talk.’

Victoria is more woman than any man could wish for and far more than any man could handle. She is both beautiful and incredibly smart. She was top of her class and Head Girl in school, majoring in Business and minoring in Psychology at university. She is the very epitome of everything Christopher has ever wanted and everything he’s ever desired.

Mincing to the hall closet, he retrieves the ‘conversation chair’ – a very small pink wooden stool that he must sit on for ‘conversations’ with his wife. Placing the stool inches from Victoria’s crossed legs; he kneels facing her with the stool between them, waiting with his eyes on the large realistic dildo sticking up from the seat of the stool.

‘Proceed,’ his wife orders coldly.

He lowers his face to the stool and precedes to deep-throat the thickly veined imitation cock. He knows he must work quickly to get as much of his saliva on the dildo as possible before he is ordered to take his seat.

‘Sit,’ she says, way too soon.

As he pulls his mouth off the dildo, Christopher is forced to acknowledge how ridiculous he must look, noticing his lipstick marks at the base of ‘her cock’. He has a standing order to call all dildos ‘her cock’ and the real cock between his legs ‘her little dicklet’.

He thinks about what his lips must look like as he pulls down his frilly panties and lets them rest at his ankles. Struggling to balance on the heels of his stilettos he forces himself to look deeply into his wife’s eyes as instructed while he lowers himself slowly onto ‘her cock’. He grunts and groans as the hard rubber violates his most private place until he is told to ‘shut up and get on with it.’ His calves burn as they try to support his weight but there is no sign of pity in his wife’s eyes, just quiet amusement mixed with contempt. It does not take nearly as long as it used to for his stretched ass to accept this violation but the ritual has lost none of its humiliation.

She raises her crossed leg placing the sole of her shoe in front of his lips. Gently and lovingly he kisses the part of her she has graciously offered him: the filthy sole of her shoe. He tries not to imagine the places she’s been or the things she may have stepped in with these shoes. His hand instinctively rises to cradle her heel while his mind flashes images of her walking filthy streets and going to the bathroom at work.

The feel of her stockinged ankle against his hand triggers a new flood of sexual desperation. He tries to control his passion as his lips press against the dirty sole of her shoe but he is quickly engulfed in his desires, tongue pressing against her filthy sole just as it used to push past her succulent lips so long ago.

Taking a sip of wine she watches him make love to her shoe, debasing himself to show her his love and devotion.

‘Remove my shoe,’ she says softly.

He finds it hard to breathe as he takes a hold of her shoe and gently pulls it away from her stockinged foot. There is a soft whooshing sound as the expensive shoe comes free and he watches mesmerised as she flexes the toes of her tiny perfectly formed foot. Then, flexing her strong legs she presses the sole of her stockinged foot against his mouth and nose. The pungent mix of the smell that is uniquely her, the expensive perfume, mixed with the smell of shoe leather is an intoxicating cocktail that completely overwhelms his senses.

Although it is a standing order that he kiss whatever she places before his lips, he would be unable to stop himself even if he had to. Struggling to keep his eyes open he begins kissing her black nylon covered foot with loving reverence. He is lost completely in the heady mixture of sexuality, pain, aroma, love, lust and humiliation.

When she sees that he is completely lost in the moment she points her finger to the floor signifying that he is no longer allowed to look her in the eyes. Immediately he redirects his gaze to the foot that is still on the floor, his eyes fixating on the small key hanging from a delicate gold ankle chain, while his lips continue making love to her toes with soft passionate kisses. The metal studs mounted on the seat of the stool begin to take a toll on his tender ass while ‘her cock’ penetrates and violates it.

‘Christopher, I love what we have together. When you first brought up female domination I thought it was pretty silly. But something happened when I put you in a pair of panties for the first time that I can’t explain. It was a mixture of disgust for you and a huge power rush for me. I find it amusing that the thing you like the least, the thing that humiliates you the most, is what triggered my ability to live with and finally to come to love this lifestyle. When you’re dressed as my sissy maid I really don’t see you as my husband or as a man at all. I don’t see you as a woman either of course; you’re more like an it, a thing. I felt guilty about spanking my husband and making my husband do all the housework. It made me very uncomfortable when I did things to humiliate my husband. But when you became this thing, I could fulfil your deepest darkest fantasies and use all your kinky fetishes to control you just as you yearned for me to do.’

‘I will never leave you Christopher, or should I say Chrissy? Yes that is surely a more suitable name for a sissy husband like you, don’t you think? Our relationship is very different from the norm, but it’s ours. I feed off your pain and humiliation and you get off on it. I live like a queen with you at my beck and call, never having to lift a finger to do anything around the house. There is no way I could ever go back to a vanilla relationship, one where we’re equal. Where I cook and clean and do laundry while you mow the lawn. No, I like it when I enjoy myself or relax while you do everything. But…’

Christopher, now Chrissy continued to worship his wife’s foot, desperately wanting to look her in the eyes but not daring to lift his gaze.

‘But Christopher….oops this will take a while to get used to….Chrissy….yes Sissy Chrissy, I need to get fucked…hard. I need to get fucked by big, strapping men. Men who will toss me around like a rag doll and fuck my brains out….whenever they want….and however they want. I desperately need a real man with a real big, thick, hard cock to pound me, to make me fucking scream for mercy only to be ignored by him as he takes what he wants!’

He could see she was getting excited.

‘You can’t give me that and even if you could, I wouldn’t want it from you. I love you sweetheart but look at you; you’re no longer a man and haven’t been in my eyes since I put you in your first pair of panties. That’s the day you became my bitch and that’s what you will always be to me….my little bitch.’

‘I’ve been unfaithful to you pretty much since we started this lifestyle, but up until now I’ve kept it a secret from you. Now it’s time to bring it out in the open so that I can use it as another tool to humiliate and control you. I know you need that dear, you need to be humiliated, don’t you?’

All he can do is nod his head yes, acknowledging everything she says as the truth while trying desperately to come to terms with his wife’s confession of infidelity.  He’d suspected, fantasised even, but hearing her proudly admit it was almost too much to take in.

‘Speak,’ she demands. ‘Tell me you need the humiliation I put you through. Tell me how it makes you even more desperate to please me. Tell me!’

‘Yes ma’am, I need you to humiliate me, I’ll do anything for you, anything to please you. I worship you, I love you!’

‘Good, now the first thing you’ll need to remember,’ she continues, matter of factly and apparently completely unmoved by his heartfelt confession, ‘is that these men are not your equals. Therefore, I think if fitting that my bitch calls every man that fucks me by their surname from now on. That way every time you say mister you’ll be reminded that the man you are talking to did something you are not allowed to – fuck your wife. If they ask you a question you’ll answer either ‘yes sir’ or ‘no sir’’.

Each sentence was like a dagger to his heart and he is now super-aware of the stupid maid’s outfit he is wearing. Beside his wife’s sexy nylon clad foot in her expensive patent leather shoe he can see his own similarly nylon clad feet tucked into a pair of much less expensive stilettos with four inch heels which are also a size too small for him, adding to his misery and consequently his wife’s amusement. The panties holding his ankles together are satin black with white lace trimming to match his uniform.

‘Fuck, I shouldn’t be dressed like this, I’m a man,’ he tells himself, starting to cry with his face buried in his wife’s foot.

‘There there dear,’ she laughs, petting his head as if he were a dog.

‘I’ll be going out tonight,’ she continued, ‘Where and for how long is none of your business. I will tell you though that I will be out having a great time, while you on the other hand, will be toiling away at your housework. You may make yourself some white rice and steam the vegetables you’ve cut up before you continue with your chores but you are to have nothing else. If we’re going to get you into a nice tight corset to give you a lovely hourglass figure we need to watch your diet.’

‘So the maid’s uniform isn’t enough,’ he thinks despairingly. ‘Now she is going to make me wear a corset!’

‘But first, go upstairs and fetch my sexy new peep-toe booties, quickly now!’

‘Please ma’am,’ he blurts, jerked from thoughts of being locked in a tight corset all day, hardly able to breathe, ‘The red ones or the black ones?’

She stares down at him while he begins the humiliating task of pulling himself off the little stool. He gasps and groans uncontrollably as he struggles to separate himself from ‘her cock’. She giggles as she goes off to get ready, while he minces up the stairs to retrieve the requested shoes from her spacious walk-in closet. As he checks them carefully to make sure they are perfectly clean and unmarked, he notices his reflection in the full length mirror. He looks ridiculous, mascara streaking down his face, lipstick smeared, not a man, not a woman, a thing just as she said.

Returning to the lounge he pushes the little stool to one side and kneels, holding the sexy boots and waiting for the opportunity to put them on his wife for her night out. As he waits he glances to the side taking in what used to be his ‘man chair’ and remembers the last time he sat in it.



‘Oh there’s my little tart,’ his wife says jokingly as she walks into the room and sees him relaxing in his chair during one of their fantasy weekends.

In a mixture of sensuality and playfulness she struts over to him and seductively strokes his lips with her finger saying, ‘Look at you in your sexy little skirt and heels sitting in the man chair. I bought that chair for the man of the house, not the tart of the house.’ She stops stroking his lips and holds her finger in front of his eyes. He stares at the hot-pink lipstick on her delicate fingertip.

Gently pulling on the leash attached to the padlocked pink leather collar around his neck, she encourages him to rise from the chair before suddenly pulling down roughly, putting him on his knees. She places the heel of her boot over the leash and pulls until his face and her sexy leather boot meet on the carpet. Then, as she pulls harder still, his face is squashed against her boot and he can smell the expensive leather and feel the heat of her foot through it.

‘I don’t ever want to see you in that man chair again, is that understood?’ she asks, her tone suddenly serious.

‘Yes, ma’am.’

‘Good, now kiss my boot bitch.’



His wife struts back into the room and sits before him on the couch, drawing his thoughts suddenly back to the present. He can see she’s touched up her makeup and replaced her work skirt with the sexy red leather one she knows is his favourite. Without a word he quickly gets to work, replacing her work pumps with a pair of red hot, open-toed, open-heeled boots, gently kissing each shoe as it is replaced. She looks so fucking hot he can barely concentrate on his humble task.

‘Now run along and polish my shoes then put them away. Make sure you lick them clean inside and out first of course. Pick up my work clothes from the bathroom floor and make sure they are laundered tonight. Then you can get on with your other chores while I’m out having fun. Don’t wait up for me,’ she says as her boot quickly departs from his loving kisses, leaving him feeling lonely and abandoned.

His first order of business is to clean up the little stool and put it away. She had bought him the stool shortly after revoking his rights to the man chair and it had slowly evolved over a year to the monster it is today. She just said one day, ‘We need to talk,’ and stopped him before he sat on the couch. ‘Your new conversation chair is in the closet. Go and get it.’

He was strangely turned on when he opened the closet door and saw the pink painted hardwood child’s stool. His wife really understood the submissive psych and could play it like a finely tuned violin. She understood all of the subtle nuances that kept him in his place and kept him turned on, how to slowly add things to the relationship to keep it exciting and how to use his fetishes and desires to slowly turn him from willing submissive to devoted slave.



A few days later his wife beckons him to the lounge as soon as he gets home from work. She points to the floor where he quickly takes his place with his head bowed. Lifting his chin with one of her perfectly manicured fingers until their eyes meet, she sits back against the couch crossing her gorgeous legs.

‘You know when you’re home alone toiling away at your menial chores I’m out trying to pick up guys, right cuckie?’

‘Yes ma’am.’

‘Well cuck, I get a lot of stares. I can’t help but notice all the men staring at my legs, my breasts and, when I’m walking, I know if I turn around I’ll catch them staring at my ass. The problem is, not many guys are approaching me. I think some of the men are just way too intimidated by a confident, hot, sexy woman. But I also think a lot of guys see my wedding ring and think I’m a committed faithful wife just out for free drinks. There’s not much I can do about the guys who are too intimidated to talk to me and I don’t think they would interest me anyway. But I do think it’s time I stopped giving the false impression that I’m a devoted wife. Then the real men who aren’t intimidated will have no reason not to hit on me. Don’t you agree my devoted husband?’

He can’t help but look at her left hand resting on her thigh, the large diamond ring glimmering in the light.

‘Yes ma’am,’ he replies meekly as cold fear grips his heart.

‘I want you to take off your wedding band and hold it in your right hand,’ she instructs him.

He has no idea what is going on. A sense of panic is flooding his soul as he is led down a path only she knows the destination of.

Removing her own symbols of faithfulness from her finger, she grabs his left hand and places her engagement and wedding rings on his ring finger just as he had done to her so many years ago.

‘I’ve had them resized just a little so they will fit you. Now, do you promise to be faithful, to love and cherish, to honour and obey me from this day forward?’ she asks as she stares down through his eyes and into his soul.

‘I do,’ he replies meekly, looking up into her gorgeous eyes, feeling yet more of his manhood being taken from him.

‘I now pronounce you my faithful obedient cuckold,’ she says with an incredibly wicked grin.

‘You will wear your man’s ring when you’re outside the house and you will wear my rings when you are in the house. The ring you’re not wearing will be placed lovingly on our wedding mantle. From now on the first thing you will do when you enter the house and the last thing you will do before you leave is to exchange rings. Now go ahead cuckold, go and put your ring on the mantle.’

Turning around to look for the wedding mantle that has always been displayed prominently in the lounge, he almost breaks down in tears as fear and dread fill the pit of his stomach with ice.

‘I moved it sweety,’ she smiles, ‘I didn’t want the men I brought home to feel uncomfortable so I put the mantle in your room along with all the pictures of us in marital bliss, I hope you don’t mind. Now come along, we’ll perform your first ring exchange together.’

Grabbing his left hand she leads him to his room and places him before the picture. But, when he moves to place his ring on the wedding mantle, she grabs his hand.

‘You will kiss our wedding picture before you place the ring,’ she informs him as she grabs a tube of lipstick from his dresser. Then, taking his cheeks with her other hand so that his lips are pushed out, she begins transforming his lips. She looks so sexy as she puckers up to mock him, pressing her own lips together as if she is smoothing her own lipstick, showing him what she wants him to do.

‘I want you to kiss a different part of the picture every time you place your ring on the mantle. Start in the upper left corner and work your way across and the down…just like a calendar.’

He goes to reach for the picture.

‘No dear, on your knees.’

He drops submissively to his knees and reaches up gently, lovingly pressing his soft lips to the hard glass. There is the sound of a gentle kiss before he pulls back to stare at the picture. It shows the moment of their first kiss as husband and wife. His strong hands gently holding her slender waist, her delicate arms draped across his strong manly shoulders. Their lips are joined as they tenderly embrace. He will never forget how she looked up to him before she kissed him. There is absolutely nothing like a woman’s eyes as she stares up at the man she loves. He sees how beautiful she looked back then, remembers how much he loved her. He can’t believe how much more beautiful she is today and how much more he loves her.

‘I love you,’ he tells her.

‘I know,’ she answers.

Turning his head to look up at her, to look into those gorgeous eyes once more, he implores her, ‘No Victoria, I truly, deeply love you with all my heart. I was completely in love with you on the day we got married. I didn’t think I could possibly love you more, but I was wrong. I love you even more now, more that I can possibly say.’

His wife looks down at him, compassion showing through her normally indifferent eyes and softly places her hand against his cheek.

‘I know Chrissy,’ she smiles sweetly, ‘you may hold me if you wish.’

He turns quickly to face her and wraps his arms around her still slender waist, pressing his face tightly against her firm flat stomach. It’s difficult to hold her tightly with his arms raised as they are. He feels like a little boy in this position. When she rubs his hair with her hand he is filled with comfort. Ignoring the fact that his wife did not reciprocate his declaration of love for her, he embraces the tenderness and warmth of the moment.

‘This is what you wanted, what you needed. You would have been so unhappy living a typical mundane life. The reason you love me so much is because I give you everything you really need, I fulfil your darkest desires and take you beyond your wildest fantasies. I complete you.’

After a few precious minutes she pulls him to his feet, placing her hands on his waist and forcing his hands to rest upon her shoulders. The look in her eyes is so different from the one in the wedding picture; like a predator looking at her prey. Her lips gently touch his as she gives him a rare kiss. He quickly becomes breathless as she stares into his eyes, her head slowly approaching his for another kiss. Her lips are gentle at first but then suddenly pain wells within him as her teeth clamp down on his lower lip. After several very uncomfortable and deeply frustrating seconds, during which her hands manhandle his ass, she leaves go, knowing full well the affect she is having on him. Quickly and effortlessly she transforms his desire to pain then back to desire as her wet tongue invades his ear.

‘At least one of us will honour our vows of obedience and faithfulness,’ his wife whispers in his ear, her hot breathe sending shivers throughout his body.

‘Hurry up and get changed into your maid’s outfit, you need to help me get ready to go out,’ she orders coldly as she struts out of the room, leaving him a trembling wreck.



A couple of weeks later Chrissy got home from work and before he could begin his ritual his wife beckons him to the lounge. As she points to the floor he quickly kneels before her, his eyes fixated on the key dangling from her anklet.

‘Do you think it’s fair that every time I go on a date the man has to pay?’ she asks him.

‘No ma’am,’ he says, automatically giving the reply he thinks she expects.

‘Good, then you won’t mind getting a part time job,’ she states matter of factly. ‘You can work Friday evening, Saturday and Sunday. Every penny you make will go to pay for my dates with other men.’

‘But we make more than enough for you to buy dinner and drinks whenever you like,’ he whines.

Bending forward she raises his chin with her hand, staring into his eyes as she whispers lustfully, ‘Yes, but it makes me so fucking hot to know you’ll be toiling at some shitty job just to pay for your unfaithful wife’s dates. Thinking about you sweating and suffering for me will make me scream out in uncontrolled orgasm as some guy fucks me after I’ve bought him dinner and drinks with your wages. And what really makes me hot is I won’t let you fuck me and you can’t fuck anyone else either. You can’t even touch my silly ‘little dicklet’. Poor little slave, humiliated, suffering and horny. Fuck this is hot! Is ‘my dicklet’ trying to get hard?’

‘Yes ma’am,’ he grimaces, ‘it is.’

She reaches down and slowly pulls her first and middle fingers between her legs while letting out a gasp. Then she seductively wipes her dripping wet fingers under his nose and over his lips, leaving behind a thick trail of her juices. She snaps her fingers and points to her crotch and he immediately buries his face into her dripping wet cunt. She grabs his hair and grinds his mouth and nose deep within the folds of her pussy then suddenly pulls his hair back forcing him to look up at her.

‘I’ve already set up an interview for you at the Mockingbird on Downton Road. The manager is expecting you in 15 minutes and you’d better get this job. Don’t you dare wash your face either. Now run along, I have an itch to scratch.

He can still feel droplets of her juices on his nose and chin as he rushes to the restaurant and asks the Maître D’ for an application. There is no escape from the musty smell.

‘Are you Christopher?’ the young woman asks.

‘Yes, my wife made me an appointment.’

‘Of course,’ she says smiling, ‘Come with me.’ She escorts him to a small table in the kitchen. ‘The manager will interview you when she’s ready.’

This is awful! He has ‘head hunters’ calling him all the time! He interviews managers, they don’t interview him!

Such are his thoughts as he fills in the application form then waits…..and waits some more. His wife doesn’t allow him pocket change so he couldn’t even ask for something to drink.

After almost an hour an incredibly beautiful woman walks toward him and reaches out her hand. ‘Hello Christopher, I’m Ms Benoit.’

He stands to shake her hand then she escorts him to her office. Once seated she asks him if he is applying for the dishwasher job. The whole conversation is very humiliating. He wonders if she can smell his wife’s pussy juice on his face and can barely bring himself to look at her as she tells him what his duties would be, how hard he would be expected to work and what he was expected to wear. The job is for minimum wage and he must never be seen in the restaurant area by customers. Then, just as he thinks things cannot get any more humiliating, she informs him that he will need to work on his personal hygiene! He begins to sweat and his face feels like it is on fire as he nods in agreement.

‘So, do you want the job?’ she asks him.

‘Yes please,’ is his meek reply.

‘Good, you’ll start tomorrow at five.’

Fuck, he wasn’t ready for this! He needed time to get his head around what was going on. He would have to rush from his day job to get to the restaurant on time. While everyone else would be looking forward to relaxing and having fun after a long week of work, he would be dreading a long weekend toiling as a lowly dishwasher. And that was on top of all the housework, laundry and other chores that his wife had made very clear were entirely his responsibility.

‘Yes ma’am,’ he replied.

Fuck, what was that? He never called anyone but his wife ma’am! But the way she had spoken to him…at him really, just put him in his place.



A week after he starts the job he receives his first wage packet. When he gets home his wife calls him into the dining room before he has a chance to start his ritual. He is exhausted and really just wants to shower and go to bed, but when he turns the corner and sees his wife, he freezes. She is dressed in one of her many dominatrix outfits and his eyes travel down to the tips of her calf length open toed boots. He is speechless as he slowly looks up from her leather boots to her well-toned nylon clad thighs, one of which is concealed by her knee length leather skirt, while the other is fully exposed by the long slit in it. He feels himself growing ever weaker as he takes in the top of her stocking before raising his gaze to take in her black leather jacket, offset by her white silk blouse. Leather gloves cover her dainty hands, one of which holds a nasty looking riding crop. He just stands there like an idiot, breathing in the intoxicating smell of warm leather mixed with her expensive perfume, unable to move or even speak.

Her high heels click on the wooden floor as she crosses the room and grasps him by the ear like a teacher might grab a naughty boy. ‘Strip down to your girly things and present me your wages bitch,’ she orders before leaving go of his ear to turn and stride imperiously from the room.

Once his outer clothes are removed and folded neatly in the corner he hurries into the lounge to kneel before his wife, head bowed and both arms raised with the wage packet resting on the palm of one hand. He can’t help staring at the key dangling on the anklet she is wearing outside her boot. Her nylon covered toes look so sexy peeking out of those wicked boots. He begins to shake as his arms struggle to hold out his paltry offering.

‘How do you like your new job bitch?’

‘I hate it ma’am,’ he replies, ‘It’s very hard and totally demeaning.’

‘Good,’ she smiles.

A page of her magazine is turned as she places her feet on top of his thighs, digging her heels in painfully as she leans forward.

‘You smell like garbage,’ she announces, wrinkling her pretty nose. ‘You’d better do whatever it takes to keep this job because, if you ever lose it, I will make your life a living hell,’ she warns him sternly, twisting her feet to dig her spiked heels even further into his thighs.

‘It must really suck working your ass off while your imagination runs wild….wondering where I am….what I’m doing….who I’m with. Wondering who is fucking your beautiful wife,’ she whispers sensually, her voice so soft and husky.

The smell of her excitement is mixing with that of her leather outfit and her perfume to produce in him an almost hypnotic state of worship.

‘I can’t believe how fucking hot this is getting me,’ she groans, ‘I feel like I’m going to have an orgasm without even touching myself!’

She finally grabs the wage packet allowing him to lower his trembling arms.

‘Kiss my boots bitch,’ she orders him coldly, lifting her feet from his lap to place them on the floor either side of him ‘and don’t dare touch my naked toes. You haven’t earned that privilege yet slut.’

As he pays homage to her boots with his lips the pressure builds to unbearable levels as her little dicklet tries in vain to swell inside the unrelenting steel tube of his chastity belt. He hears the packet being ripped open and the cash being removed.

‘Wow, this is pathetic,’ she shouts. ‘This won’t even cover dinner and drinks for one date. Put your hands up!’

She stands and moves to his right side, swishing her leather riding crop through the air, practicing her swing and making him jump as he obeys her, raising his hands, palm up, right on top of left.

‘You know the consequences of disappointing me don’t you sissy Chrissy?’

‘Please ma’am, I worked all the hours I was given, they only pay me minimum wage.’

‘Are you suggesting that there are circumstances where disappointing me can be excused?’ she demands, tapping the end of her crop against the side of her leather boot.

Knowing he is beaten, knowing further attempts to elicit some degree of mercy will only result in worse punishment, he closes his eyes and gives her the only answer he can, ‘No ma’am, I’m sorry.’

Whack! The vicious crop bites into his palm, the pain growing and growing like a hot poker against his skin. Stealing himself, he switches hands to expose his left palm. Whack! Tears fill his eyes and he wonders which is worse, the pain of her crop or the injustice and hopelessness of his situation. How did he find himself in this position? A successful handsome man, on his knees submitting to a beating from the woman he loves, the woman who openly cuckolds him and treats him as her slave.

‘Kiss the key to your chastity cage cuckold,’ she demands. ‘Thank me for using your hard earned wages to entertain other men, real men, men who can fuck me like I need to be fucked!’

After listening to him repeat the words, smiling at his humiliation, she grabs a fistful of his hair and pulls his face under her skirt and between her legs. The silk panties she is wearing are soaked in the juices of her excitement as she forcefully rubs his nose against them. His helpless obedience serves only to inflame her desire yet further and she forces him to the floor, squatting her full weight onto his sweating face.

‘Make me cum bitch,’ she cries. ‘Make me cum the only way you can, with your pathetic tongue! Lick me cuckold, lick me, or so help me, I’ll fucking suffocate you! Ohhh yes, YES! Lick you fucking worthless bitch! Ohhh FUUUUUUCKKKKKK!’

Almost ready to pass out from lack of air, he is greatly relieved when she finally dismounts his soaked face.

‘You’re dismissed,’ is her only comment before staggering away on trembling legs.

He carries his work uniform and shoes to his bedroom and falls onto his tiny bed exhausted, devastated and incredibly aroused. Reaching down between his legs he rubs his hands against the infernal steel plate of his chastity belt. His heart drops into his stomach as he hears the garage door opening and his wife’s BMW starting up. He can’t believe she’s going out dressed like she is. He knows she’s incredibly horny and will not be satisfied with the one orgasm she had on his face.  Every fucking guy in the city would be lining up for a chance to talk to her, not to mention a chance to fuck her. He however will not be one of those guys. The only guy in the whole fucking city that has absolutely no chance of fucking his hot wife is her husband and that thought has him once more rubbing futilely at the damned chastity belt, desperate for the tiniest amount of stimulation.



A year before his wife decided to completely disassociate him from her little dicklet it became his little clitty. The only way he could get sexual relief was to beg and plead with his wife to ‘let him rub his little clitty for her’. After a few days of begging his wife would unlock his belt and have him lay down on the floor in front of her. He would then have to masturbate like a woman, using only his first and middle fingers. His legs had to be spread with his feet pulled toward him, making him hyper aware of his girly heels. With his free hand he had to grab at his fake breasts and squeeze the nipples then stroke and grab his inner thighs. His lips had to stay open, although he could bit his lower lip as he moaned like a woman. If he did not put on a good enough show she would lock him back up without relief.

Consequently, in his desperation he caste all self-respect aside and writhed on the floor beside her, groaning, whimpering and squealing, behaving like a complete slut. Sometimes she’d watch, telling him what to do, sometimes she’d humiliate him, other times she would be totally oblivious to his efforts to please her, reading a book or watching TV. Occasionally she would even talk on the phone after telling him to keep the noise down.

The consequences of cumming without permission where too awful to contemplate so he would be driven mad trying to put on the convincing show she required whilst not allowing his lust to drive him past the point of no return.

Then, without warning, she would simply say, ‘Cum whore,’ and he would rub the tender spot of his little clitty as fast as he could in tiny circles. The resulting orgasm was only slightly more satisfying than a ruined one.

So now, when he thinks back to when he could masturbate, he never thinks of himself masturbating as a man. His wife has taken even that away from him.



Taking a sip of white wine she asks him softly, ‘How long has it been since you’ve last had a little cummie?’

‘Seventy three days, Ma’am.’

The humiliation of staring into her gorgeous eyes as he answers almost has Chrissy in tears.

‘How many cummies have you had this year?’ she asks softly.

‘Just two, ma’am.’

It is five fucking months into the year and he’s only had two cummies! She likes to drive home the reality of his deprivation at key points in their relationship, knowing he will remember those rare events and be reminded that they were not even real orgasms, but perfectly ruined ones. She has, with his help, perfected the ruined orgasm, knowing the exact time to remove her latex gloved hand or foot to cause him to squirt with the least amount of satisfaction.

‘Go to your room, strip off your uniform and lie on your bed,’ she orders and he hurries to obey, daring to hope that some small relief from the torture of sexual denial might be imminent.

‘We’re going to play a little game,’ she says playfully as she dangles a strange looking strap before his face. Arms and legs locked securely to the metal frame of the old prison bed, he is in no position to refuse.

With the chastity belt removed she begins wrapping the device around his scrotum, laughing as ‘her little dicklet’ stiffens and bobs with excitement.

‘I’m going to tease my little dicklet now and you get to enjoy it you lucky little maid,’ she begins playfully. ‘If you feel like you’re going to make a cummies then you just say ‘please’’.

She talks like a high school girl, sweet and perky, as she continues happily. ‘If I let go and you don’t make a cummies then your little balls don’t get zapped,’ she giggles.

‘Zapped,’ Chrissy wonders, ‘What the hell does she mean?’

She shows him the remote control in her hand and her can see her setting it on number 3.

‘But, if I let you go and you do make a cummies, then I press this little button while you make your cummies,’ she says, still talking like a little girl.

‘FUCK, OH FUCK!!!!’

‘STOP….FUCK!!!! AAAAAHHHH!’

Fuck, that hurt! He would never let that happen again, ever! He would say ‘please’ way before he ever felt like cumming! The sweat was pouring out of him as he shook with fear.

Victoria smiles as she moves her free hand to his cock and begins to gently stroke it. The sensation is overwhelming for poor Chrissy as his body begins to drive itself instinctively toward satisfaction. Oh fuck, that feels so good!

‘But if I stroke you one more time after you say ‘please’ and you don’t make a cummies, then I’ll press the button even longer.’

As he sees her beautifully manicured thumb push ever so gently on the button, he tries to beg, to plead with her not to……

‘FUCK FUCK FUCK!!!! AAAAHHHH!!! NO NO NO!!! STOP PLEASE!!!! PLEASE!!!!’ he screams as he writhes desperately trying to free himself from his bonds and the awful unbearable agony between his legs.

Only when his beautiful wife and heartless mistress finally releases the button does the violent seizure end allowing him to breathe again. His whole being is filled with nothing but fear of the pain as he swears he will do whatever he can to never…ever…feel anything like that again.

When he has finally calmed down enough to open his eyes it is to see his wife’s gorgeous smiling face directly above his. Bringing the remote into view she uses her thumb once more to slowly and effortlessly move the dial to number 6.

‘That was just a practice,’ she smiles, ‘Are you ready to begin properly?’

He is sure that fear of the consequences will never let him get hard again. That is until the slow stroking of his cock by her tiny perfect fingers with their long bright red nails blots out everything else, producing an aching hardness that is almost impossible to stand.



A couple of weeks later he comes home on a Saturday afternoon after a hard day of washing dishes. Every droplet of moisture is sucked from his mouth and throat when he sees a new Porsche parked in his spot in the driveway. He pulls his second hand Kia up to the curb and can feel his body shutting down. He really does not want to turn off the car because he knows there is a man, a real man, in his house. The idea of confronting that man is terrifying. Should he leave them alone? Fuck….his wife….the love of his life….is in there with a strange man!

His emotions are running wild….more so than ever in his life. He has never been more paralyzed! He can’t fucking move! Not even to turn off his car!

His car….ha, that was a joke. He hated the fucking car. His wife gave him it about a year into their new fantasy life. She thought it would be cute if he traded in his Range Rover against a new BMW for her. In return she bought him an old purple Kia, declaring that it would reflect the change in their relationship. Although the Kia was the most basic model, apparently it was still too good for him as the first thing she did was to have him remove the radio.

When he finally finds the energy to shut off the ignition his body is nothing but jelly as fear and jealousy course through his veins. Just the act of moving his arm from the steering wheel to the door handle is more than he can bear. His mind races as he wonders if any of the neighbours saw this guy come over to his house….or how many times this epitome of testosterone sat in clear view of the neighbours, parked in the driveway, leaving no doubt as to who he was visiting, a beacon to all of his wife’s adultery and his own impotence.

It takes everything he has to finally walk to the back door (the servant’s entrance as his wife likes to call it), his rubbery legs barely able to support his weight. Time seems to stand still as he slowly walks through the door.

‘Get in here bitch!’ his wife yells.

He freezes, paralyzed once more. His mouth goes dry again as his emotions overtake him. He can’t even close the door as his whole body shakes uncontrollably, the door knob in his hand his only source of strength and stability.

‘FUCK!’ he screams as he lets go of the door and grabs in vain at the front of his chastity belt, doubling over in pain.

As soon as the pain subsides he closes the door and runs toward the lounge, remembering to knock respectfully before he enters.

‘Get yourself in here!’ his wife orders, her thumb lazily rubbing the button of the chastity belt shocker remote while her other hand signals with a near empty glass of white wine. He quickly drops to his knees with eyes to the floor.

‘You know Mr Williams,’ his wife states.

Deshaun Williams, one of those men that everyone notices when he walks in the room; a tall imposing black guy, 6’5”, well built and very good looking. He is also the owner of a chain of upscale restaurants in the area, including the one Chrissy works at.

‘Good evening Mr Williams,’ Chrissy says weakly.

‘Hello Christopher,’ his voice booms. ‘Or should that be Chrissy?’ he asks and Victoria bursts out laughing.

Through his abject embarrassment Chrissy sees Mr Williams’ big strong calves sticking out from the robe he is wearing….Chrissy’s robe, the one Victoria bought him for Christmas a few years ago. Mr Williams’ feet look incredibly large next to Victoria’s as she playfully rubs one of them up the inside of his calf.  The man chair he’s sprawled out in looks small as it fails to contain his large frame with Chrissy’s wife sat on his knee. His wife who, Chrissy now notices, is also wearing just a robe but, to add insult to injury, it’s the fluffy white one with grey teddy bears that he bought her for her birthday a couple of years ago. She knew it was his favourite as she always looked so cute and sexy in it, especially when she wore it with the matching little teddy bear slippers as she was now.

‘Would you like another beer Deshaun?’ my wife asks.

‘Yes, why not?’ he booms.

‘Fetch us some drinks slut,’ she says handing Chrissy her empty glass and waving him off.

‘Yes Miss Harrison,’ he replies, calling her by her maiden name as instructed. ‘….not only will you be paying me the proper respect but you’ll also be acknowledging to me, to yourself and to the man I’m fucking that you have no right to any part of me.’

Chrissy returns with his silver serving tray and places a frothy glass of beer on the table beside Mr Williams. His wife has moved to the couch so he kneels to her side holding the tray out to her with the glass of chilled white wine balanced at its centre.

Victoria ignores him, seeming to be captivated as Mr Williams describes the summer he spent sailing the Caribbean. After a few minutes she reaches over to take the glass and he is relieved to be able to drop his arms and shuffle to her side. The relief is however, replaced by deep feelings of humiliation and submission as he stares at the carpet, his mind in turmoil.

‘I haven’t sat in that chair for years – they must have fucked already – she looks so satisfied and wanton at the same time – damn he is huge, I bet they don’t make stilettos like the ones I have to wear in his size – he’s never been made to wear a maid’s outfit – I feel so inferior to him – he’s fucked my wife – his dick must be huge – I feel so pathetic kneeling here – they’re just ignoring me – I want to leave – I want to stay – I want to grab my wife and protect her from him – I want to kick him out of MY house!’

Eventually his wife interrupts his surging chain of thought by snapping her fingers and pointing to the floor in front of her. He quickly shuffles forward and she grabs his hair, guiding his head between her legs, covering it with the hem of her fluffy dressing gown. He recognises the smell of another man’s cum mixed with hers and is filled with disgust. Then, reaching down, she pulls her sopping panties to one side and forces his lips between the folds of her unfaithful pussy. Meanwhile the conversation continues like he doesn’t exist.

Chrissy knows what his job is; he’s not here to get his wife off, but to clean the spunk out of her pussy. The conversation continues while he is kneeling between her legs. Their flirting goes on while her husband is cleaning the cum from her pussy with his tongue. His whole world has been turned upside down and he feels so fucking humiliated. He has to fight back the tears as his wife flirts with his boss, the tightness of his throat making it hard for him to swallow the vile mixture of bodily fluids.

His existence is only acknowledged when she finally pushes his face away from her.

‘You smell like garbage,’ she sneers, ‘Go and take a shower then put on the things I’ve left on your bed for you. Then get your sissy ass back here. Move it!’

Stark terror fills his soul as he imagines what she has put out for him to wear. He really doesn’t want to do this!

‘But Miss….’ He stammers before being quickly shut down by a hard slap across his face.

She points to the door and he quickly gets up and runs from the room, the tears finally coming, blurring his vision as he mounts the stairs and enters his bedroom. Falling on the bed he starts bawling, completely overwhelmed by all the emotions that have flooded his mind in the last hour. The maid’s uniform lying on the bed is thrown to the floor but even that act of defiance emasculates him.

After a few minutes he’s calmed down a little when his wife sits beside him on the bed and gently ruffles his hair. ‘Come on don’t be silly,’ she soothes him gently guiding his head to her bosom. He can’t help but wrap his arms around her and hold her tighter than he’s ever held her before.

The emotions are too much and he starts crying again as his wife rocks and soothes him ‘Shhh, now, no need to cry. I love what we have together sweetheart and I do love you very much, although it’s not like the love you have for me. You know, when you suggested a femdom lifestyle, I thought it was silly and I really didn’t want to do it. But you kept trying to talk me into trying it….and then it became a part of me. I will always have a submissive in my life and I’d really like that to be you. I want you to be my lifelong slave. I know you’re probably thinking of leaving right now and if you did it would be very painful for me, but I would eventually get over it and I’d get a new submissive. It would be sad to lose the investment of time and effort I’ve put into you but, if I had to start again then I would.’

‘Chrissy I’ve gotten used to living the life of a princess. While you’re toiling away doing all the menial chores I get to relax, go shopping, go out with my friends, go to the gym or even go on holiday. I just smile when my friends bitch about how little their husbands do around the house. All the other wives have to compete with their husbands for the disposable income too. Their men have flash cars, motorbikes, boats and all the big expensive boy toys. I don’t allow you any of that so instead of you getting an expensive car, I get one along with jewellery and clothes, holidays and fun nights out. Instead of you paying for golf, you pay for my gym membership and a private trainer.’

She stands up. ‘I know you massage me all the time, but I want you to feel my calves.’

He slides off the bed and kneels down to wrap his hands around her tanned and well tones calves. As his hands softly caress her silky calves she flexes her feet. Fuck, she has the most perfect legs!

‘Now feel my silky thighs, wrap your hands around them. This is what an hour or two every day in the gym can do.’

His hands begin to shake as he caresses her perfect thighs.

‘Grab my ass. You kiss it all the time, now I’m giving you permission to grab it as if you were my man. There’s an ass you can only get when you have a trainer. This is a body you can only get by spending hours a week at the gym. I wouldn’t have a body like this if I had to do all the menial housework that you take care of would I?’

He reaches around to grab her perfect ass.

‘Now wrap your hands around my waist,’ she says as she places her hands on his shoulders.

‘Isn’t this what you wanted?’ her soft husky voice whispers in his ear, sending chills down his spine.

‘To worship a body like this and yet be denied access to it at the same time. To be my little bitch. To be used and humiliated. To be controlled by an incredibly hot sexy woman who knows how to twist and manipulate you, how to dominate you, a woman who knows what you need.’

‘Now I know you’re thinking this is too much for you and you want it all to stop, but this is what your life is going to be like with me, forever. I have my own needs, my own sexual needs that must be fulfilled. You need to make your mind up whether you want to keep living like this or you want to leave. It would really hurt me if you left but I’ll strictly enforce the post-nup you signed. You’ll be a very poor sad little man for the rest of your life. Think carefully because, either way, there will be no going back.

‘Now, I’m going to take Mr Williams out for dinner and I want you to think about your decision while you’re on your perch. If you want to stay with me you’ll change your ring, take a shower, change into the clothes you’ve thrown onto the floor, clean my room and then start your housework. If you decide to leave, then you can grab your male clothes and get out of my house. When you find somewhere to stay, send me the address so that I can forward it to my solicitor. Oh, and of course, if you stay you’ll be punished for your little tantrum tonight.’

‘Please ma’am, I don’t want to stand on my perch.’

‘This is not about what you want. This is about what you need darling. Now do you have anything you want to say before I go?’

‘May I please wear my sexy fuck me shoes ma’am?’

‘Yes sweetie, you can wear your sexy little shoes,’ she says gently.

After stripping naked he puts on a pair of pink stilettos with 5” heels and his wife leads him to the cupboard under the stairs and guides his face to his perch – a specially designed dido protruding from a post in the corner. After his lips are covering the sensor his wife walks over and sets the timer then returns to him to cuff his wrists behind his back and secure his ankles together with a leather belt, ‘I hope you make the right decision and stay with me dear. It would be such a shame if I had to train another lucky little slave. I’ll leave the keys for your handcuffs on the table in the hallway.’

‘I want you to think about all the kinky adventures I’ve taken you on. Think about the leather and latex, the hours you get to spend locked in your special cage, or the hours of predicament bondage you’ve suffered through. Think about worshipping my body through massages and pedicures. All the things I do to you that get you so fucking hot, so deep into your own depravity that you can’t even speak. Do you really think you could live without all that?’

She seductively kisses and licks his ear, sending shivers throughout his naked torso, then simply walks away laughing, closing the cupboard door and leaving him in the dark with the vacuum cleaner, the floor mop and the rest of his fellow household cleaning tools.

He has no idea how long he will be stuck there. If his lips or mouth aren’t on the sensor her little dicklet will get shocked by the ever present electrodes mounted in his chastity belt. He has no choice but to stand in the corner until the timer goes off, whenever that is. Then he will have to open the cupboard door before hopping down the hall to retrieve the keys enabling him to unlock his cuffs and free his legs.  If he hadn’t asked to wear the fuck-me pumps he would be struggling to stay up on his tip toes. The pain of wearing the ridiculously high shoes makes him wonder if that would not have been better. The thought of how pathetic he will look hopping around in them reddens his face and has his tiny clitty straining against its unyielding prison.



Shortly after the first time she put a pair of her panties on him she pulled back from the fantasy. He remembers the day she came to him with her fears. If she was to become the woman of his dreams he might not like it. She said that if she did become his fantasy mistress he might not be able to take it and would want a divorce. She said he was everything to her and she was terrified he would leave her if they lived out his fantasies for real. She would not continue with their games unless he was able to put those fears to rest.

He finally managed to do that by working with her friend Kathy, one of the best divorce lawyers in the area, to come up with a post-nuptial agreement that stated if he filed for a divorce the house and all contents would belong to her along with any and all savings and investments. Also he would be responsible for 100% of any credit liabilities held jointly or individually. And finally, he would pay her 50% of any earnings he made for the rest of his life, including his pension.

When she agreed all of his bank accounts were closed and his name removed from joint accounts. His credit cards were returned and his salary was to be paid into her account. He was to have no access to money or credit of any kind.



Fuck he hates standing in the cupboard like this! He hates how realistic the dildo is, the feeling of the fat, thick veined latex rubber cock in his mouth! He realises that this is where she thinks he belongs, tucked out of sight with the other cleaning implements.

His wife is out enjoying herself with another man, a man that just got done fucking her, while he is standing in a cupboard in a pair of fucking stilettos sucking on a dildo. The taste of Mr Williams’ cum mixed with Victoria’s juices is still in his mouth, adding to his humiliation.

Fuck this….he’s not doing it any more.

He barely gets his lips off the sensor when he screams and quickly shoves his mouth back to its appointed spot.



His wife handed him a very thick and realistic dildo.  ‘I found this online, it has a sensor in it that can tell when your mouth is over it and that can trigger a remote shock collar if your mouth leaves the spot. It can only work if your mouth is over it, not your hand.

She had him open wide whereupon she slid the cock into his mouth making him gag. ‘You’ll have to get used to a bit of deep throating sweetie,’ she laughed, ‘it has to be far enough in there for your lips to reach the sensor.’

She had him put on the slutty pair of pink high heels she’d bought him and slid the cock back in his mouth. After directing him into the corner in the under stairs cupboard she ensured his head was perfectly straight and put a mark in the corner where she wanted her cock mounted.

After he’d fixed it in place his wife showed him the controls. It had a timer and a Wi Fi connection to signal her phone when her little dicklet was getting shocked, in case she wasn’t close enough to hear his screams. The power level could be set on the remote or on her phone. Finally she revealed the piece de résistance, the dildo had another sensor at the tip and a timer that would force him to bob his head back and forth over the length of her cock, giving the cock a blow job. She was very amused at the humiliated look of horror he gave her.

‘Come on then,’ she mocked him, ‘get your mouth on your boyfriend and let’s see you in action.’

He quickly runs over to put on the stilettos that will give him the height to reach the dildo with his mouth. While he is bent over buckling the thin straps of the cute little shoes his wife calmly walks over and kicks him on the side, knocking him over. She places her boot on his throat and stares down at him.

‘Who told you you could put on your sexy little fuck-me shoes bitch?’ she snarls at him.

‘Nobody ma’am,’ he pleads.

She stares down at him with her boot on his neck for an eternity, his submission and fear growing stronger with each silent second.

‘If you would like to wear your sissy fuck-me shoes you need to ask me first slut!’

‘May I please wear my sissy fuck-me shoes ma’am?’ he squeaks out.

She stares down at him, her expression cold and unrevealing.

After another eternity of his wife staring down at him with her leather boot pressed firmly against his neck he is beginning to feel faint when she finally answers, ‘Yes slut, you can wear your sexy little sissy fuck-me shoes. But since this is your first time with your boyfriend you need to wear one of your slutty little outfits as well,’ she informs him as she finally takes her boot away from his neck.

‘And don’t forget your slutty red lipstick whore,’ she warns him as she wipes the sole of her boot across his face.

Dressing quickly he checks his appearance in the mirror and cringes at how pathetic he looks in the frilly pink little girl’s dress and white stockings, his lips glowing with several layers of bright red lipstick. He has been growing his hair at his wife’s urging and stands red faced while she arranges it into two girly little pigtails. Then, rushing to take his place before the dildo, he hears the beeps signifying that the timer has started and immediately he begins to mouth fuck the latex cock. His wife stands right up beside him, gently placing her hand on the back of his head. After a few strokes she presses forward, forcing the dildo deeper into his mouth and preventing him from continuing the stroke. The current surges through his groin and he screams around the dildo trying desperately to pull back his head while his wife laughs. Releasing him she watches him mouth fuck the dildo like a whore for a couple more minutes before repeating her actions, laughing loudly at his predicament each time his balls are fried.

‘You can start dinner when you’re done sucking off your new boyfriend slut,’ she sighs as she walks away, leaving him to his cruel task for another very long 15 minutes.



He always fantasised about living a femdom lifestyle but he had no idea she would take it so far or that she would take to it so well. She had brought fruition to all of his wildest fantasies and then some. She had become the epitome of a femdom wife. He barely remembered the last time he had fucked her, nor can he remember when his last satisfying orgasm was. Fuck! He can’t even remember the last time he set eyes on ‘her little dicklet’. The only thing he does remember is that when he did last see it he rubbed it like a clit. Jealousy rips through his body in waves; tears roll down his cheeks and he struggles to keep his lips pressed around her cock as he cries; his imagination creating graphic images of his wife being ravaged by his macho boss.

His wife had been quick to understand what she wanted from this new relationship with him. He was immediately enrolled in culinary arts classes at the local community college, after that massage therapy and nail technology classes at a cosmetology school. A room was converted into a well-appointed spa where his wife spends hours being pampered by well skilled hands. She spent countless hours correcting defects, dishing out severe punishments for things like dirty counter tops or toilets. After spending an hour with his head in a toilet not flushed after she had taken a pee, his ass burning red, he vowed never to make the same mistake again. To him she is a goddess well deserving of such pampering, a woman he loves with all his heart and soul – to her he is merely useful.



The timer goes off and he pulls his dry mouth off the dildo. He feels completely spent both physically and emotionally but has to find the strength to open the cupboard door and hop down the hallway to the small table on which his wife has left the key to his handcuffs. Then, wrists and legs free, it’s upstairs to the dresser in his room where he applies a thick coat of lipstick before kneeling exchanging rings and kiss their wedding picture. As he stares at the photograph of their first kiss he cannot help imagining Mr Williams shoving his tongue down his wife’s throat.

He feels relieved that they are not here to witness his humiliation as he puts on the slutty maid’s outfit his wife had laid out for him. He is terrified of doing his housework knowing his macho boss could walk in at any time and see him like this.

His imagination runs wild as he goes to his wife’s bedroom to pick up the clothes which are thrown around the floor. The smell of her perfume is intoxicating and he holds a pair of her silk stockings to his nose as he thinks about Mr Williams’ big hands ripping the clothes off his wife while she behaves like a wanton slut, the buttons of her torn blouse bouncing over the carpet. He imagines that huge man’s arms wrapped around her, fumbling with the delicate zipper of her leather skirt as he bends down to pick it up. He holds it in front of him and remembers how hot she looked the couple of times she’d worn it out previously and how she had teased and tormented him as he knelt before her putting it on. Was it Mr Williams she was going to see after he kissed her ass before she walked out the door?

Images of them locked in carnal embrace, Mr Williams’ tongue filling his wife’s mouth, his wife’s lipstick smeared on his lips. He picks up her bra and garter belt and his mind goes off on its own, showing him vivid images of his wife having her clothes pulled roughly from her, heavy breathing as she unbuckles the belt of his trousers, his large hands roughly squeezing her tender breasts. When he picks up her tiny panties he can feel the cold dampness from when she was dripping with hot passionate desire. He can hear her sultry voice as she begs him to fuck her. She must feel like she’s being crushed when he’s on top of her.

There’s nothing more emasculating than changing your wife’s soiled sheets after she has fucked your boss, while you’re dressed as a sissy maid; he’s said to himself ‘there’s nothing more emasculating than…’ so many times, only to be proved wrong again and again by his creative wife. He’s reminded constantly how ridiculous he looks by the many mirrors in her bedroom as he watches himself scurrying around with her clothes. The smell of her sweet perfume mixes with Mr Williams’ cologne, musky sweat and cum fill the air. Her bed is a complete mess and wet with sweat and cum stains. He puts on fresh sheets wondering if he will be doing the same thing again tomorrow after he gets home from washing dishes.

It is a little after 10pm when he hears the loud Porsche pull into the driveway. Overwhelming panic sets in, paralyzing him. He really can’t take this anymore! He struggles to move, shaking, sweating and mouth dry. Terror rips through him, fear of the unknown, fear of everything his mind can imagine. Is Mr Williams going to come in with her? He makes it to the door just in time. His wife walks in and hands him her handbag as he curtsies to welcome her home. She turns and his shaking hands remove her leather jacket as he breathes in her scent mixed with the smell of warm leather.

A feeling of relief like he’s never known before washes over him when he hears the car backing out of the driveway. She faces him and he quickly drops to his knees, his lips paying due respect to her sexy red sandals.

‘I’m so glad you decided to stay bitch,’ she smiles at him. ‘You may sleep in my room tonight – on the floor of course. I talked Mr Williams into giving you the day off tomorrow so that I have plenty of time to punish you for your silly tantrum. He’s such a nice man don’t you think?’

‘Yes ma’am, thank you ma’am’ he replies, pausing in his devotions to her shoes.

‘Stand up,’ she suddenly orders. ‘Now thank me properly….with a nice little curtsy. Oh dear, if you’re going to be my maid you’ll have to do better than that. You know how I hate laziness.’

Red faced with embarrassment he performs several trembling bobs to his mistress until she loses her temper with him.

‘No, no, that won’t do at all!’ she shouts at him. ‘Left leg behind your right, hold your skirts out to the sides and bend your knees….deeper….deeper slut and keep those eyes on the floor! There now, you see how easy it is. We’re going to work on that tomorrow too. I’ll soon have you bobbing perfect little submissive curtsies at every turn, you’ll see. Now, bedtime I think. And I’ve changed my mind, I don’t want you sleeping in my room until you learn to curtsy properly, so off you go to your own room, chop, chop!’



Working at the restaurant becomes so much harder after that. Not only does he KNOW his wife is out fucking men while he is there, she is fucking the owner of the restaurant.

A week later Mr Williams comes to the restaurant and gives a tour of the kitchen to his dinner guest – my wife. Ms. Benoit escorts them around and they stop for a long time near the dish washing station. He can’t help but notice how powerful Mr Williams looks, how much control he has over both of the beautiful women with him. Both Victoria and Ms Benoit are incredibly beautiful, Ms Benoit in her powerful business outfit Victoria in her sexy but elegant evening dress. Mr Williams occasionally displays his claim over Chrissy’s wife by placing his large hand against the small of her back.

Chrissy is very self-conscious in his stained uniform, plastic smock and paper hat. He really wants to leave. As always he is sweating profusely from the heat and steam coming off the dishwasher while he picks through the half eaten food on the dirty plates, removing bones, napkins and silverware before scraping the garbage into the disposal unit. He is being overwhelmed with raging jealousy and abject humiliation and can feel himself shaking as the mix of emotions takes over, his mind racing trying to come to terms with what he is experiencing. What should he do? How can he take control of the situation? Is he going to cry? It takes everything he has to go on with his job, picking through the garbage and stacking the dishes in the tray while his wife is watching him. It seems like they are there for hours but in reality they are only there for about five minutes before his wife and her boyfriend leave to enjoy the rest of their evening.

Abdul the Arab busboy comes over and starts talking about the boss’s ‘slut’, lewdly gyrating his hips describing how he’d love to ram his cock in her mouth and bust her ass. Chrissy doesn’t say a word as he seethes with a mixture of rage and humiliation. First he had to watch his wife on a date with his boss and now some lowly fucking illegal immigrant is calling his wife a slut and describing how he wants to fuck her.

Later that night his wife comes home and just has to tell him how hot it was, how seeing him suffering like that for her made her so wet she swore she was dripping on the floor. She can’t resist telling him how she couldn’t stop herself from clawing at Mr Williams on the way home. She just has to tell her poor husband it made her so fucking hot she ripped the clothes off her lover as soon as the door closed and they fucked in the entry way.

Chrissy’s wife asks him about his side of the story. When he tells her everything, how humiliated he was, how jealous, how totally emasculated he felt, she just smiles. When he tells her about the vulgar remarks Abdul made he is shocked that, far from being angry, she seems pleased. She asks him to gyrate his hips the way Abdul did while she laughs.

‘Did you protect my honour then my knight in shining armour?’ she asks him.

‘No ma’am,’ he answers, ‘I was too humiliated.

‘Well then, maybe someday Abdul will get a chance to bust my ass if my gallant knight isn’t going to protect my honour,’ his wife says with a twinkle in her eye and a sexy little wink.



A few weeks later it is Chrissy’s birthday. He is like a child at Christmas whenever it gets close to his birthday, although unlike a kid on Christmas Day, he knows exactly what he is getting. After he gets home from work and has changed, prepared dinner and cleaned up afterwards he is allowed to worship his wife’s shoes and feet. When she feels he’s given the proper homage to her she leads him to his room and removes his dress. Then she grabs the remote from his dresser and he watches her well-manicured fingers turn the dial from four to eight. A seductive kiss, then the sensory deprivation hood is placed over his head and locked. The hood has no holes for his eyes, just two very small ones over his nostrils to allow him to breathe. The attached gag is inflated with a couple of squeezes of the pump then a gentle push is all it takes for him to take his place on the small single bed.

It is the work of just a few moments for her to have his wrists and ankles secured to the leather straps at each corner of the bed frame.  After she dons a pair of latex gloves the chastity belt is removed and a warm soapy washrag is used to make him presentable. He can feel the cold electrodes against his tender balls as the little collar is checked for security. His already laboured breathing becomes easier for a moment when the gag is deflated and removed but his relief does not last long as his wife mounts his chest and shuffles forward to cover his mouth with her naked crotch. The tiny holes over his nostrils are buried in the folds of her hot pussy and he gasps for air as his tongue does what it is trained to do; work her pussy into a slow and powerful orgasm.

After his wife becomes thoroughly wet she refits his gag and inflates it then moves herself down to his waist and slowly mounts him. The sensations are so intense he almost blacks out as her soft velvet vagina wraps around her little dicklet driving him almost to insanity. Her hips push down for a couple of seconds and he tries desperately to push further into her. Fuck, he never ever wants this to end!

He desperately wants this feeling to last for hours and to finally culminate with him exploding deep inside the woman he so desperately loves. Distant memories emerge of her body wracked with convulsions as he deposits his seed deep inside her. Please, please, please let this last forever!

Her hips gyrate very slightly and he has to try desperately not to cum. She slowly pulls herself up to begin her first thrust and he screams around the rubber balloon which fills his mouth, ‘PLEASE!’ She quickly dismounts from him laughing hysterically as she watches her little dicklet twitching futilely in the air, making sure no cum escapes from it.

Chrissy struggles desperately against the wave of pleasure building deep within him. Fighting against millions of years of evolution he tries to force his body to relax. ‘Please, no, no, no no no!’ he is thinking as he begs his body to stop from doing what it was designed to do, what it has yearned to do and been denied for so long. His whole body feels like one massive spring wound right to the point of snapping. His only feeble defence is to relax so the spring doesn’t pop. If a fly landed on his little clitty right now he would fucking explode!

A different kind of relief to what his body desperately craves washes over him as he realises his balls are not being fried.

‘Damn stud, you lasted ten whole seconds this year!’ his wife says mockingly.

Something frozen is thrown on her little dicklet and his wife resumes her position on his face, removing the gag so that he can sexually satisfy her; there is no way she is going to be left sexually frustrated.

Once she is satisfied and her little dicklet is safely locked away, Chrissy’s wife frees him from the restraints and removes the rubber hood. She lies down next to him on his tiny bed and places her stockinged thigh over his waist. The feeling of her silky thighs and nylon stocking top on his exposed skin is heaven; he really wishes he could feel her warm silky thighs on her little dicklet but alas he feels nothing through the stainless steel of the chastity belt. She rubs his hairless chest as they drift into pillow talk.

‘I love the life you’ve given me Chrissy. I’m the luckiest woman in the world. I’ve got a loving husband who will do anything I tell him to and macho studs to satisfy me sexually.’

The conversation drifts as pillow talk normally does. Loving and intimate, it is one of the rare times he is allowed to touch and kiss her. Although he is still incredibly aroused he is also strangely satisfied. Waves of desire occasionally flood his being as he struggles to keep himself calm so that this does not end abruptly and painfully.

‘I think you deserve some sexy new lingerie, what do you think dear?’

‘May I please stop wearing women’s clothes ma’am? I feel ridiculous wearing this stuff.’

‘And so you should, you look ridiculous; that’s why you’ll continue to dress like a little sissy – so you’ll feel ridiculous. After you’ve worked months’ notice at your old job and you don’t need to go out you’ll be dressing as a sissy full time, except when you’re at the restaurant. Won’t that be wonderful? We can throw out all those nasty male things and buy you lots of sexy slutty little outfits more befitting your status as my sissy maid,’ she teases him. ‘We have to keep you in your place don’t we dear?’

‘But…’ he tries before being shushed by his wife as she taps playfully at his chastity cage while nibbling his ear.

‘Last Friday night,’ she whispers, ‘I was dancing with a hot young soccer player from Brazil when I thought of you washing dishes, your pretty girly things hidden under your uniform. Then I thought about you in your little maid’s outfit scurrying around the house doing your menial chores. Oh wow, did I fucking cream my panties! I just had to buy Sergio a drink with your hard earned money after that. Does that turn you on?’

‘I’m always turned on ma’am,’ he replies truthfully making her laugh.

‘Please ma’am, I’m not asking for a cummie, but can I ask how come I get so few cummies now. I mean I’ve been doing everything I can to try and please you ma’am.’

‘Well, I suppose I can tell you, there’s nothing you can do about it anyway,’ she smiles, propping herself up on her elbow and looking down at him with those gorgeous come to bed eyes. ‘A long time ago I found out you were much more compliant when you’re horny. At first I tried to set a schedule for your releases but I think I was way too soft on you, so now I leave your fate to a role of the dice. The rules are very complicated dear; you don’t need to worry your pretty little head over them. Just know that it should average out to six tease sessions and one cummies every two months if you’re a very good little girl. Remember, the dice give sparingly, but this mistress takes away for the smallest fault.’

‘But ma’am, with all due respect, I haven’t had a cummies in over four months and I’ve been very good….a good little girl,’ he pleads, the last part of his sentence twisting his submissive consciousness and making him squirm with self-imposed humiliation.

‘Silly girl,’ his wife laughs, ‘that was when I rolled the dice seven days a week. I can’t very well roll them on the days you’re working at the restaurant, you wouldn’t have enough time to finish your chores….or when I have a date,’ she grins wickedly.

‘Oh think about that for a second my little cuckold,’ she says seductively as she traces her beautifully manicured nails over his inner thighs making him shudder and groan with restrained lust. ‘When you’re out slaving away making money for my dates, or when I’m out with some handsome stud during the week, you lose your chance for cummies.’

‘When you’re home all alone slaving away doing housework,’ she continues, tapping the metal front of his chastity belt, ‘some lucky guy is getting his rocks off fucking your wife and you pay for that with your chance for a cummies. Let that ferment in your submissive psych; when I come home and have you finish me off with your tongue because some selfish macho stud busted a nut and left me wanting, he also used up your chance for a ruined orgasm.’

Her mouth moves next to his ear, her warm breath sending shivers throughout his body as she whispers, ‘When some hot guy has had his dick buried deep in my hot wet pussy, or my hot wet mouth, or even my sexy little ass, for as long as he wants and as often as he wants, you pay for that by giving up your chance to have your pathetic little dribble.’

Waves of emotion wash over him; anger, humiliation, jealousy, submission and arousal; oh such arousal! She allows his emotions to ferment. He is only allowed to feel the exquisite sensation of his wife’s pussy for a few precious seconds once a year, while strange men get to fuck her for as long as they like….and when they do he loses the small chance the dice allow him for the ruined hand job he so desperately needs and yearns for every waking second. Anger builds to rage as he wonders how he could have let this happen, abject humiliation quickly replaces the rage as he glances at his own feet still clad in sissy pink stiletto pumps.

She allows him to let everything sink in for a minute and for him to drop down another notch on his journey of surrender to her before she smiles and announces, ‘I think it’s time for the second half of your birthday party, what do you think birthday bitch?’

‘Yes ma’am,’ he grudgingly replies.

‘Well then, run on down to the basement and prepare yourself,’ she says, waving him away. ‘Oh and pour me a glass of chilled Chardonnay and set it on the table down there; it is a day of celebration after all isn’t it?’

Chrissy’s wife does not have the problem most wives have in trying to decide what to get their husbands as a birthday present. Every year she gives him what he desires more than anything in the world. He looks forward to it all year and remembers the last gift fondly for the rest of the year. The best part for her is that it doesn’t cost a penny and it only takes her about ten seconds. Then, instead of a card, she gives him a birthday caning!



The evening text messages are getting ever so much crueller. All the variations of ‘I won’t be home tonight’ not only fill him with overwhelming dejection at the realisation that his wife, whom he loves and cherishes with all his heart, is out with another man, but now she’s added new dimensions to the hate and jealousy. Now not only is he extremely jealous that his wife is out enjoying herself with another man while he is left toiling with housework, but he also has to deal with the indignity and unfairness that the man in question’s evening is being paid for with not only his hard work washing dishes, but also with his chance for a desperately needed ruined hand job.

While his wife is enjoying drinks at a classy bar with her date, he is going through his daily ritual of replacing his wedding ring with hers. While his sexy beautiful spouse is out with some macho stud, he is home changing into a ridiculous maid’s outfit. While his stunning mistress is getting fucked he is hanging up the sexy clothes she decided not to wear and just tossed on the floor, cleaning up the mess she’s made in her bathroom preparing herself for her lover, or changing the sheets on the bed they made love on before he got home.



He thinks back to last week when he was told to kiss her shoes after dinner. He became so incredibly excited as the Pavlovian responses kicked in. Shortly after she had him sit on his bed and pulled on the latex deprivation hood, locking it in place and eliminating any chance of him seeing what used to be his manhood. He was pushed back and securely locked to the steel frame of his bed. The sound of the lock springing open, cool air on her exposed little dicklet, warm soapy water, the ever present shock collar still locked around to his balls – fuck he can’t stand it!

Soft oily fingers inside latex gloves wrapped around her little dicklet, slowly gently stroking. Fuck he needed to cum! Please!

Suddenly she stopped, removing her hand and he was left wondering would she start again, would she let him cum or ass she done with him?

After a short pause her soft hand returned to slowly, gently stroke. When he tried to beg through his gag the fingers quickly let go.

When they finally returned the feeling was even more intense and in moments he could feel himself beginning to cum. ‘Please!’ he tried to cry. Her teasing hand stopped stroking to caress his inner thighs turning his whole body into one giant erogenous zone.

Fuck he couldn’t take it anymore!’ Please stop!’ he tried to scream.’ Please don’t stop!’ he begged around the damned inflatable gag. The desperation was all consuming, overwhelming, impossible to bear when her tiny fingers returned yet again to her little dicklet, slowly, ever so slowly, hardly touching at all….Fuck he couldn’t….it was too much….fuck! ‘PLEASE!’ he screamed again and again.

The torment went on for over two hours but ended without cummies. Chrissy was left crying, twisting in his bonds, sobbing as his hips buck, desperately trying to fuck thin air. He was completely out of control, sweating, heaving, crying through his gag, but the thick leather restraints held him helpless nonetheless until eventually he collapsed, just a pathetic sobbing mess.

After her little dicklet was safely locked away he was released and allowed to serve as his wife’s foot rest. She knew that, after an extended teasing session, he would be pretty much worthless for the rest of the night. A terrible case of ‘blue balls’ had him crying softly and clutching pointlessly at the unyielding metal of his chastity belt. After listening to him for a while with a cruel smile of satisfaction on her face, she sent him to clean the grout between the tiles on the kitchen floor.



He thinks to himself that he should man-up, go and change into a pair of jeans and a t-shirt and take control of his marriage. But then he realises that he no longer owns any jeans or t-shirts or, since resigning from his day job, male clothes of any kind, other than the dreadfully degrading dishwasher’s uniform. His wife has made it absolutely clear that they will never go back to a vanilla marriage and he will never be the man of the house.

Hearing a car in the driveway he minces to the door to greet his darling wife, praying that she walks in alone. He stands at attention staring at the floor for an eternity while his mind takes him for a ride thinking of the endless possibilities for his near future. He panics when he hears the engine shut off.

Finally the door opens and she walks in alone. He is so relieved he almost starts crying as he begins to curtsy repeatedly before her, but she grabs his collar and pulls him toward her. She places her hands around his waist, made shapely by the tight girdle he must wear as part of his uniform. She tells him to place his hands around the back of her neck and he is quickly overwhelmed with love, lust and desire as she stares into his eyes. He can smell another man on her.

Her head moves slowly towards his and he closes his eyes as her sexy lips softly touch his. Soft gentle seductive kisses make his head swim. Her silky tongue makes its way past his red painted lips and the taste of cum begins to fill his mouth. After her tongue has invaded his mouth he is left with nothing but a mouth full of cum, filling his soul with a mixture of emotions; jealousy, humiliation and desperate desire.

Slowly and seductively she pulls away and stares into his soul for what seems like forever, the wicked smile on her face serving only to make her more beautiful in his eyes. He thinks back to the time when she told him in no uncertain terms that she would never give him a blow-job, how disgusted she was by the idea and how women who did that sort of thing were nothing but sluts. He is left with the reality that his wife just gave a blow-job to some guy in their fucking driveway!

He is breathless as he stares back at the most beautiful woman he has ever seen. Her lips are stained with his bright red lipstick and he thinks back to when she told him he was not a man but not a woman either; merely a thing.

‘Do you think it’s appropriate for a maid, a servant, to look her mistress in the face Chrissy?’ she asks him, using the feminised form of his real name that she insisted he now answer to.

‘No ma’am, I’m sorry,’ my mumbles as he drops his gaze to her feet.

‘Greet me properly bitch,’ she yells, startling him into movement. After a deep and respectful curtsy, he drops to his knees and passionately but gently places his lips on the leather of her sexy boots. After a few seconds she walks away leaving him feeling pathetic and abandoned.

‘Go to your room,’ she orders as she disappears into the lounge.

He knows that when he is sent to his room before bedtime he is not allowed to sit or lie on the bed, but must remain standing to attention at the side of it, refraining from slouching of fiddling. He doubts she is wasting her time watching him on the monitor, but the thought that she could be is enough to control him.

She has many places to ‘put him away’. Just a snap of her fingers or a wave of her hand is enough to put him in the corner, hands on his head and often with a pair of her soiled panties pressed against the wall with his nose. Then there is the dog cage in the basement and the closet under the stairs with the mops and brooms.

Worst of all is the large drawer in the garage. Its worst because for that ordeal he is stripped naked, zipped into a latex sleep-sac with attached sensory deprivation hood and secured with leather straps to the bottom of a large wooden drawer which is then slid back into place and locked. The feeling of panic is unbearable as his senses have nothing to focus on but the darkness; the quiet and the overpowering smell and taste of latex. As he struggles to breathe through the tiny nose holes in his mask he tries to force himself to relax but it’s impossible and sooner rather than later he knows he will panic, writhing against his bonds, screaming and begging around his gag to be let out. She knows how much he hates this punishment and reserves it for more serious offences, delighting in his begging and pleading for mercy when she tells him, ‘Go to your drawer, now!’

As he stands quietly in his room he can’t help his mind wandering. He thinks about how he can feel the testosterone leaving his body when he slides on a pair of silk panties. How effeminate he feels as the G-string slides between the smooth cheeks of his ass. He can almost feel the oestrogen flooding his body when he slides a pair of silk stockings up his smoothly shaved legs. Then, his emasculation is completed as he buckles the thin ankle straps of his stiletto shoes around his nylon encased ankles. It is impossible not to feel like a woman when he raises his arms to allow the satin maid’s outfit to slide down his shaved chest.

He thinks about how he looks when he checks his appearance in the full length mirror in his room before leaving to begin his housework. How the tight corset gives him such a girly figure, the long hair and makeup completing his transformation. He can’t help but feel submissive when he is dressed like that, so submissive that the desire to be violated is almost unbearable. He feels so hot and sexy when his wife decides to amuse herself by bending him over whatever piece of furniture is near. The short skirt of his uniform provides no protection from her eyes, her hands or her strap-on cock. It is easy for his wife to either slide his panties to the side or forcefully pull them down. He thinks about how embarrassed he feels moaning uncontrollably like a whore as she penetrates him. He thinks about how completely emasculated he feels as she roughly slams her cock into his ass; her hands pulling his hips into her, driving her cock deeper into his tender ass. He feels so helpless as she reaches up and grabs a fist full of hair and twists his head. His moans are timed to the sound of her pelvis slapping against his ass. His legs shake as he tries to maintain some sort of balance on his precarious heels.

A sudden emptiness and a very hard slap on his ass signify she is done with him. He wants nothing more than to curl up and rest for a moment, to try to deal with the emotional turmoil of being treated with such contempt by the woman he loves but strong hands pull him back by his hair and he has no choice but to struggle to follow as he is guided to his knees, her hard rubber phallus inches from his face. Then, grabbing both sides of his face she pulls him toward her and he knows he must open his mouth to clean her cock like a good little slut. He knows too that he will do anything to have her treat him like that again.

As his mind returns to the present he can’t believe how desperate he is to have her take him now, to slam him over his dressing table and violate him. Fuck, he wants to be with her so bad! Being locked away unable to see her, to smell her perfume, to admire her cruel beauty, is simply too much to bear! But bear it he must until, sometime later, she opens his bedroom door and tells him to get on with his work. He has no idea why she felt the need to put him away but he would never dare ask. What he does know is that he is now behind with his cleaning and will need to work extra hard to catch up and avoid her disappointment, not to mention her cane.



The months pass and his wife embraces her inner slut. He has no idea how many men she’s slept with or how many men she’s sucked off. Anywhere between one and four days a week he simply receives a text message that says ‘N’, meaning she will not be home for dinner….it also means no chance for cummies. N though is a lot better than ‘A’ or ‘B’ or ‘C’, orders that will affect his life reduced to a single letter. ‘A’ means he is to immediately go to his room, close the door and stand to attention until further notice. Eventually he will hear the front door open and his wife and her lover will walk past, their voices and footsteps fading as they go into the lounge or her bedroom. Emotions rip through him as he stands immobile in his slutty maid’s outfit listening to the distant moans and screams from his unfaithful wife, while his calves and feet burn from standing in his stiletto shoes.

‘B’ and ‘C’ both mean he is to lock a thick leather collar around his neck and go the walk-in closet in his wife’s bedroom. ‘B’ means he must lock the collar to a metal ring bolted to the floor. ‘C’ means he must lock his collar to a similar ring bolted to the wall. The wall ring is typically used for quickies since it is set up so that he has to wear five inch heels in order to lock himself to it. On this occasion though he has to suffer for a couple of hours listening to his wife get fucked repeatedly. When her bull finally leaves and after she has rested for a while, she finally opens the closet to releases him and he can’t help falling to the floor.

‘Mmmm, I know just how you feel bitch, I’m a bit weak in the knees myself,’ she says dreamily.

‘Get yourself up to my bedroom, take off your shoes and your uniform then you can crawl into bed with me. I need to be held.’

She just sad ‘…I need…’ Does she even know what real need feels like? Desperate fucking longing, consuming your very being…everything you are is desperate longing…desperate desire…you can think of nothing else…it is what you are…it is all you are…days…months…years…desperate desperate need! Every thought, every wish, every prayer…for days…for months…for years!

He lies in her warm bed where he is allowed to wrap his arms around his naked wife and hold her tight, fulfilling her needs. Her body is sticky from sweat and still flushed from her fucking. Her boyfriend’s musky smell is mixed with hers. He feels disgusted as he lies in their cold wet cum. The noises from the last couple of hours fill his mind and mix with the sound of his wife’s breathing. The sound of their bodies slapping together, her moaning and screaming, the sound of the man’s animal grunts, his deep booming voice….and now her soft breathing as she relaxes against his chest. He wonders to himself what kind of man struggles to remain silent in his wife’s closet, feet and calves screaming in pain from standing in a pair of fuck-me pumps, while his wife gets fucked by another man. Still his arms hold her tight and he wonders if she can feel how much he loves her through them.

She runs one of her legs over his and he becomes very self-conscious of his own smooth legs and silky nylons. He wonders how different they feel to her from the strong hairy legs that were between hers minutes ago.

‘Your legs feel sexy, so silky and smooth, so feminine,’ she purrs as she rubs her thighs against his.

He struggles to maintain control of himself as his emotions go once more into overdrive. He wants to cry, he wants to paw at his wife…grab at her breasts, her thighs, her ass, like a strange man was doing moments ago….but he’s not allowed. He wants to scream at her for fucking other men, when he hasn’t been allowed to fuck her for years. The warmth of her naked body next to his inflames his ever-present desire for her. The steel tube easily prevents her little dicklet from getting hard, but does nothing to quell his desperate desire. The pain from the pressure mixes with his passion for her. His body feels like it is going to fucking explode from the desire and pain, pain and desire….yet he just lays there quietly holding his wife while she basks in the satisfying afterglow of her adultery.

Eventually sleepiness begins to take over from all the emotion; the suffering in the closet, the long demeaning day of washing dishes. Her bed is so comfortable and he is so tired, physically and mentally. Just as he begins to drift off to sleep she startles him awake, ‘Don’t get too comfortable there stud, get your uniform back on and your sexy shoes, then go and finish your housework. You can run me a nice bath first and bring me a glass of wine. Quickly now, unless you’d like me to lock your collar to the ring on the wall of my closet again and leave you there for the night.’



It had been a long day of housework and Chrissy was missing his wife terribly. Would she be home tonight? If she was what mood would she be in? He is so starved of her affection these days, so desperate for her attention.

He goes into her bedroom to hang some freshly ironed clothes in her closet. He always loves the smell in there. It makes him feel close to her. Taking one of her leather jackets from its hanger he holds it to his face breathing in her scent mixed with the smell of expensive leather. Then putting the jacket away, he performs the same desperate ritual with her long black sheepskin coat. He has to put that back for fear of wetting the collar with the tears of sexual frustration and longing that are running down his face.

Kneeling he takes one of her long leather boots and places the opening over his nose and mouth, making an air-tight seal before breathing in deeply, feeling faint with desire for the owner of the soft leather boot, his beautiful wife, the woman of his dreams, the woman he will never be allowed to make love to ever again.

In sheer desperation he works his way along the rows of expensive sexy court shoes, kissing each one, outside then inside, debasing himself in sheer desperation and unfulfilled need.

Little does he know that his wife has placed tiny cameras in every room in the house, not just his bedroom. She is able to monitor his activities on her phone when away from the house or she can look at the recordings later at her convenience.

She arrives home from the gym determined to have fun breaking her husband of his disrespectful habits.

‘Drop your sissy panties and stand facing the wall,’ she orders him coldly once he has cleared away her dinner dishes and washed up. ‘Here, get your nose and mouth inside my sweaty gym shoe and hold it against the wall. Shuffle closer, I want your toes touching the skirting board. Put my gym socks on your hands then hold your hands out at your sides, palms flat against the wall.’

‘Do you really think I don’t know what a little pervert like you is likely to be getting up to when left alone?’ she asks, holding her phone in front of his face so that he can watch the video of himself kissing her shoes.

‘It’s a good thing I decided to fit those cameras isn’t it. Maids do not need privacy. What they need is discipline.’

‘Please ma’am,’ he begs, ‘I’m so sorry, it’s just that I miss you so much and…’

‘So it’s my fault you disrespect me by contaminating my clothes with your filthy mouth, because I don’t give you enough attention, is that it?’ Victoria demands.

‘No ma’am….I mean, yes, but….’

‘Shut up you dirty little slut! If it’s attention you want, it’s attention I’ll give you! You will remain in that position until you’ve been properly punished. If you lift a hand from the wall, move your feet or try to protect yourself in any way at all I will add ten strokes to your tally, is that clear?’

Woosh – Crack! She lays a hefty welt across his quivering backside with the second hand barbour’s razor strop she bought in anticipation of just such an occasion.

‘’Ahh, yes ma’am,’ Sissy cries, closing his eyes tightly and grimacing to try to bear the sudden pain.

‘You (Crack!) do not (Crack!) touch my clothes (Crack!) except (Crack!) to wash them (Crack!). And (Crack!) even then (Crack!) you handle my clothes (Crack!) with the proper (Crack!) respect (Crack!)’

Chrissy screams but fights so hard not to move, not to lift a hand from the wall to protect her burning rear but she just can’t help herself.

‘Oh dear, you must be really enjoying this if you want ten more young lady!’ Victoria laughs as she drops the razor strop to pull down her damp panties. ‘Here, put these in your mouth, I’m sick of your whining. Get your face back in my training shoe and don’t move again or else!’

Victoria picks up a thin bamboo cane and ‘zip!’ leaves an angry red line across the back of Chrissy’s thighs. ‘Zip!’ again, then again, as Chrissy squirms and cries helplessly, screaming for his wife’s forgiveness.

After ten strokes the back of his legs looks like a ploughed field and he can’t stop sobbing.

‘Oh don’t be such a baby!’ Victoria chides him. ‘If you can’t take a beating you shouldn’t have disrespected me should you? Are you sorry?’

‘Mmmm, maaammm.’

‘Pardon?’ ‘Zip!’

‘Ahhhh! Efff, maaaa’am!’

‘I should hope so. Now since you like my footwear so much you can stay there breathing through my training shoe for a while. Then, before you go to bed, I want my shoes cleaned, all of them, every pair, boots too, inside and out. I’ll let you know when you may begin.’



The river of time continues to flow and the men in her life come and go. Every date, every fuck, every day spent washing dishes is a missed roll of the dice. He’s lost track of how many times his wife has watched him clean lipstick marks form their wedding picture. He thinks of the thousands of days he’s spent without sexual satisfaction, never to be made up, lost to the past, gone forever. He thinks of how far he’s come in his debasement; every time he thinks he can’t be humiliated more than the last time, his mistress, his wife, proves him wrong. Every time he thinks he can’t possibly go any lower she drops him down a notch.

Even the increasingly rare hand jobs she always makes sure end in a ruined orgasm are made worse, more humiliating and less satisfying when she tells him to make a stomping stage for her. It is a square wooden platform big enough for her to stand on and just far enough from the ground to allow him to lie under it face up with her little dicklet poking through the small hole in the centre. The board is hinged at one side and bolts to the basement floor at the other. Once in position he cannot escape, turn over or move away. His hands are cuffed to either side of the platform and his ankles strapped together. No hood or gag is used because she likes to look down at his face as she tramples on her little dicklet, laughing as she plays a game, spitting down at him trying to hit his mouth. Fear of the damage she might do to him with the boots or shoes she’s wearing if he angers her, keeps his mouth open and his head still so as not to spoil her aim.

When she eventually tires of her game she sends text messages or talks on her phone while casually ignoring his painful excitement. The shame of cumming like this, his clitty semi limp, his passion dribbling feebly against her dirty soles, ignored or looked down on with shear contempt is heart-breaking. Unfortunately for him, his wife has assured him it is the only way she will ever touch her little dicklet now. Just another emasculating frustrating humiliation he has to come to terms with as her sissy maid.



He arrives home tired and exhausted after another day of washing dishes. He is sort of relieved that his wife texted him an ‘N’, at least he doesn’t now have to cook dinner for her. He goes immediately to his room and performs the ritual of changing rings. His heart sinks as he enters his room to see his wife has laid out a new pink silk dress for him to wear, a very feminine corset with attached garters, several petticoats, new white silk stockings and delicate lace gloves. Since her new life began she has had little time to micro-manage her maid’s life, there is simply a standing order that he wear one of his maid’s uniforms if nothing else is laid out on the bed for him.

He knows very well the beating he risks if his appearance is anything but perfect so after applying a lipstick that matches his new outfit, he exchanges rings, showers and then takes great pains to make sure the seams of his stockings are arrow straight, his sissy pink stilettoes polished to a gleam and his makeup heavy and slutty just as she likes it.

A note on his dressing table from her states simply, ‘Full makeup and restraints, lock everything bitch.’

He is shaking with fear as examines his appearance in the full length mirror. His ankles are hobbled by a silver chain allowing him the take only short mincing steps and another chain joins his wrists to his waist, allowing just enough movement for him to carry out his duties with some difficulty. He looks every bit the pathetic feminised wimp his wife tells him he is, but even now, his shame is not enough to stop her little dicklet making its futile attempts to be recognised.

About an hour later he receives another text message from his wife, ‘A’. Quickly putting away the vacuum cleaner, he minces to his room, closes the door and stands to attention beside his bed. Fear begins its well-travelled road through his mind. Why the new clothes? Why the full makeup? He is so thankful that of all his wife’s lovers, he has only met Mr Williams up until now. The feeling that this may be about to change has him shaking with worry.

‘Please, please don’t let her parade me out dressed like this to a neighbour, or to Mr Williams or anyone else, please!’ he thinks.

Nothing has even started yet but already he desperately wants it to end. The cuffs are locked on his ankles and wrists. Her little dicklet is locked in its cage. The ridiculously high sissy pink shoes are locked onto his aching feet. He is locked in his room. He has two options, stay here and take whatever is coming or climb out of the window and run down the street dressed as a pathetic cross dressing faggot. Not much of a choice.

The waiting is killing him! There is a standing order that his keys are to go on a peg by the door and all the doors are locked when he is home. When he is sent to his room his phone must be placed face down on the dressing table and his bedroom door can only be opened from the outside.

He waits, not knowing for what or for how long. Will he have to suck some guy off as his wife has been teasing him lately? Or is he going to be forced to get fucked by a guy, some stranger he’s never met or, worse still, by someone he knows? Why else would she have him dressed like this?

The possibilities are endless as his mind races out of control. He finds himself pleading to an empty room, praying to his Goddess, ‘Please Ma’am, please don’t do this. I beg you, please, please, PLEASE don’t do this!’

Finally he hears the garage door open. There are no voices as their footsteps go past his door and trail off to her bedroom, but he can tell there are two people. He is shaking so much he is struggling to balance on his five inch heels and tears are pricking his eyes. He just really needs his wife to come in, take him in her arms, kiss him gently and tell him everything is alright, that it was just another mind-fuck.

He jumps when, a short time later, the door to his room opens and his wife walks back to her room without saying a word. He struggles to maintain his balance on his precarious heels and he feels so exposed as he enters the hallway. Terror rips through him as he thinks about how big Mr Williams is, how helpless he would be if that man decided to shove his cock in his mouth, or rape him….his cock must be huge! He is still just standing there wondering what is required of him when the pain rips through her little dicklet once more.

The electrodes are a permanent fixture of his chastity cage now and he loses control as he begs, ‘No…No…No! Please No!’ to an empty hallway. He is paralyzed; he can’t move. His wife knows him better than he knows himself. She knows his body is shutting down from fear and sends a second but stronger shock to her captive little dicklet for motivation. After the current stops tearing through his tender flesh he jumps up and minces to her room as quickly as his heels and hobble chain will allow him to.

Pausing at the door he can hear moans timed to the rocking of the bed. He reaches up to grab the door handle but can’t bring himself to turn the knob until another shock overcomes his paralysis and, mouth dry, heart racing and legs shaking, he enters the room.

Overwhelmed by what he sees before him he just stands in the doorway like an impotent idiot. They stop what they are doing and the man looks at him laughing. Victoria is bent over the foot of the bed while her partner’s hands are wrapped around her waist, pulling her back onto him.

‘Get over here and kneel,’ his wife orders breathlessly, pointing to the side of the bed with the remote for his shocker.

He doesn’t know how he manages it but he quickly takes his place by the side of the bed, lowering his head in shame as soon as the man resumes grinding into his wife.

‘Eyes up bitch!’ his wife orders, followed by a quick jolt to her little dicklet.

He has no choice but to take in what is going on right in front of him. The bastard is grinding his hips in the same vulgar fashion he did so long ago, except this time he isn’t fucking some imaginary puta, he is fucking Chrissy’s wife; his dick deep inside her unfaithful cunt. It’s Abdul, the fucking busboy from the restaurant and he is busting that bitch’s ass just like he said he would!

It doesn’t take either of them long to forget Chrissy is there. Abdul reaches up and grabs Victoria’s hair, pulling her head back while his hips continue their pounding. Poor Chrissy can’t believe how helpless his wife looks as the brute’s muscled hairy arms control her, the sound of their slapping bodies filling the room. His wife’s moans become ever more primal as her head is violently pulled back making her eyes go wide and her lips curl, jaws clamped tight and spit flying from her mouth.

He is disgusted by Abdul’s vulgarity as he calls Victoria a bitch and a slut. The desire to rip the bastard off his wife and beat the shit out of him quickly wells within Chrissy, but is just as quickly replaced by humiliation as he feels the silk stockings with his delicately gloved fingers and the wrist cuffs remind him of his own vulnerability.

Abdul responds to Victoria’s screams by pulling her hair even harder and pounding her faster still. He begins slapping her ass, leaving vivid red imprints of his palms on her beautiful buttocks and she cries her encouragement. Chrissy has never seen his wife like this. Then he suddenly realises that he’s never given her an orgasm. Her face barely looks human as spit pours out uncontrollably from between her clenched teeth. Her golden thighs are slick from her own sweat and juices as Abdul lets go of her hair and slows down his relentless pounding.

‘Has your husband ever made you scream like that Vicky?’ he asks, slowly grinding his hips.

She never lets anyone call her Vicky, not even her husband and yet she raises no objection to this vulgar pig doing as he pleases. ‘You must be joking darling,’ she laughs. ‘Does he look like he knows how to fuck a woman?’

‘No he doesn’t,’ Abdul smiles. ‘Maybe I should give him a lesson in how to please a woman.’ He pulls out, grabs her legs and spins her around on the bed, flipping her over like a rag doll. Chrissy can’t believe the brute hasn’t cum yet as he watches him manhandling his wife’s breasts….squeezing them so hard she lets out a yelp. That only encourages him and he slaps her thighs before grabbing her ankles, spreading them and placing them on his shoulders rendering her helplessly vulnerable to his vulgar attentions. As he sinks his raging dripping cock once more between the delicate welcoming folds of her pussy, Chrissy is mesmerised by the key to his chastity cage as it dangles from a gold chain around his wife’s ankle.  Her toes curl and she wraps her arms around her lover as he sinks down onto her, fucking her as she kisses his lips, his cheeks, his nose, begging him to take her, to own her.

Chrissy really does not want to be there. This is the most humiliating experience of his life. His wife is being fucked by a busboy while he just sits there like a cuckolded wimp. He is kneeling there dressed like a sissy slut, watching his darling wife, the love of his life; make love to a fucking dish washer! He drops his eyes to the carpet in shame as he remembers that he is nothing more than a dishwasher himself and a sissy cross dressing one at that!

‘You had better be watching this you fucking wimp!’ his wife states between gasps, as she fumbles to press the remote, sending yet another sharp reminder of her authority and his helplessness to her little dicklet.

After a while Abdul lets her ankles down and her legs quickly wrap around his waist. After an eternity, deep primal grunts begin to emanate from his throat. His hips buck uncontrollably as her legs try desperately to pull him deeper screaming, ‘Yes…Yes…Oh Fuck YESSSSSS!’ as a second orgasm racks her body and her eyes roll back in her head.

He collapses in a sweaty heap on top of her, his dick still inside her. Her legs finally release their iron grip on his hips and drop to the sides. Their sweaty bodies expand and contract as they both ty to catch their breath. She strokes his hair and kisses his face gently as the aftershocks of their impassioned lovemaking ripple through them.

When they finally regain their composure Chrissy’s wife speaks up, ‘When Abdul…Mr Farooq to you, pulls out you will immediately get in there with your tongue and clean up his mess.’

‘Yes Miss Harrison,’ he replies.

Mr Farooq pulls out and sits next to Chrissy’s wife, grabbing one of her bruised breasts and watching, with an amused grin as Chrissy quickly crawls over to begin licking the thick white spunk from his wife’s pussy. His face and hair quickly become soaked in their juices. After she is satisfied that she has been thoroughly cleaned she sends her maid off to fetch some ice-tea for herself and her bull. As he is ordered away he feels pathetically grateful that he was not ordered to clean or otherwise have contact with Mr Farooq.

When he returns with their ice-teas they have taken their places under the covers with Victoria cuddling up to her new lover. He curtsies in the doorway and then minces over to place Mr Farooq’s tea on the nightstand that used to be his. He can’t help noticing his wife is caressing Mr Farooq’s cock under the covers. Seething with jealousy at her actions and with humiliation that she would flaunt her wonton infidelity in front of him, Chrissy moves around the bed to place the other tea on his wife’s nightstand. Curtsying again, he then takes a step back, standing to attention with his eyes cast downward. After being ignored for several minutes he hears the snap of fingers and looks up to see her pointing to the corner of the room where he quickly takes his place.

He stands in the corner facing the wall, listening to them talking and laughing. He wonders if they are laughing at him and can’t believe how out of place he feels in his own home.

His mind is racing wondering what they are doing….literally behind his back, replaying graphic images of what he was just forced to witness – burning them into memory. He feels utterly humiliated standing there in his stupid outfit facing the wall like a naughty child. The balls of his feet are quickly becoming painful and his calves are beginning to burn. He struggles desperately to comply with the very strict no fidgeting order. An image of Mr Farooq’s ass flashes into his mind’s eye, his wife’s legs wrapped around his waist.

Suddenly his wife speaks to him, ‘Are you still hungry after your liquid snack slut?’ They both laugh then he hears them getting out of bed. His wife attaches a collar and leash to his neck and she and Mr Farooq walk together in front of him dressed only in bathrobes. In the kitchen she takes a box from the fridge and retrieves the dog bowl she has started insisting he eat from.

Pouring the leftovers from their meal into the dog bowl, she looks her maid in the eye, ‘You are a very lucky maid to have such a thoughtful mistress don’t you think? Now get on your knees and show me how grateful you are.’

He can’t help noticing the smirk on Mr Farooq’s face from the corner of his eye as he obeys his wife, thanking her for her kindness as she laughs and spits repeatedly into the bowl before placing it on the floor in front of him.

‘Eat up bitch,’ Victoria says, placing her foot on the back of his neck as he bends to his task. No hands are allowed when feeding from his bowl but the chains fixing his wrists to his waist would make such a small concession impossible anyway. He fights back tears of humiliation as his wife and her lover laugh at his situation, mocking him as he forces himself to eat.

After he has finally forced the disgusting mix down his throat and dreading what they might force him to do next, he seeks to placate them by looking up at them and meekly offering his thanks.

‘Thank you so much Miss Harrison and Mr Farooq for the wonderful meal.’

‘Well I’m glad you enjoyed it sweety,’ she answers. ‘Now kiss my foot to show me how grateful you are.’

Mr Farooq laughs as Chrissy lowers his face to plant gentle respectful kisses on his wife’s tiny perfect toes, the toes that, minutes earlier, had transfixed him as he watched them curl in ecstasy.  Mr Farooq whispers something in her ear and she responds with a throaty, ‘mmmmmm,’ before pulling away her foot and following him into the lounge.

‘Follow us,’ she barks at him, ‘and keep your eyes up bitch.’

On his knees in the lounge he watches as his wife dances seductively in front of Mr Farooq as he sits in what used to be Chrissy’s man chair. She grabs his hand and pulls him up, grinding her hips against his as he stands before her, a huge grin on his face. Terror floods Chrissy’s mind as the sexy couple dance toward him, invading his space, his wife’s thighs brushing against him while Mr Farooq’s groin is inches from his face.

He watches mesmerised as his wife seductively unties the belt to Mr Farooq’s robe. Fear like he’s never felt before fills Chrissy’s stomach with ice. ‘She’s going to make me suck him!’

But then, dropping to her knees in front of her lover, Victoria smiles up at him before opening her mouth wide and taking his already half erect cock into the welcoming warmth of her beautiful mouth. Ever so slowly she begins to bob her head, her hands resting against the front of his hairy muscled thighs.

Chrissy is forced to recall a conversation they had early in their relationship when she told him in no uncertain terms that she would never go down on him. Women who did that, she said, were nothing but sluts and whores.

Chrissy is thankful beyond words that his fear has not been realised, but at the same time feels wretched and humiliated by his wife’s actions. Her face is inches from his as she enthusiastically gives a lowly dishwasher, an immigrant worker, a man he finds repulsive in every way, a gift she has never given to him in all their years together. A wave of emotion washes over him as he realises that he will probably go to his grave never having known the feeling that Mr Farooq is enjoying right then.

The sounds coming from Mr Farooq leave no doubt as to his enjoyment as his strong hands guide her head, dictating the rhythm as she works her succulent lips up and down the thick veined length of his cock.

The tempo is beginning to increase and his moans are becoming louder when suddenly Victoria takes his hands in hers, gently removing them from her head and pulls her mouth off his rock hard cock. Then, while she strokes him gently with one hand and cups his huge balls in the other, she looks up at him and smiles, ‘No you don’t lover. You’re going to pound me to another couple of orgasms tonight.’

She turns to Chrissy, grabs his chin and gently directs his eyes to hers, ‘Poor baby, I don’t know which is worse – knowing what you’re missing or knowing you’ll never have what so many men have felt from these succulent lips.’

Her tongue slowly and seductively makes its way from his chin to his nose, twirling across his skin leaving a trail of her spit on his face. She turns and performs the same motions from Mr Farooq’s balls to the tip of his angry pulsing cock. He lets out a deep manly groan as her tongue twirls around the tip. She then pulls his robe closed and ties his belt before wrapping her arms around his legs and hugging him to her as he possessively pats the top of her head and grins at me. Chrissy can only imagine the sensations Mr Farooq had just enjoyed, not to mention the feelings of superiority he is now flaunting.

Everything seems so surreal, time so painfully slow. His mind and emotions both on overload, he wants so much for this night to end, for it never to have happened. It is getting late and at least he can find comfort in the fact that she will soon send him to his room. The starkness of his room will be a welcome relief from this emotional nightmare. His pain and humiliation sink to new depths as he watches his wife and her lover dance and grind in front of him. Mr Farooq is lifting her robe to grab at her gorgeous ass while she wraps her arms around his neck and laughs.

Chrissy is coldly dismissed and spends the next hour doing housework while his unfaithful wife and her bull talk, laugh and make out on the couch.

When it is finally bed time his wife beckons him, ‘You have half an hour to powder your nose. When you’re finished stand in front of your bed. You will not be able to use the bathroom afterwards so use your time wisely,’ his wife states from her position on the couch where she casually strokes her lover’s cock under his robe.

‘Yes Miss Harrison,’ he replies with a curtsy.

Although his nightmare is about to end, a stupid new worry quickly replaces his relief: how will he get all the makeup off before he goes back to the restaurant in the morning?

Still, the solitude of his room is what he needs. He drinks a glass of water and prepares for a night locked in his room. ‘Powder your nose’ also means he must touch up his makeup and tidy his uniform, neither of which is easy with his wrists still tied to his waist by short chains. After he’s completed everything he needs to, including swilling his mouth with water to get rid of the foul lingering taste of Mr Farooq’s cum, he stands at attention in front of his bed. He wonders if his wife has forgotten about him. Does he even exist in the recesses of her mind when she is with another man?

Finally he hears the footsteps he is longing for. He hopes she will unlock the cuffs on his wrists and ankles and the locks on his ridiculous high heels. Maybe she will offer him a gentle kiss and a hug before putting him to bed. He knows he won’t be able to hold back his tears if she does.

She walks in slowly and seductively while he just stands there afraid to look up. He wonders if he should thank her for finally putting an end to his suffering. She stands right in front of him, raises his chin with her delicate fingers and stares deeply into his eyes. Her other hand slides under the skirt of his sissy dress to caress the hard steel front of his chastity belt.

His eyes close and he tries to keep his legs from giving way until suddenly she grabs the leash hanging from the collar around his neck, jerking it violently as she turns before calmly walking away.  Stumbling in his heels he struggles to keep up with her, mesmerised by the sexy sway of her hips.

She has changed her clothes and struts before him in the hot red and black negligee he bought her for their last vanilla wedding anniversary. The outfit is complimented with a sexy garter belt, seamed stockings and a pair of high heeled black velvet bedroom slippers decorated with cute little feathers. Her tiny delicate hand holds so much power over him, controlling him with the leash to his collar doubled over in her hand, pulling and jerking to keep him off balance.

When they return to her room he is pushed to his knees and his leash is locked to the top of her footboard. Soft candlelight gives the room a sensual feeling, while a heady mix of Delirium type music fills the air. His wife bends down to give him a wicked hot kiss, her tongue invading his mouth while her hands pull at his hair. As quickly as that began, it ends and her soft lips are replaced by a penis gag forced into his mouth, filling it and making him gag.

‘I know you won’t dare make a sound,’ she smiles, ‘I just like the thought of you sucking on a big cock while I get fucked.’

He can’t help but feel breathless as he gazes at his wife’s beautiful face in the soft candlelight. He can’t help feeling like he is in the presence of a goddess. His wife finishes fastening the straps of his gag and pulls the sheet down to take her place on the bed. He has no choice but to watch her as she waits wantonly for her lover. She fondles her breasts, a finger in her mouth. The goddess is transforming herself into a wanton slut. Her hand reaches between her legs while all he can do is stare stupidly.

After a few minutes the lowly dishwasher, the busboy that Chrissy must respectfully address as Mr Farooq, walks into the room and stands naked by the bed. There is nothing subtle about him…he is vulgar and crass, staring at Chrissy’s wife as he wanks himself. She smiles up at him as if complemented by his vulgarity until his free hand shoots out and slaps her face. When she lifts her hands to protect herself he grasps her delicate Chemise, ripping it off her and tossing it to the floor in front of her kneeling husband.

The leash pulls tight as Chrissy instinctively tries to jump up to save his wife. Hopeless humiliation fills him as he realises that there is nothing he, a helpless sissy maid, can do.

Mr Farooq climbs onto the bed and holds her down, pressing his lips to hers, not so much kissing her as violating her mouth. Victoria tries to scream but his tongue invades her mouth while his big hands maul her breasts. Chrissy finds himself yelling incoherently around his thick penis gag as he sees the woman he loves with all his heart being so roughly mistreated by this fucking pig.

Mr Farooq has one hand around her throat now as he uses the other to rip the expensive but flimsy panties from Victoria’s heaving sweating hips. Holding them to his face he breathes in her scent before hurling the flimsy garment across the room. Then, grabbing her hair he pulls he up like a rag doll and forces her face onto his tumescent cock.

She has no choice but to take him in her mouth, crying out around his cock as he slaps her face repeatedly, calling her a whore, using his grip on her hair to hold her head still and thrusting his hips forward causing her to gag and drool uncontrollably.

After laughing at her desperate plight, Mr Farooq releases her hair and pushes her down on the bed, pulling her delicate ankles apart and over his shoulders then holding her down with one hand around her throat as he uses the other to force his dripping manhood between the delicate folds of her pussy. All Chrissy can do is kneel there in his stupid fucking dress, sucking on a large plastic phallus as his wife is forcefully taken right in front of his eyes. He feels completely impotent on so many levels.

It is not until Mr Farooq leaves go of her throat and she reaches out to him, pulling him into her, that Chrissy realises that his wife wants this. Her please for mercy are replaced with pleas for more. More cock, harder, deeper, longer, she wants it all and is happy to beg for it. Beg her young immigrant lover to take her, use her and abuse her while she screams her appreciation.

Chrissy thinks back to when he could make love to his wife. How tenderly he used to treat her, with soft caresses and loving kisses. He was a perfect gentleman who never manhandled her, never disrespected her. He always romanced her, thinking of her pleasure before his own. A bouquet of roses, an expensive bottle of wine, chocolates, dinner at a fine restaurant….tender yet passionate kisses, strong hands gently caressing her body, being especially gentle with her breasts and between her legs. He treated her like a princess and now this fucking busboy is treating her like a whore….and she fucking loves it!

They fuck for over half an hour with the stamina of Mr Farooq seeming inexhaustible.  After cumming three times Victoria is sore and begs him to stop but he just flips her back onto her front and, to Chrissy’s horror, forces himself between Victoria’s shapely ass cheeks, intent on claiming her every hole as his own. Chrissy can’t believe what he is seeing as his normally prim and proper wife writhes and screams her lust, impaled on the monster cock of her lover, eager and willing to give him what her husband would never have dreamed of claiming or even requesting from her.

‘Look at your wife cuckold,’ Mr Farooq sneers at Chrissy, ‘you see how she likes this? A woman like this needs to be fucked in every hole by a real man. Any man can fuck a woman’s pussy….well any real man, but, when you fuck a woman in her ass like this, you own her. Isn’t that right bitch?’ he demands of Chrissy’s wife.

‘Yes….oh fuck YES, YES, YES…you…you…you fucking own me, you own me, Oh FUCKKKKKKK!’

The sweat drips from Mr Farooq’s hairy body as he finally succumbs to his lust, ignoring the pleas of his woman as, with a terrifying bellow, he releases himself inside her, writhing and thrusting into her, pulling her head back by her hair, forcing his fingers into her mouth as he deposits a huge load of thick Arab semen deep in her most private place.

Mr Farooq falls forward on top of Victoria and they lie there both gasping for breath, their bodies glistening with sweat. His face is buried in her hair and their hands meet above her head with fingers interlocking as they both shiver with the aftershocks of their incredible rutting.

Eventually Victoria kisses Mr Farooq and tells him they need to get ready for bed. When her bull finally moves to get up she pulls up the edge of the fitted sheet and cleans the mess between her ass cheeks and down the backs of her legs. Chrissy can see the gobs of cum as they soak the expensive bed sheet. Then she reaches over and unlocks his leash from the footboard.

‘Change the sheets cuckold,’ she orders, ‘but don’t put the fitted sheet in the laundry yet. Put on the summer quilt, blow out the candles and turn the thermostat down.’

‘Yes Miss Harrison.’

While he scurries about the room performing his tasks his wife kicks off her sexy mules and throws them on the floor for her maid to pick up along with the torn knickers and chemise.

‘Bring me my red satin baby doll and matching panties girl,’ she demands.

As he goes to fetch the items Mr Farooq pushes past him on his way to the bathroom to take a piss. Chrissy notices his still impressive cock is dripping slime on the carpet as he goes. Mr Farooq notices his disgusted look and takes a small detour towards the window where he grabs one of the curtains to wipe clean his dick. He could have used a towel in the bathroom but the look of superiority on his face makes it clear he is marking his territory and questioning whether there is any challenge to his authority. Chrissy is disgusted and angry but his wife is laughing so he just drops his head in shame and continues with the tasks he’s been given.

Mr Farooq does not even bother to close the bathroom door as he pisses and Chrissy recalls how he is not allowed to use his wife’s bathroom at all. The sound is like a racehorse pissing and Chrissy thinks about the quiet tinkling sound he makes as the pee dribbles out of his chastity belt. Maybe his wife is right to call him a girl. He minces around putting out the candles and they laugh hysterically as he tries to blow enough air through the tiny hole in the penis gag to snuff the flames.

When he returns from turning down the thermostat it is to find his wife straddling Mr Farooq. She snaps her fingers and points to the bathroom sending him in there to wipe her lover’s piss and pubic hair off the bowl with a piece of toilet paper, flush the toilet and turn out the light.

‘Lock yourself to the leg of the bed with your leash,’ she orders him.

He grabs a padlock from her nightstand and manages, despite the wrist chains, to do as she says. Then after a few minutes Mr Farooq retires to what used to be Chrissy’s side of the bed and his wife appears before him with the filthy bed sheet held carefully between her fingers.

‘Roll over sissy Chrissy,’ she says, placing the sheet over him and pulling it over his shoes. ‘Now roll back,’ she continues, wrapping the sheet around him like a cocoon, making him acutely aware of the cold wet globs of semen that cover the sheet.

After washing her hands she turns out the lights and retires to bed. Chrissy listens as their bodies are pulled together, arms and legs finding their comfort zones, wrapping around body parts, demonstrating an intimacy that is in some ways more hurtful and humiliating for poor Chrissy than their fucking was. The expensive quilt is pulled over them as they lay in each other’s arms on the marital bed and it is not long before they are asleep.

All Chrissy can do is lie cold and lonely at the foot of the bed wrapped in their filth. The sissy dress, petticoats and stockings with the thin wet sheet do nothing to keep him warm as he lies on the floor. His mind is still racing as he tries to escape his torment by falling asleep. Emotions consume him….rage, jealousy, desperate longing, overwhelming love for his wife. How long is it since he was allowed cummies? What would it be like to feel her lips around his little clit? He is so horny! The shoes are killing him! Her lips stretched around Mr Farooq’s huge cock, the sight of it dripping! He can’t even remember the last time he saw his own cock, or rather ‘her little dicklet’ as he must regard it now. What if she made him suck Mr Farooq’s cock? She wouldn’t do that would she? He would surely die of embarrassment.

He drifts in and out of sleep dreaming of Mr Farooq’s dripping cock. Every moment he’s awake he can hear their breathing, his snoring. They are both completely spent and sexually satisfied, warm in each other’s embrace. Fuck, he can’t even remember how that feels. What if he never gets to feel it again, ever? He has no idea what time it is or how long he has before he needs to go to his dish washing job. Fuck! His makeup, how will he get it all off in time?



Daylight begins to shine through the curtains. Oh shit, he’s going to be late! Should he try to shout around the penis gag to wake her? No…he doesn’t dare…but she told him he’d better not lose this job! She’d made him retire from his full time career to better serve her needs and devote himself to being a humble restaurant dishwasher. If he lost this job she would be so angry! But if he wakes her or her lover before they are ready she will be angry about that too! He doesn’t know what to do for the best.

Suddenly he jumps and his neck is stopped violently by the leash holding him to the leg of her bed. He needs desperately to stop the pain in her little dicklet but he can hardly move, wrapped tightly as he is in the stinking bed sheet and his screams for mercy are muffled by the huge plastic cock which fills his mouth.

Finally the pain stops and, through the bedsheet he’s wrapped in, he feels her foot pressing down on the side of his face. She unlocks his leash and tells him to roll over as she helps him out of the filthy bedsheet. He jumps to attention to see his wife’s finger held against her lips while her other finger beckons him forward. Then, grabbing his collar she pulls him down to whisper in his ear, ‘Bring me a cup of tea. You may get yourself some water and powder your nose. You don’t need to worry about the restaurant; Ms Benoit knows you’ll be a little late.’ Her closeness causes him to feel faint as she removes the penis gag.

He tries to be as quiet as he can as he curtsies and minces from the room, hoping not to wake the man sleeping next to his wife. It is painful to stand up straight as her little dicklet tries in vain to rip through its tiny steel tube. Stumbling in his 5” heels as he scurries to the kitchen he switches on the kettle then goes to the downstairs toilet to take a pee. He can’t help but remember the sound of Mr Farooq pissing as he performs his own little tinkle into the bowl. His makeup is atrocious. All he can do is wipe off the mascara that has run all over his face then apply some fresh lipstick. His hair is hard and spikey where it has soaked up their combined cum from the bedsheet he spent the night wrapped in. His dress is stained too and he can feel dried cum wherever he has exposed flesh. He feels as disgusting as he looks.

Fifteen minutes later he knocks softly on his wife’s bedroom door and enters with her tea and a fresh red rose on a silver serving tray. His wife points to the nightstand where he curtsies before placing the tray down. She points to the floor and he lies down by the side of her bed among her discarded clothes listening to the occasional sipping sounds and movements. The dishwasher his wife fucked last night sleeps comfortably beside her while he, her devoted husband, lays there on the floor, cold and covered in their cum.

‘Good morning stud, I hope you slept well,’ he hears sometime later, followed by the sound of a kiss.

He jumps to his knees at the sound of his wife snapping her fingers to be greeted with the sight of his wife’s tiny manicured fingers wrapped around Mr Torres’ once more rampant cock.

‘Well we can’t leave you to suffer now can we?’ she smiles at her lover. ‘Swing your legs over here so I can take proper care of that,’ she suggests, pointing over in my direction.

She drops from the bed to kneel beside her maid, spreading Mr Farooq’s legs as she crawls between them. Chrissy has to spread her legs too as Mr Farooq’s leg invades his space, his foot resting against Chrissy’s inner thigh. Then once again he is forced to watch as his wife wraps her incredibly sexy lips around another man’s cock. Her words echo from the past to fill his head, ‘I hope you can live the rest of your life without a blow-job Chrissy, because I only suck real men’s cocks, not tiny sissy ones.’

Her cheeks suck in as her head bobs slowly, pulling back every once in a while to twirl her little pink tongue around the tip of her lovers huge throbbing manhood. There is the sound of slurping then controlled gagging as she tries to take all of him into her pretty mouth, seeking to lose her pretty nose in his thick black pubic hair. A trail of her saliva stretches from her lips to the angry red head of his drooling, thickly veined monster.

The slurping, kissing, sucking sounds are soon mixed with her moans as her eyes roll back in her head when her lips finally reach to base of his cock. The sight of her willing debauchery is almost too much for Chrissy to stand, so hot, so carnal, so fucking wrong! ‘It should be me!’ his mind screams. Then he remembers his dress, his makeup, the chastity cage and her promise never to give him what she freely gives to so many others.

Farooq grabs a fist-full of her hair and takes control of the pace, his slut having no choice but to follow her hair. She claws at his hairy inner thighs with her perfectly painted nails and he loses control. He lifts his ass from the bed thrusting wildly at her face, burying his cock as he fills her mouth with his thick, potent seed.

As soon as he calms down and leaves go of her hair, she pulls her mouth off his cock and grabs the back of Chrissy’s head. She looks at him for a second, a small stream of cum escaping from her closed lips then she presses her mouth to his forcing his lips apart with her tongue before transferring the heavy slimy load.

‘Normally I love to swallow a real man’s cum,’ she smiles up at her lover, ‘but today I have my little cum bucket,’ she laughs as she rises into the arms of her lover.

‘Would you like some coffee darling?’ she asks him as she strokes his hair and plants kisses all over his face. ‘Get Mr Farooq some coffee slut,’ she screeches at her maid, ‘and hurry up about it you lazy little bitch!’

‘Yes Miss Harrison,’ he blurts as he gets up, curtsies and stumbles from the room as quickly as the damned shoes will allow him to.

It is not easy preparing more tea for his wife and coffee for her lover with his wrists still chained to his waist but he manages in the end and twenty minutes later he knocks on the bedroom door, waits to be invited in, then curtsies before placing the tea on his wife’s nightstand and the coffee on the nightstand that used to be his.

‘Tell me something sissy Chrissy,’ Mr Farooq begins in a deep voice, startling Chrissy. ‘Can you count to two or is that too much to expect of a stupid maid?’

Victoria is covering her mouth, trying not to spit out a mouthful of tea as her shoulders bounce with laughter.

‘Yes Mr Farooq,’ Chrissy mumbles red faced. ‘I….I mean no Mr Farooq.’

‘Well which is it you stupid girl, yes or no?’

‘I…I mean….erm…’ Chrissy stutters, mortified to be in this situation in front of the woman he loves.

‘Oh for heaven’s sake shut up and listen,’ Mr Farooq growls with impatience. ‘There are two people in this room, both of whom are your superiors, but for some reason you chose to curtsy only once. Now why is that?’

‘I’m sorry Mr Farooq, I…I didn’t know….I’

‘Stop stuttering and listen Chrissy,’ Victoria admonishes him. ‘There’s a lot you could learn from a man like Abdul,’ she adds, leaning over to kiss his cheek.

‘Is it possible that a pathetic little faggot like you could think he’s somehow superior to a real man like me?’ Abdul asks Chrissy.

‘I’m not a…..’

‘Silence! You stand in your wife’s bedroom dressed like a fucking sissy and you dare to tell me what you are not?’

Chrissy is shaking and completely unable to meet Mr Farooq’s dominant gaze. He is desperate for the toilet and most of his concentration is going into not wetting himself. That would be an embarrassment too far, unbearable, unforgivable! ‘Please, please don’t let me piss myself in front of this pig!’

‘You will curtsy to me the same as you do to your mistress, is that clear? Do you understand faggot? Can your tiny little slut’s brain remember that do you think?’

‘Yes Mr Farooq,’ Chrissy mumbles, prepared to say anything just to get out of there.

‘Your wife tells me you are not a man, but not a woman either,’ Mr Farooq continues as Victoria gets up from the bed and sidles over to her maid, walking around him and smiling cruelly, delighting in her lovers treatment of her husband.

‘I think you are closer to female than male though, so from today you will be referred to and treated as female, by me, by your Mistress and by everyone else you meet. Even by you yourself. Now go and make us some breakfast girl. Fucking your wife has given me an appetite.’

The relief of finally being able to sit and relieve herself on the toilet is blissful but Chrissy is quickly becoming exhausted as he runs up and down the stairs in her stilettos. After she returns and remembers to curtsy twice, her wife snaps her fingers and points to the corner. Chrissy’s feet are killing her; there is no way she can stand in the corner.

‘Pick Mr Farooq’s underpants off the floor and press them against the wall with your nose bitch,’ Victoria orders.

She can’t stop her legs from shaking, her calves burn, the balls f her feet are on fire and the smell of Mr Farooq’s underwear disgusts her as he stands listening to the sounds of breakfast being eaten behind her.

‘Who does that bastard think he is, laying down the law, questioning my sexuality?’ Chrissy thinks. ‘But then who could blame him? There is no arguing about how he is dressed, how he is behaving or how his own wife treats him. Maybe he should just accept being seen and treated as a female skivvy. Compared to Mr Williams or even Mr Farooq, he is hardly a picture of manhood is he?’

‘Take these dishes away,’ his wife finally orders. ‘You can have our leftovers; eat them from your bowl on the kitchen floor. Then you may shower, change and sort out your makeup and your hair. You’re a disgrace and an embarrassment to me. Now get out.’

She serves as their obedient maid for the rest of the day, dressed in a red French maids outfit with black hold up stockings and, thankfully, slightly lower heeled stilettos. When they do not require her direct services or she is not hand washing their clothes, washing her own girly attire or preparing food and drink for them, she is dutifully engaged in housework.

She drops what she is doing when she feels the sharp jolt to her little dicklet and runs to where they are relaxing on the patio. As she comes scurrying to meet their latest demand she sees to her horror that Mr Farooq is holding the remote. Chrissy can’t help but notice her wife staring at her, looking incredibly seductive, before respectfully lowering her gaze. It is a powerful reminder to Chrissy that she is her wife’s property and as such may easily be loaned out by her and there is nothing Chrissy can do about it. All Victoria has to do is hand someone the remote to ‘her little dicklet’ and Chrissy will have no choice but to do whatever she is told.

‘Beer.’

‘Yes sir, Mr Farooq, sir’ she blurts before curtsying respectfully.

Chrissy is about to try to save herself a trip by asking her wife if she requires anything when a surge of electricity to her little dicklet causes her to double over in pain.

‘Quickly!’ Mr Farooq shouts.

Chrissy curtsies to Mr Farooq again hoping to appease him then realises her predicament. According to Mr Farooq’s instructions she must curtsy next to her wife, but any delay in obeying Mr Farooq is likely to result in another agonising jolt of electricity to her groin. What to do? What to do?

Her hesitation annoys Mr Farooq anyway who presses the button on the remote causing Chrissy to drop to her knees in pain.

‘I won’t tell you again slut,’ warns Mr Farooq.

With tears of pain and frustration blurring her vision, Chrissy hurries to get up and make for the door only to receive yet another flash of pain to her swollen blue balls.

‘I think you are forgetting something girl,’ Mr Farooq smirks.

Running back, Chrissy quickly curtsies to her tormentor then to her wife who is wiping tears of laughter from her face. Then she turns and runs for the door, relief flooding her as he makes it into the hall without being shocked again, probably because Mr Farooq is laughing too hard to press the button.

Chrissy’s wife takes Mr Farooq out for dinner that evening while Chrissy has to go in to work at the restaurant, catch up for being late and do Mr Farooq’s work too. After rushing home after her shift, showering and donning her uniform, she hears the garage door opening and rushes to greet her wife at the door, overwhelmingly thankful that she is alone. After curtsying deeply she drops to his knees to kiss her wife’s boots. Victoria tells her maid to wait for her outside her bedroom. A few minutes later she opens the bedroom door dressed as she was but with a huge dildo strapped around her jeans. Grabbing Chrissy by the ear she drags her to the foot of her bed, quickly pushing her over so that she is in exactly the same position her wife was when Mr Farooq took her ass.

‘Let’s see if you enjoy this as much as I did slut,’ Victoria laughs.



A few weeks later a cute young waitress approaches Chrissy and asks her why she calls Abdul Mr Farooq, why she says yes sir and no sir when she speaks to him and why she looks at the ground when she speaks to him.

‘Ummm, nothing, no reason. Please, I’m busy…’ Chrissy mumbles feeling her face burn with embarrassment.

‘Did he threaten you? Is he bullying you?’ she asks. ‘Just tell me and I’ll report him.’

Chrissy can feel her face burning and knows it is a deep crimson red.

‘Please don’t. Please, it’s nothing, I don’t mind. Please don’t say anything,’ she begs the young girl.

On his next shift everyone acts differently around Chrissy. she can tell they are talking behind her back. There are sniggers and stares. Waitresses try to hover a little bit longer when Mr Farooq is near her. There are giggles from attractive waitresses when they hear her say, ‘Yes sir, Mr Torres.’

Chrissy wonders if everyone knows about Mr Stanton too. Then she realises with a shock that everyone calls Ms Benoit Jen or Jennifer too.

A couple of weeks later she is cleaning her wife’s bathroom and, lifting the toilet lid she sees the unmistakable drips of piss on the edge of the bowl and that triggers a montage of unwanted images, smells and sounds. Wiping fresh piss from this toilet after Mr Farooq fucked her wife. The sight of that huge cock and hairy balls. Her face shoved into this filthy bowl while her ass burns. A tiny golden key hanging from the shapely stockinged ankle of her wife. Victoria’s tiny feet pulling her lover into her. Mr Farooq’s sweat drenched hairy arse pistoning between Victoria’s gorgeous thighs.

She rubs her hand up and down her crotch like a girl in a futile attempt to pleasure herself. She must concentrate on the toilet. But she’s so desperate to kiss her wife’s….shoes. What the fuck…she wants to kiss her wife…she needs to kiss her shoes.

Her wife towering above her, the feeling of her warm wet pussy torments her….the ultimate tease, the ultimate denial. The sound of Mr Farooq’s grunts mixed with Victoria’s guttural screams and moans. The sight of her wife’s lips stretched around that bastard’s cock….the sound as she bobs back and forth. The abject fear of pain she feels if she stops bobbing back and forth on her perch, her red lipstick smeared on the imitation cock…her red lipstick smeared across the wedding picture. Her wife’s beautiful ankle, her tiny perfect foot, the fine gold chain with the key to her chastity belt. A wave of humiliation as she looks down at her own red toe nails sticking out of her pumps, hairless legs wrapped in silky nylon. She is sickened by the fact that she is holding a filthy sponge in her hand, a sponge covered in the stale piss of another man.

She turns on the water to rinse the sponge, reminding her how Mr Farooq sounded like a racehorse as he stood pissing like a man. The sound of her own tinkle as she sits like a girl to pee. She sees herself in the mirror….neither a man nor a woman, a thing.

Being put away in the cupboard with the brooms and mops….a thing, except she desperately longs for her owner’s return….to find another use for her maid, to be with her….to worship her. Unlike the mop she gets cold, unlike the broom her discomfort grows as each minute passes. Unlike the vacuum cleaner all of this turns her on. Her wife’s soft slippery hand, stroking, PLEASE!

A muscular, hairy, brown, ass, sweating as it rises and falls, the bellowing roar as he empties himself inside Chrissy’s wife, the woman she loves and adores, the woman she worships. The musky smell of their rutting mixed with her wife’s expensive, heady perfume. Fuck she needs to cum SO FUCKING BAD!!! If she kisses her wife’s shoes she might get to cum. Please, please, PLEASE let her kiss her wife’s shoe, the dirty sole of her shoe! What the fuck has happened to her? A roll of the dice determines her fate. Will today be her lucky day? Tomorrow? Next week? Next month! FUCK!

Her hands reach down in a futile attempt to stop the pain, a cold steel plate protects her wife’s property from unauthorised hands. She scurries as quickly as she can to the living room. She is breathless as she catches a glimpse of her wife’s beautiful face and incredible body then her eyes instinctively drop to her feet….the shiny key dangling from a delicate gold chain, her tiny stockinged foot with a red patent leather stiletto dangling from it as she sits with her gorgeous legs crossed….she is so fucking beautiful!

Anticipation, fear, longing, desperate desire. She doesn’t know what the next minute will bring; pain, pleasure, humiliation, frustration, all of the above? It takes everything he has, every ounce of self-control, to curtsy deeply and stand to attention, hands clasped in front of her piny, eyes caste meekly down to the floor.

Silence fills the room as her legs begin to shake. She feels like she might cry and her mistress hasn’t even spoken yet.

Minutes feel like hours as she casually sips from a glass of chilled wine, her eyes examining him, watching her sissy husband squirm like a cat watches a mouse.  

Suddenly she speaks, ‘We need to talk.’….



‘Do you think it’s fair,’ Victoria begins as Chrissy sits on her pink stool before her wife, the large attached phallus a constant humiliating reminder of his place, ‘that every time I have a friend visit me at home I should have to hide you away somewhere? Do you think a lady of my stature should have to do without the services of her maid when entertaining guests?’

‘No ma’am,’ Chrissy murmurs, very much afraid that she knows where this might be going.

‘How do you think I feel, having to prepare drinks and food, knowing my maid is locked in a cupboard somewhere standing idle?’

‘Please don’t make me serve your friends ma’am. Please don’t let them see me dressed like this,’ Chrissy pleads.

‘Don’t be silly Chrissy,’ Victoria snaps, ‘You should be proud to serve your mistress whatever the circumstances. You’re not allowed friends so you don’t understand the importance of them. I want all my friends to know about you, to know how I’ve tamed you, moulded you into the perfect sissy husband. They’ll be so jealous!’

‘Please ma’am.’

‘Enough, it’s decided. Tomorrow evening you will be serving drinks and snacks to my guests. I strongly recommend you do not disappoint either them or me. You are dismissed.’



Victoria’s guests begin to arrive from about 6pm. Chrissy has finished her housework, prepared snacks and drinks ready to serve and changed into her new formal uniform. It is made from black silk with white lace trimming at the sleeves, around the hem which is short enough to reveal the tops of her black stockings and around the collar which is stiff and wide, digging in under her chin and forcing her head up. Over this she is wearing a pretty matching frilly white apron complete with straps which run up over her new larger size breast forms and meet at the small of her back in a lovely fluffy bow.

The breast forms feel huge to poor Chrissy and made her feel ridiculous two days ago when Victoria made her try them for the first time.

‘Oh wow!’ Victoria enthuses, ‘You are going to be very popular with the guys now sweety. You’d better keep those in place for a while to get used to them. And stop crying! This is for your benefit. This is your coming out party. It’s our chance to show them what a wonderful marriage we have. Even the ones who don’t like you will have to admit to your usefulness and your entertainment value. They’ll all be going home afterwards green with envy and planning how they can go about feminising and enslaving their husbands. But they’ll never have a maid as good as mine will they my sissy Chrissy?’

The new girdle she wears under her uniform is very thick and strongly elasticated with imitation whale bone ribs and thick laces that Victoria has pulled as tight as they will go. The result is a rather uncomfortable and breathless maid but nevertheless one with an hourglass figure that any model would be jealous of.

Her long hair has been styled and her makeup has been professionally done by a visiting beautician and includes some rather overlong eyelashes that irritate her causing her to blink repeatedly. The blinking, combined with collagen injections to her lips giving her a constant pout, gives her the appearance of a bimbo slut, much to Victoria and her guest’s amusement.

Instead of a maid’s cap she sports a cute white silk bow in her hair just over her forehead. Around each ankle she wears a little silver anklet with small bells that tinkle merrily as she walks around serving her mistress’s guests. The skirt of her uniform is flared out by several petticoats and, aided by the six inch heels of her patent black leather court shoes; she goes about her duties in a submissive, attractive and ‘tinkling’ manner.

Over the course of the evening Victoria is, as she’d hoped, the envy of her friends and receives many favourable comments from them about the appearance and demeanour of her sissy husband maid.

As well as greeting guests at the door and taking their coats, Chrissy circulates constantly, refreshing drinks and serving snacks. The women are all known to her; having met them when she was still a ‘man’ and she cannot bring herself to look any of them in the face. Her ridiculously long lashed eyes are kept constantly cast down at the women’s feet as they question Victoria about her maid or, worse still, ask their embarrassing questions of her directly. She must address each lady by her surname and curtsy respectfully when she answers; grateful for the thick makeup that she hopes is hiding her red face.



At about 8pm Victoria goes into the kitchen to check on her maid who has been in there for a while. As expected Chrissy is washing up, wearing her rubber gloves and a clear waterproof bibbed apron to protect her pretty uniform.

Chrissy acknowledges her mistress with a respectful curtsy which Victoria ignores as she notices young Mandy, sitting at the kitchen table drinking a glass of red wine. Just then Mandy’s mother Margret who is Victoria’s best friend from work joins them in the kitchen.

On seeing what her sixteen year old daughter is doing Margret speaks to her angrily, ‘Mandy, you know you’re not allowed alcohol, you’re too young. Who gave you that wine?’

Mandy stands and points at Chrissy, ‘He, I mean she, gave it to me.’

Margaret turns her attention to Chrissy who is standing nervously and respectfully to attention by the kitchen sink. ‘Is that true?’ she snaps.

Bobbing a curtsy with eyes fixed on the floor, Chrissy replies meekly, ‘Yes Mrs Shay.’

Margaret takes a quick step towards Chrissy and slaps her hard across the face. A half shocked – half surprised look flashes across Chrissy’s face and, in a daze, she begins to raise her hand, still with its yellow rubber dishwashing glove, to her glowing cheek; then she thinks better of it and quickly puts it behind her back along with her other one as she returns her gaze to the floor.

An enraged Margaret continues to lecture the maid, ‘Just who do you think you are to go against my wishes?’

Chrissy bobs another quick curtsy as she replies in a whisper, ‘Please Madam, Miss Mandy asked for it. I didn’t know…’

Before Chrissy can finish the sentence Margaret interrupts her, ‘Then you should have come to me and asked for my permission. I do not appreciate domestics who think they know better than me.’

Chrissy, looking crushed continues to stare at the floor. Victoria is thoroughly enjoying this little repartee. Seeing her sissy maid put in her place by another woman has her loins tingling so much she has to force herself not to rub her fingers between her legs.

As the bright red mark of Margaret’s hand glows distinctively on Chrissy’s cheek, the poor maid continues to struggle to defend herself against the wrath of this woman’s superiority.

‘But, but, Mrs…’

Margaret abruptly cuts her off again with a vicious slap to the other side of Chrissy’s face. ‘How dare you argue with me?’

‘I’m sorry Mrs Shay,’ Chrissy mumbles as a tear rolls down her face.

‘As for you young lady,’ Margaret continues, turning to her daughter, ‘I have a good mind to ground you for a month. You know I don’t allow you alcohol, you’re too young.’

‘But Chrissy said I could have some,’ protested Mandy.

‘You need to remember that servants, especially pathetic sissy maids like that,’ she says, pointing at Chrissy, ‘have no authority and cannot make decisions about their betters. They are here simply to do as they are told. Chrissy was wrong to give you that wine without checking with me first and I’m sure she regrets that mistake. Now you,’ she says sternly, looking at Chrissy, ‘take that wine from my daughter and pour it down the drain this instant!’

Chrissy knows there is no room for any further explanations from her and so, with a defeated curtsy she answers, ‘Yes Madam,’ and moves to take the half full glass from Mandy.

With deliberate malice, Mandy keeps a firm grip on the glass as Chrissy tries to take it from her and then suddenly leaves go resulting in a large splash of red wine that lands on Mandy’s expensive white designer jeans.

Realising her mistake and the possible repercussions from her mother, Mandy immediately blames Chrissy for the accident, ‘You stupid girl, look what you did to my jeans!’

‘Language Mandy!’ her mother admonishes her. ‘I’ll deal with this. Have you any idea how much those trousers cost you ridiculous creature?’ she yells at Chrissy who is standing with eyes wide and mouth open, clearly horrified at her predicament. ‘Those trousers are worth considerably more than you are you worthless excuse for a maid!’

‘Come with me sweetheart,’ Victoria soothes Mandy. ‘We’ll get you some clean trousers and Chrissy can see if she can get the stains out of those ones.’

‘She’d better, hadn’t she Mum?’ Mandy asks her mother.

‘Yes darling,’ she replies coldly, ‘she’d better.



Faced with the joint tasks of washing and ironing Mandy’s jeans whilst still keeping everyone happy with drinks and snacks, poor Chrissy has a very busy and stressful evening. When she eventually presents the perfectly clean trousers to Mandy with an earnest apology and a deep curtsy she is clearly relieved and hoping for an end to the matter.

After a close inspection of the jeans during which she can find no fault, Mandy gives her verdict begrudgingly, ‘They will have to do I suppose. Be sure that you are not so careless in future maid.’ Mandy’s tone is cold and uncaring. She passes the carefully ironed jeans to her mother who carelessly tosses them over the arm of a nearby chair. All of Chrissy’s careful and attentive care to Mandy’s jeans is thus casually dismissed but Chrissy, who is seething with anger at having to humiliate herself to this young demon child and accept the blame for spilling the wine manages, through a supreme effort of will and, of course in fear of her wife’s displeasure, to curtsy respectfully and thank her young tormentor politely.

‘Yes Miss Mandy, I will try harder in the future not to be so clumsy.’

‘I’m sure you will,’ Mandy sneers, enjoying her newfound power over this helpless creature, ‘But I think six of the best to your lazy backside will ensure you remember the lesson. Can we do that Mum,’ she asks, bouncing with cruel enthusiasm. ‘You said Aunty Victoria beats her maid, I heard you discussing it with her on the phone. So can I Mum, can I cane her?’

‘I think that’s an excellent idea darling,’ Margaret smiles, proud of her daughter’s attitude to this sad excuse for a snivelling maid. ‘But you’re a little young to be getting involved in that sort of thing so I’ll do it on your behalf. That is, of course, provided your Aunty Victoria doesn’t mind,’ she finishes as she turns a raised eyebrow to Chrissy’s wife.

‘I don’t see why not,’ Victoria shrugs. ‘Knock yourself out dear. But let her refresh these drinks first. Then you can take her downstairs to the basement. I’m sure she’d love to show you where she sleeps now,’ Victoria smiles before pulling Mandy to her and kissing her cheek.

‘Don’t just stand there Chrissy,’ Victoria snaps, ‘refresh our drinks. Then you can show Mrs Shay where I keep the canes and paddles. Chop chop!’


Chrissy tries to draw out her duties for as long as possible, dreading what Mandy’s fearsome mother has in store for her, but eventually she can delay no longer.

‘Right Chrissy, basement, you and I have some unfinished business to attend to,’ Margaret says coldly.

Chrissy curtsies and, after a barely audible ‘Yes Madam’, she reluctantly walks, head down through the door that Margaret is holding open for her.

Mandy shouts, ‘Can I come too Mum? I’ll just watch. Please, can I?’

‘Not this time darling,’ Margaret answers, making Chrissy wonder with dread what she means by ‘not this time’. ‘Maybe if she misbehaves when we have her over to clean for us, we’ll see.’

‘What?’ Chrissy wonders in shock, looking around for her wife to seek some sort of reassurance. It can’t be true can it? Victoria would never loan him out to this frightening woman and her little bitch of a daughter. Would she?

‘Come along Chrissy!’ Margaret admonishes her, ‘don’t dawdle!’

While they are gone Victoria reflects on the events of the evening. It had been an amusing experience for her and her friends and she was sure it had created some indelible memories for her sissy maid husband. She just never seemed to run out of ways to drive him deeper into submission and she never tired of the power rush it gave her to treat him so cruelly. And now she had added a new dimension to her poor husband’s suffering by making her friends party to his misery. Their future visits would offer enormous opportunities to frustrate and humiliate the poor dear. Not to mention the horror he would experience when she loaned him out to those like Margaret who were keen to enjoy the delights of female domination or who just liked the idea of being relieved of the boring tedium of housework.

Margaret returns to the lounge thirsty and more than slightly exhausted and Victoria knows that this is because of her ‘workout’ with Chrissy. She enquires why inflicting six cuts of the cane on Chrissy has left her so tired. Her friend responds that Chrissy had become ‘difficult’ and, after restraining her with some of the equipment she found in the basement, she had eventually ended up giving Chrissy eighteen strokes of the cane instead of the six suggested by Mandy. She seems quite proud of the desperate thrashing and pleading that she elicited from Chrissy which, she says proudly, culminated in the pathetic creature wetting herself. Which disgusting behaviour naturally demanded the application of further punishment in the form of yet another six cuts of the cane to the backs of Chrissy’s thighs. She goes on to say that she hopes Victoria doesn’t mind but ‘difficult’ servants have to be taught a lesson.

Victoria thinks her friend might have gone a little too far in punishing her maid for something that wasn’t really her fault but so what? What was done was done and one could hardly put the wishes of one’s maid above the enjoyment of one’s friends.

Margaret has given Chrissy fifteen minutes to clean up her mess, compose herself and change her pee stained stockings and on that basis alone Victoria knows right away that poor Chrissy must be unable to sit down and was undoubtedly crying uncontrollably into the rubber mattress of her bed in the basement. Whether she was to blame for the episode with the wine or not, Margaret had effectively seen to it that Chrissy would be ultra-attentive when serving her or her daughter in future.



Another of Victoria’s guests is Ms Benoit, or Jennifer to everyone who knows her; everyone except Chrissy, who has managed to avoid any conversation with her until Victoria calls her over and tells her Ms Benoit wants to see her. The angry red ridges on the back of Chrissy’s thighs, where they peek out between the hem of her fresh uniform skirt and the tops of her stockings, look delightful and bring a proud smile to Victoria’s beautiful face as she watches her maid reluctantly mince over to where Ms Benoit is sitting, the bells on her ankles chiming sweetly.

The noise in the room softens to quiet expectancy as Chrissy minces hurriedly over to stand in front of Jennifer and drop into a respectful curtsy, ‘You wanted to see me Ms Benoit?’

Victoria can see how nervous and embarrassed Chrissy is to be seen by her boss from the restaurant and she smiles with cruel satisfaction as she watches them.

Jennifer makes Chrissy wait before replying then, with a mocking smile, she finally acknowledges him, ‘Ahh there you are Christopher or should I be calling you Chrissy now?’

‘It’s still Christopher at work, but..’ he manages.

‘Nonsense, if its Chrissy when you’re at home then it will be Chrissy at work too. Why didn’t you tell me you like to dress and be treated like a girl? We are an equal opportunities employer you know,’ she grins.

‘I’m sorry, I thought..’

‘But you didn’t, did you? Because you can’t. Thinking is for normal men and women. Sissies like you, who are neither one nor the other, don’t get to think, they only get to listen and obey their superiors,’ Jennifer goes on. ‘Now I’ve spoken to your wife and she agrees with me that you should attend your work at the restaurant in future dressed more appropriately. With that in mind I’ll be providing you with a waitress uniform just like the other girls wear. You’ll have a black skirt with a white blouse. You’ll need some black tights and some suitable shoes.’

‘Please Ms Benoit, I couldn’t possibly..’

‘Interrupt me again Chrissy and you’ll be having another visit to the basement, this time with me. Would you like that?’

‘No Ms Benoit. I’m sorry Ms Benoit’

‘Now where was I, oh yes, I can see you have a thing for very high heels but I think two inch ones will be enough for work. We don’t want you having an accident do we? And don’t worry about the rest of the staff laughing at you. Someone in your position has to get used to that sort of thing. So, there it is, you’ll report to me for work each day in future so that I can check your uniform, your makeup and so on, then you can get on with your tedious menial little job, no thinking necessary. Are we clear?’

‘Yes Ms Benoit,’ Chrissy mumbles, appalled at the thought of Mr Farooq’s reaction to seeing her at work dressed as a woman. What about the young waitress, the nice cute one, what will she think? ‘Will that be all Miss?’

‘No, I also called you over here to tell you, dearie, how attractive you look tonight and to tell you how impressed I am with your behaviour. Are you being especially well behaved because I’m here?’

Victoria had to reach up to hold a hand over her mouth as she almost laughed out loud at Jennifer’s genius. If Chrissy says no it will infer that Jennifer’s presence is of no consequence. On the other hand, a yes reply could indicate that Chrissy’s efforts at other times are less than her best. She can’t win.

Chrissy realises that too as she nervously replies, ‘Er Y-Yes, er no, ah I’m not sure Ms Benoit,’ she blurts out.

Victoria can see Jennifer’s smile of satisfaction and she gives her a nod of approval. Jennifer smiles back at Victoria before taking a sip of her wine and leaning back in her armchair. ‘It strikes me sissy Chrissy that you don’t know very much at all and I have no time for stupid bimbo airheads like you. You need to remember how lucky you are to have such a beautiful and generous wife. Not to mention her wonderful friends who have taken time out of their busy schedules to help you learn your place.’

‘Yes Ms Benoit,’ Chrissy whispers.

‘Speak up girl!’ Jennifer shouts. ‘Do I have to strain my ears to listen to your mumbling?'

Chrissy jumps as Jennifer’s outburst frightens her. Gripping the sides of her apron in nervous tension she tries again, more loudly, ‘Y-yes Ms Benoit I-I mean no Ms Benoit.’

Victoria along with several others of her friends can’t help laughing out loud this time. Jennifer has such complete control of poor Chrissy who looks like she might be about to wet herself again.

‘Tell me Chrissy,’ Jennifer goes on encouraged by her friends’ laughter. ‘Is that sissy tongue of yours good for anything apart from stuttering?’

‘I…I…I…d-don’t know Ms Benoit.’

‘Well let’s find out shall we,’ Jennifer suggests as she uncrosses her elegant stockinged legs and lifts her skirt. Chrissy is shocked to see she is not wearing any panties. ‘Well, what are you waiting for? On your knees, get your stupid sissy head under my skirt and show me what you can do!’

Not daring to hesitate, Chrissy quickly drops to her knees and plunges her head under Jennifer’s skirt. Jennifer smiles and straightens her skirt over the head of the submerged maid. Patting her head through the fabric of her skirt she warns Chrissy, ‘Make it good sissy if you want to keep your job.’

Everyone laughs as, with a muffled grunt, Chrissy goes right to work. Victoria looks around the room at the smiling faces, proud of the job she has done to bring her once proud husband to this appallingly subservient state.

The audience starts talking and drinking again, pausing occasionally to listen to Chrissy’s muffled slurps as she enthusiastically goes about her task. Jennifer begins to breathe more heavily and starts to sigh. The end is obviously near as, with a groan she starts to writhe in ecstasy, looking over at Victoria and giving her the thumbs up sign.

Jennifer’s eyes start to roll as Chrissy puts everything into pleasing her. Then finally, with a loud cry, Jennifer straightens out her legs and clasps Chrissy’s head through her skirt, pulling her deeper into her moist cunt. Her head rolls from side to side and she gasps for breath. Suddenly she screams and her body jerks in her seat, once, twice, three-five times in all before lying back exhausted.

Victoria can feel the wetness between her own legs as she imagines what her friend is feeling. After several minutes of panting to get her breath back, Jennifer raises her glass to Victoria and everyone claps.

Chrissy remains obediently where she is until Jennifer tells her to get up. As she pulls her head out from her boss’s skirt a loud cheers goes up from everyone in the room. Her face is a mess. Jennifer’s juices, sweat and possibly some of Chrissy’s own tears have combined to cause her make-up to run. Her lipstick for smudged, one huge eyelash is hanging off, her mascara has left trails down her cheeks and her hair is damp around her face. By comparison the immaculate sweet smelling Jennifer is a picture of composure. She looks at Chrissy and says coyly, ‘That wasn’t bad Chrissy.’

Chrissy forced a smile and curtsied, ‘Thank you Ms Benoit.’

‘I said it wasn’t bad, I didn’t say it was good,’ Jennifer warns. ‘In fact if it wasn’t for those lovely new thick lips of yours it probably wouldn’t have rated any better than average. You really must try to improve if you’re to be of any use to either your mistress or her friends.’

‘Yes Ms Benoit,’ a dejected Chrissy responds. ‘I’ll try to improve.’

‘See that you do,’ Jennifer says harshly, giving Chrissy a hard stare before shaking her empty glass to demand Chrissy fills it.

After she’d topped up everyone’s glass Chrissy is told by Victoria to go and freshen up and come back as quickly as possible with the large dragon cane. A look of fear and concern covers her face, ‘Please ma’am,’ she begs unable to contemplate the thought of another beating. ‘I tried really hard to please Ms Benoit.’

‘Possibly,’ Victoria answers nonchalantly. ‘But I have something else on my mind so do as you are told!’ Victoria walks away ending the conversation then watches from the corner of her eye as Chrissy’s head drops and she walks slowly from the room. Whatever she is thinking, Chrissy knows that her night is far from over.



A short while later Chrissy returns, freshly made up and carrying an evil looking long bamboo cane. Victoria takes it from her as she stands quietly, head bowed and hands clasped together listening with growing dread to the details of her next ordeal.

‘Well Chrissy, have you enjoyed serving my friends tonight?’ Victoria asks him.

‘Yes Miss Harrison, thank you,’ Chrissy replies while staring down at her wife’s shoes.

‘It was very kind of them to give so generously of their time to allow you such a privilege, don’t you agree?’

‘Yes ma’am.’

‘Good. Then I think it would be only fitting for you to offer something to them in return, some small entertainment or amusement perhaps?’

‘Yes ma’am’ Chrissy mumbles thinking about how much she has already given to these women. Her hard work, her service, her humiliation; what more could they expect of her?

‘You will take your cane to each of my guests and ask them nicely if they would like to amuse themselves at your expense.’

The six ladies had all been primed earlier of course and were eagerly awaiting the opportunity to give the maid three strokes each to any part of her body that they wished.

Watching Chrissy shake with nerves as she hesitatingly approaches the first lady has Victoria on the brink of an orgasm without touching herself. She excuses herself and, as she makes her way upstairs to her bedroom to enjoy a moment with her vibrator, she can hear her husband’s yelps of pain as her friend from across the road, Angie, starts laying strokes across the poor maid’s already thoroughly traumatised backside.

By the time Victoria returns Margaret has just finished delivering three strokes to the front of Chrissy’s thighs while the poor dear sobs and holds her uniform skirt up out of the way. Mandy is trying to persuade her mother that she should be included in the game.

‘Oh, let her have a turn Margret dear,’ Victoria tells her friend. ‘I’ve no doubt she will be finding ample reason to do it in the future so she might as well start tonight.’

Margaret hands the cane to her daughter, ‘I suppose your Aunty Victoria is right, now where would you like to cane her?’

‘I want her on her knees Mum,’ Mandy smiles, bouncing on the balls of her feet with excitement.

‘On her knees?’ her mother questions.

‘Yes Mum, on her knees with her palms offered up, one on top of the other. I’m going to cane her hands, the hands that spilt red wine on my new jeans.’

Margaret looks at Victoria with raised eyebrows and Victoria laughs, ‘Like mother, like daughter!’

Everyone laughs, everyone except Chrissy, who is kneeling submissively before the young girl who is about to cause her great pain and take pleasure in doing so.

‘How has it come to this?’ Chrissy is thinking desperately. ‘It wasn’t supposed to be like this. I just want my wife, I just want to kiss her feet, her shoes, to be near her!’

‘Hands up sissy,’ sneers Mandy.

If anyone expects weakness from such a young and dainty girl, they are wrong. The first stroke whistles through the air and cracks across Chrissy’s palm forcing a girly scream from her collagen swollen lips. It takes an enormous effort of will for her to change her hands over and raise them to await the next stroke. When it comes it is equally painful and has Chrissy sobbing and looking for her mistress through tear blurred vision, hoping desperately for mercy.

‘I think two is enough sweetheart,’ Victoria suggests, ‘you did really well, but we still need the maid to be able to serve us and she’ll need her hands for that won’t she?’

‘Oh alright Aunty, but can I do it again next time?’

‘You are a little minx aren’t you? Of course you can. If you ask your Mum nicely she might even let you take charge of Chrissy when she’s at your house cleaning.’

‘Can I Mum, can I please, pretty please?’

‘We’ll see, now hand the cane on dear. Who hasn’t had a turn?’

Chrissy sniffs miserably as she shuffles over to Jennifer and offers her the cane with a curtsy. Jennifer takes it with a smile and puts it down on the chair behind her. ‘Knees,’ she commands imperiously. Chrissy drops like a stone. ‘Since you have tried so hard to be an obedient maid tonight, I’m going to give you a break Chrissy. I’m not going to use that nasty cane,’ she says generously. ‘I’m just going to use my dainty little hands.’

Chrissy is sitting on her heels looking dejectedly at the floor trying to stifle her sobs and greatly relieved that she only has no more strokes of the wicked cane to endure.

Victoria was watching Chrissy closely, wondering if she could hold out for another orgasm until her guests left. She is so wet she thinks she must be dripping onto the floor.

‘Where would you like me to hit you dear?’ Jennifer asks mockingly. Before Chrissy can answer Jennifer answers herself in an affected high pitched whine, ‘I don’t know Ms Benoit, I don’t know!’

Everyone laughs at the mocking imitation until Jennifer suddenly bends forward and yelled in Chrissy’s face, ‘What do you know, you worthless piece of shit? Nothing of any use I’m guessing. Get your head up and look at me!’ Chrissy remains hunched over, nursing her hands in her lap. Infuriated by Chrissy’s lack of response, Jennifer screams at her, ‘I said lift your head you insolent little bitch! I’m going to see if I can slap some sense into you!’ This seems to bring Chrissy to life and she slowly lifts her tear stained face, ‘Please Ms Benoit…’ Jennifer’s right hand shoots out landing with a loud crack on the side of Chrissy’s face.

‘Put your hands down,’ Jennifer orders coldly. As soon as Chrissy’s hands drop back into her lap Jennifer uses her left hand to crack the other side of her face.

‘I said hands down!’ Jennifer screams as Chrissy instinctively raises them again to protect herself. As soon as the hands drop Jennifer slaps Chrissy again, left then right. ‘I can do this all night if necessary Chrissy. I want your hands to stay in your lap. If a lady like me wants to amuse herself slapping the face of a pathetic sissy like you then that is her prerogative. You have no right to interfere, do – you - understand?’ Jennifer finishes, tapping Chrissy’s forehead in rhythm with her last three words.

‘Yes Ms Benoit,’ Chrissy mumbles, ‘I mean, yes Ms Benoit,’s he says again more loudly.

Crack… crack… crack… crack, four more slaps right then left. Sissy manages to keep her hands in her lap but tears are flowing freely down her face taking her mascara with them and she has lost an eyelash.

‘I bet you wish I’d used the cane now, don’t you Chrissy?’ Jennifer says, leaning right forward to spit in Chrissy’s face.

Victoria is overjoyed at the success of this evening’s introduction of her friends to her sissy maid and smiles as Jennifer walks over to her and hugs her, then congratulates her on her mastery of the poor creature that used to be her proud husband.

Looking down at the sobbing black and white figure at her feet Victoria feels no sympathy for her. If she had not deliberately ignored Jennifer’s questions she might have saved herself from the wrath of her friend. As it turned out she did not and therefore needed to be reminded that, when spoken to by her betters she has an obligation to answer. Thus her suffering was of her own making and it also showed that even after all her training, Chrissy still has much to learn.

‘Chrissy,’ she calls coldly, ‘Go to your room and freshen up, my guests’ glasses will not fill themselves.’



In planning this evening and persuading her sissy husband to overcome her dread of being humiliated in front of her wife’s friends, Victoria had promised that, if she behaved impeccably, Chrissy might be granted sexual release. She knew it would entail her humiliating herself in front of several women, some known to her and some not. But owing to the severely limited number of opportunities per year that she is given, she considered that it was a price worth paying.

By the time Chrissy returns from her room, Victoria is enjoying herself so much that she just could not be bothered to go through the penis unlocking ritual, even though it would only take a minute and possibly less than a minute more for Chrissy to have her embarrassing little dribble. In no uncertain terms Victoria tells her the session is postponed until further notice.

Poor Chrissy is heartbroken. She has waited three months since her last release which had been ruined beneath the gym shoe of her mistress. Despite fearing and dreading the humiliation that would undoubtedly have accompanied her moment of pleasure, it was still going to be the highlight of her evening. In fact it was only the thought of that exquisite reward that had kept her going against the night’s onslaught of shame and humiliation, not to mention pain. But that’s it, her wife has spoken and her word is final.

Victoria smiles as she sees the tears of sheer frustration and disappointment forming in Chrissy’s eyes. ‘Go and stand at the door,’ Victoria orders coldly, ‘You can help my friends on with their coats as they leave. You may kiss the shoes of each lady and thank her for coming. Then I want to see a nice respectful curtsy as you ask them to please come again soon.’

‘Yes Miss Harrison.’



A few weeks later Chrissy is lying on the floor in the basement, her wife’s stomping stage secured over her midriff. Her wrists are cuffed to the sides of the wooden platform and her wife’s little dicklet is poking up through the hole in the board, twitching in anticipation, hard as a rock from the excitement of being finally free of the chastity belt.

Victoria looks as beautiful as ever in a short black leather skirt and soft white cashmere jumper as she mounts the little stage and uses the sole of her cute little Ugg slipper to indifferently toy with Chrissy’s clitty.  She is talking to some guy on her phone. It is deeply humiliating for Chrissy the way her wife can carry on a conversation with another man, clearly flirting with him and making arrangements for their first date, with not the slightest concern for her sissy husband’s feelings. Chrissy feels pathetic and worthless but she is just about bursting with sexual arousal. Her cold hearted wife knows precisely which buttons to push to drive her ever deeper into submission and devotion.

Chrissy groans with lust, causing her mistress wife to stamp down hard on her little clitty ending any chance of relief. Then, blowing kisses into her phone, Victoria finishes her call and looks down at her pathetic maid.

‘You weren’t about to disgrace yourself there were you sissy?’ she asks, hands on her shapely hips. ‘What kind of man gets turned on by his wife arranging a date with another man, huh?’

‘I don’t know ma’am,’ Chrissy mumbles.

‘You don’t know? Oh well, then maybe I should leave you here for a while to think about it.’

‘No ma’am,’ Chrissy begs, ‘please don’t go. Please, I need to cum so bad, please ma’am!’

‘Who said anything about letting you cum? I didn’t. Now tell me what you are,’ Victoria demands.

‘I’m a pathetic sissy maid, ma’am. Not a man and not a woman, just a thing.’

‘Yes, you are,’ Victoria smiles. ‘Now open your mouth wide,’ she demands as she lifts the weight from her slipper to start gently rubbing her sole against the underside of Chrissy’s now deflated organ.

A gob of her spit lands in Chrissy’s mouth and she swallows it before groaning in ecstasy once more.

‘Ok, I’m officially bored now,’ announces Victoria as she steps down from the stomping stage. ‘Bye sissy.’

Chrissy hears her mount the stairs then the basement door closes and locks behind her. She is so desperate to cum she can’t think straight. It’s been so long. ‘Please let her come back,’ she thinks, ‘Oh fuck, here I go, crying again! She’s right, I am fucking pathetic! I just need to be near her, to please her. If I could just have one cummies, one little cummies, please!’

Chrissy is startled from her daydream by the sound of the basement door opening and her mistress descending the stairs while talking to someone. At first she assumes that she is on her phone again, that is until two women appear standing either side of her head and looking down at her.

‘Well there she is,’ announces Victoria to her friend.

‘Wow, I love it!’ the other woman enthuses, stepping onto the stomping stage to try it for size.

‘Chrissy, where are your manners?’ Victoria asks.

‘Good afternoon Ms Benoit,’ Chrissy mumbles as she realises who the other woman is. She’s never seen her boss from the restaurant casually dressed before. Jennifer’s tight jeans are tucked into a pair of dark brown sheepskin Ugg boots. Her white blouse looks casual but expensive and gold chains hang from both her wrists and her neck.

‘Hello maid,’ Jennifer responds. ‘What are you doing down there?’

Chrissy has no idea how to answer the question and, as usual, she is tongue tide and nervous in the presence of this beautiful woman. A woman who, Chrissy knows from experience, takes great pleasure in humiliating and belittling her.

‘I….I….don’t know Ms Benoit,’ she stumbles.

‘Oh good grief,’ Jennifer laughs, ‘you haven’t improved your vocabulary much have you?’

Victoria laughs at her friend’s cruel jibe as she steps up onto the stomping stage with her friend.

‘We’ve been playing a game haven’t we Chrissy?’ Victoria asks her maid. ‘Let me show you Jen. You stand on her little clitty, lean forward and spit. I’ll show you.’

Chrissy moans as her wife steps on her soft little clitty and leans forward, pulling her long hair out of the way on either side of her gorgeous face. ‘Open wide Chrissy.’

Chrissy isn’t fast enough and her wife’s spit lands across her lips.

‘That was naughty Chrissy,’ Victoria admonishes her maid as she stomps his little clitty, crushing it down onto the wooden platform.

‘Oh wow, I love it,’ enthuses Jennifer. ‘Can I have a go?’

‘Of course,’ Victoria laughs. ‘In fact, why don’t we have a competition? The one who gets the highest number of spits inside the sissy’s mouth wins!’

After just a few minutes Chrissy’s face is covered in the combined spitting efforts of his wife and her friend. They are laughing so much that, despite Chrissy’s attempts to keep his mouth wide open, many of their shots miss.

The experience is thoroughly humiliating for poor Chrissy but the humiliation of her wife’s slippers and her boss’s dirty boot soles rubbing and stamping her little clitty has her faint with lust. She knows she isn’t erect, the pain and indignity of her situation make such a thing impossible, but she is becoming increasingly sure that she might actually have a cummies anyway.

Then, as Victoria and Jennifer hug each other, laughing at their game, suddenly they both go quiet. As Chrissy looks up at the two beautiful goddesses responsible for his predicament, he can’t believe his eyes. They are kissing! Not just a friendly peck, they are full on snogging, lips locked and tongues exploring!

It is just too much for Chrissy and, despite her wife’s little dicklet being currently squashed flat under Jennifer’s Ugg boot, she cums. Or she thinks she does. There is the sensation of spunk being released from her swollen blue balls but then…nothing – no spurting release, no fountain of pent up cum, nothing. ‘So this is what a blocked orgasm feels like,’ she thinks.

As Jennifer lifts the dirty sole of her Ugg boot from Chrissy’s now completely deflated little clitty, a small river of cum dribbles impotently out to form a small puddle on the wooden surface of the stomping stage.

‘Oh shit,’ Jennifer shouts, dragging Chrissy from his depressing disappointment. ‘What the fuck….? I think your maid has embarrassed herself Vicky, look,’ Jennifer states as she rubs the sole of her boot in the slimy puddle and, holding onto Victoria for balance, reaches out plant her foot on Chrissy’s mouth.

‘You’d better lick that up you dirty little slut!’ Chrissy’s wife says with venom in her tone.

Knowing the trouble he’s in already, facing the possible wrath of, not just her wife, but her boss too, Chrissy closes her eyes and licks the disgusting mess from the dirty sole.

Jennifer repeats her actions twice more before the majority of Chrissy’s helpless offering is disposed of. Then she steps down from the platform, holding Victoria’s hand to help her do the same. The two women take up positions on either side of Chrissy’s head.

Not knowing which one to look at or apologise to, Chrissy remains still, sweating with fear and trying to blink the drying spit from her eyes.

‘I wouldn’t like to be you now Chrissy,’ Jennifer teases. ‘I don’t think you wife is very impressed with you. In fact, just between you and me, I think you may be in for a rather severe beating.’

‘Please ma’am…I…’ Chrissy begins but then can’t think of anything to say.

‘Save your breath you disgusting little pervert,’ Chrissy’s wife warns. ‘We’re going upstairs to bed now, to enjoy what you’ll never have…a sex life. You can stay where you are until we’re done. Then we’re going to play another game, but I don’t think you’re going to like this one nearly as much!’

‘Ooo, sounds exciting,’ Jennifer laughs, clapping her hands.

‘It will be darling,’ Victoria smiles at her friend, ‘but not for her. Let’s go.’

Chrissy watches them kiss right above her then Jennifer pulls off her boots to lie them on their sides, one either side of Chrissy’s head, soles facing in over.

‘I’ll leave these with you Chrissy,’ she says, ‘make sure those soles are spotless for when I get back.’

As the two dominant ladies walk off hand in hand, Chrissy tries to imagine what they will be doing, what it would be like to watch two such gorgeous women making love. Then it sinks in what might be in store for her when they are finished. Was it worth it? For a pointless, heartbreakingly disappointing blocked orgasm? She doesn’t feel even the slightest relief. In fact, she thinks as she begins to lick the sole of one of Ms Benoit’s boost, if anything, she is even more desperate for a cummies now than she was before.



Since their new relationship of mistress and maid began, both Victoria and Chrissy have experienced an enormous increase in their sex drives. The difference is that one of them is able to satisfy that need, whilst the other is merely tormented by it. Both though are content that they have found their true calling and would not change a thing. Well, maybe Chrissy would, but it’s way too late for that now. Her days as a proud manly husband are long gone and it is a struggle for her to recall what it felt like to make love to her beautiful wife. Now the best she can hope and long for is an opportunity to please her or at least to serve her satisfactorily. Possibly even – hope of hopes – to earn from her a ruined cummies under the sole of one of her treasured shoes or boots.



The evening is going very smoothly. Victoria’s friends have been pushing her to invite them all over together again. Most of them have visited her separately and one or two have even made use of the services of her maid in their own homes. Margaret has, in fact, arranged with Victoria to have Chrissy clean her house and do her laundry twice a week. It is an arrangement that Chrissy dreads, not just because of her fear of the dreaded Mrs Shay, but also because of the free reign her daughter Mandy has been given to make Chrissy’s life hell. Mandy, of course, is thrilled with the opportunity to tease, humiliate and punish the hapless sissy maid for the slightest fault, real or imagined.

Tonight their wish has been granted and a good time is being had by all. All except Chrissy the maid who is trying to stay out of everyone’s way as much as possible. Not least because of the way her wife has dressed her for the occasion. An even tighter corset than normal is reducing her waist by more than six inches to a girly twenty six inches. An eight strap garter belt is holding up fifteen denier white stockings that fully encase her waxed legs. She is perched precariously on top of six inch high pink glittery heels. G-cup breast forms are glued to her hairless chest and held in place by a tight push-up bra. On top of all that she is wearing the pink sissy party dress that her wife bought her as a reward for being a good girl. It is ridiculously short, with giant puff sleeves. Only a little girl would ever wear something like it. A wide pink sash pulls her waist in further and accentuates her new hourglass figure. The short dress, which barely reaches the tops of her stockings, is flared out by thick petticoats, fully exposing her sissy pink silk bloomers. The bloomers hide the full metal chastity belt that Chrissy wears full time to ensure she does not disgrace herself. A matching oversized pink bow sits on top of her carefully styled long hair.

Washing dishes and glasses in the kitchen Chrissy can still overhear some of the ladies’ conversations which are centred mainly on the relationship between her mistress and her. Since they learned that Victoria regularly cuckolds her sissy husband they seem to be less interested in her maid and more interested in the men she regularly brings home for sex.

With excited voices they urge Victoria to give them details, graphic sexual details. It seems that they would all very much like to have lovers too but did not dare take the steps Victoria has to achieve their dreams.

The girl talk goes on for about an hour, with the maid being ignored as she flits between the guests to top up their drinks. No thank yous are offered until Chrissy goes to top up her wife’s wine.

‘What do you say Chrissy?’ Victoria asks her sissy maid.

Chrissy is puzzled for a moment until she realises that her mistress has thought of yet another way to demean her. ‘Thank you ma’am,’ she simpers with a curtsy. After that the ladies all demand that the maid thank them for the privilege each time she serves them.

When the doorbell rings Victoria says she will get it and Chrissy gets a shock a moment later when her wife ushers a man into the lounge. He is a tall, handsome and dark Hispanic man with a sculptured muscular body and Chrissy wonders if her wife has arranged a stripper to entertain her friends. But, when Victoria leads the man straight to her she is mortified.

‘Hector,’ she says, ‘this is my sissy husband. He likes to dress as a woman and serve me as my maid. Chrissy, this is Hector or Senor Rodriguez to you. Hector is a male stripper at the gay nightclub in town.’

‘I prefer the term exotic dancer,’ Hector smiles as his eyes roam over Chrissy’s body, taking in her frilly part frock and high heels before focussing on her face with its enlarged lips and huge fake eyelashes.

‘How do you think she looks?’ Victoria asks Hector as Chrissy stands holding her silver serving tray, red in the face and completely unable to look this man in the eyes.

‘He’s a common stripper and a gay one at that,’ Chrissy is thinking, ‘but at least he isn’t dressed as a ridiculous sissy pansy!’

‘Not bad,’ Hector finally answers. ‘Bring her to our club some night. We have several customers who like this sort of thing. The lighting is dim so I’m sure she will get some action.’

‘How about tonight; right here and now,’ Chrissy’s wife asks. ‘Does she look good enough for you to fuck?’

‘You are paying my fee lady,’ he replies. ‘For that kind of money I will fuck anybody in the room.’

‘No, No, NO!’ Chrissy thinks. ‘This can’t be happening, it just can’t!’

Victoria turns to her visibly shaken sissy husband and informs her, ‘You like to pretend you’re a woman Chrissy, well tonight you’re going to be treated like one. Senor Rodriguez here is going to use you like a whore and my friends and I are going to watch.’

‘Please ma’am,’ Chrissy manages as she turns pleading eyes on her mistress.

‘Enough Chrissy,’ Victoria warns her. ‘You are going to suck Hector’s cock and then he is going to fuck your tight little ass. This is long overdue for you so don’t give me any back chat. Or would you like me to throw you out right now, in front of my friends. How long do you think you would survive without me? You need to remember you are my property Chrissy and how I use my property to amuse myself and my friends is my business, is it not?’

‘Yes ma’am,’ Chrissy mumbles in humble resignation.

‘Right, she’s all yours Hector,’ Victoria smiles, ‘and Chrissy,’ she says, turning back to her maid, ‘We want to hear lots of girly moaning and squealing. You’re a little sissy slut and we all expect you to behave like one….or else!’

With that Hector steps forward and takes Chrissy in his arms, turning his head to kiss her on the mouth. The touch of Hector’s lips against her lipstick both repulses and excites the poor confused maid. When Hector’s tongue begins trying to force its way between Chrissy’s collagen infused lips she feels something inside her give and, with a sigh, she lifts her arms to wrap them around the stripper’s neck.

After several minutes of deep snogging Chrissy feels Hector’s hands slide down to her frilly panty covered ass as he pulls her tightly against him, his erection poking against the hard metal of her chastity belt. Then, stepping back slightly, the bronzed Spaniard looks deeply into Chrissy’s shy humiliated eyes before gently applying pressure to her shoulders, encouraging her to drop to her knees in front of him.

As Chrissy’s knees touch the floor she watches as if in a dream as her hands, which seem to have a mind of their own, reach up for Hector’s belt. Once loosened, his pants slide easily down to his ankles revealing a purple bikini thong, bulging with its contents and showing a dark wet-spot of pre-cum.

Chrissy’s shaking fingers struggle to get the uncooperative thong over Hector’s still growing cock and eventually Hector has to help her until the impressive nine inch monster pops out, making Chrissy jump as it slaps her across her face.

The ladies are crowding around for a closer look, ‘oohing and aahing’ about Hector’s equipment and taking turns to fondle his tight ass cheeks. Hector is an adult entertainer and this is what he does for a living so he is enjoying putting on a show. While the girls are fondling him he puts a hand on the back of Chrissy’s head and pulls her face toward his cock.

When his knob touches Chrissy’s lips she does not resist, opening her mouth wide to accommodate him. Remembering all the hours of practice she’s had on her mistress’ dildo, she begins to suck and bob her head, running her thick lips up and down the length of Hector’s cock, slowly at first then faster and faster.

‘Suck him you gay whore,’ Margaret hisses at her.

Jennifer, sliding her arm around Victoria’s waist, says, ‘Look at her go. No way is this her first blow job Vicky. You married a cock-sucking faggot darling.’

‘Don’t I know it,’ laughs Chrissy’s wife.

‘Just look at your husband suck that dick,’ Angie from across the road sneers, ‘he’s been on his knees to a man before!’

Victoria bends down and takes hold of Hector’s cock. ‘Suck it you gay sissy,’ she snaps, ‘all the way. I want to see your chin touching his balls.’

‘Your husband looks so cute dressed like a girl and giving a blowjob,’ Susan, Victoria’s old school friend sighs.

‘I can’t believe I never realised before I married her,’ Chrissy’s wife laughs. ‘Keep sucking that cock you little bitch,’ she barks, ‘I want to see him shooting his load down your slutty throat.’

Chrissy keeps sucking as the girls taunt her, hearing cheers when she pulls back to run her tongue in little circles around the rim of Hector’s cock, wanking it with her hand as she pokes her tongue out to lick up the pre-cum streaming from its slit.

‘Look at those balls,’ cries Sasha; the beautician friend of Victoria’s who did Chrissy’s lips and eyelashes. ‘See how tight they are? They are loaded with jism. Warm salty cum that he’s going to shoot in your sissy mouth!’

Hector has had enough teasing and places his hands on either side of Chrissy’s head, taking control and thrusting his hips to skull fuck the helpless maid.

The women become even more excited and Chrissy is vaguely aware of shouts of ‘Fuck him Hector, fuck that slut! Empty those balls in her gay fucking mouth! Give that faggot your load, choke the bitch!’

Victoria leans in close again and barks in Chrissy’s face, ‘Take his load you miserable excuse for a husband but don’t swallow it. I married a gay, sissy faggot and now I want to see her mouth filled with cum from another man’s balls!’

‘That’s some husband you have there,’ someone laughs, ‘no wonder you bring real men home to fuck you!’

‘Hey Victoria,’ Angie, the neighbour, says loudly for all to hear, ‘I hate giving my husband blow jobs. Can I send him over here so your sissy husband can suck him off instead?’ Everyone laughs at that.

Hector’s grip on Chrissy’s head gets harder as his fingers curl to grasp her hair and he suddenly starts fucking her mouth much faster. Then suddenly he slows, groans deeply and begins making short sharp staccato thrusts into the maid’s mouth. His cum splashes against the back of Chrissy’s throat and, remembering her wife’s instructions, Chrissy fights to keep as much as possible in her mouth. But, even though her lips are tightly sealed around Hector’s cock, some of the thick creamy jism seeps from the corners of her mouth to run slowly down her chin.

Margaret runs into the kitchen to retrieve one of Chrissy’s washing up gloves which she quickly dons to start scooping it up and smearing it all over Chrissy’s face. ‘A good sissy maid like you doesn’t want to disappoint her mistress by letting any of that delicious cum go to waste,’ she says in a mocking tone. ‘A real girl want’s to feel a man’s cum all over her face. You do want to be a real girl don’t you sissy Chrissy?’

Chrissy can only blink in reply as Hector withdraws his prick from her mouth, only for Margaret to take hold of it in her rubber gloved hand and rub it all over Chrissy’s face, smearing her makeup. Victoria watches as her friend slaps the stripper’s cock all over her sissy husband’s sweating red face, then leans over to push back her head and tell her to open wide and show everyone how much cum she has managed to suck from her boyfriend’s cock.

Chrissy hears the click of camera phones and closes her eyes against the bright flashes as several of the women snap pictures of the maid on her knees, dressed like a sissy girl with her mouth full of another man’s jism.

‘Swallow it,’ Chrissy’s wife commands and, with eyes tight shut, she obeys her mistress wife.

‘Right, stand up and drop those sissy panties slut,’ Victoria orders her maid. ‘Now get up on the couch on your hands and knees.’

All of Victoria’s friends gather excitedly around with phone cameras at the ready as Chrissy hurries to obey her wife’s instructions, fearing that another public caning is in her immediate future.

Chrissy doesn’t know whether to be relieved or more afraid still when Victoria asks her, ‘Would you like Hector to fuck you now?’

‘Please ma’am,’ Chrissy begs, knowing any tiny shred of masculinity she had left is truly gone now and that all she has left is her devotion to her mistress.

‘Please ma’am what Chrissy?’ Victoria pushes.

‘I just want to please you ma’am. I love you so much! I’d do anything for you! But I don’t want to be gay! I only want you.’

‘Ahh, bless her little cotton socks,’ teases Jennifer.

‘Ask Hector to fuck you faggot,’ Chrissy’s wife snarls right into his face. ‘Ask him to stick his big cock up your sissy ass. Do it!’

‘Wriggle your butt,’ Susan says in a mocking voice. ‘Let him know you’re a gay sissy and your ass is ready to be fucked!’

Lost and in tears Chrissy obeys her tormentress and wriggles her butt as she begs Hector for his cock.

Smiling as he climbs onto the couch, Hector parts Chrissy’s knees and gets between them. Chrissy drops her head in shame as she feels him spread open her cheeks. She jumps as she feels something cold and wet against her hole. Hector knows what he is doing as he slowly and gently works the lubrication into Chrissy’s ass, first one finger then two. Shamed as she is, Chrissy can’t deny it feels good. Neither can she deny how feminine she feels as she is finger fucked like a real woman.

Next Hector lathers his cock encouraging it back to hardness with the help of two of the ladies. Chrissy knows it is time. She knows there is no way out of this, it’s gone too far. Any hope of ever being a man again is gone. She is surrounded by jeering women taking pictures to commemorate her shame but she no longer cares. All she wants is to please her mistress. All she wants is to cum, even if it has to be as a girl. All she wants is to be fucked for her wife’s amusement.

As she feels the large mushroom head of Hector’s prick touch her hole she looks up at her wife with tears rolling down her cheeks. ‘I love you ma’am,’ she declares softly.

Victoria smiles sweetly as she leans in till her lips almost touch those of her husband, ‘That’s Miss Harrison to you slut,’ she states coldly.

Hector pushes forward, gently at first and Chrissy feels her puckered little hole resist. Then slowly, as the hard rod of male flesh forces its way in, the virgin sissy asshole begins to yield and finally surrenders to its first lover. As the head of Hector’s cock probes back and forth the initial pain is replaced by pleasure and Chrissy learns what it means to be taken by another man.

The sensations soon become too much for Hector and he slams forward burying himself balls deep in the squirming crying sissy, whose hips he grabs as he begins a slow in and out motion. The feelings of that huge cock sliding back and forth in and out of the tight but well lubricated asshole were almost unbearably pleasurable for both man and sissy. Their moans rise in unison, matching the increasing tempo of thrusts.

‘Wow, Angie gasps to Chrissy’s wife, ‘listen to the little bitch moan. She is one hot piece of ass!’

Victoria laughs at her friend’s expression and Hector joins in, ‘She’s right about that. Your husband’s ass is virgin tight but she fucks like a pro, look how she moves on my cock when I stop thrusting.’

Sure enough, Chrissy was humping her sissy ass back and forth, clearly revelling now in the loss of her masculinity.

‘You want me to fuck her properly,’ Hector asks, ‘like a man fucks a woman?’

‘Yes, yes I do,’ Victoria enthuses as she looks to Jennifer and the two gorgeous women hug.

‘On your back Chrissy, legs in the air,’ Victoria orders her maid. ‘Doggy style is fine, but a woman belongs on her back, looking up at the man who’s fucking her and kissing him as he pumps his load into her.’

Chrissy moans in disappointment as Hector pulls his cock from her ass. He slaps her backside and she obediently turns over to lay on her back pointing her heels at the ceiling. Hector lifts her hips and shoves a cushion under her ass. Chrissy’s little pink hole is now staring at his hard-on.

Slowly but with less resistance this time, the head of Hector’s cock enters Chrissy’s most private place. Chrissy feels her legs being lifted and placed over the Spanish stripper’s broad shoulders and, when he lowers himself down on top of her Chrissy finds she can’t move. All she can do is lie still and take her man’s cock like a woman. As she opens her mouth to gasp her surrender, Hector covers it with his own, forcing his tongue between her lips as he forces his rock hard cock into her bowels.

Hector’s elbows are resting on the couch, his hands locked with Chrissy’s at either side of her head. His chest is pushing down on her fake boobs and he can feel the metal plate of her chastity belt pressing against his well-defined abs through her party dress.

With her lover’s weight holding her down, his tongue darting in and out of her mouth and his cock thrusting in and out of her ass, Chrissy has never felt so helpless or so feminine. Resigned to the fact that she can do nothing to stop what is happening, Chrissy tries to concentrate on the sensations that are building in her loins. Hector is fucking her faster and faster and she closes her eyes, crying out her frustration, her loneliness and her lust.

Hector is nearing his climax and suddenly slows, remembering his audience. ‘Shall I cum inside her?’ he asks them.

The women respond with calls of, ‘Fuck her! Cum in her ass! Shoot that load up her gay sissy ass! Empty your balls in the bitch!’

Hector looks at Victoria seeking final approval, ‘She’s your sissy husband. Do you want me to give her a cream pie?’

Victoria’s answer told Chrissy what the future held for them. It sealed her fate. Chrissy was no longer Victoria’s husband and would never be treated or thought of as such again by anyone in that room.

‘She’s my maid not my husband, my slut not my partner, my property not my equal. Fill her girly ass with your spunk!’

Hearing that, Hector’s ass starts pumping harder and faster. The feeling of his huge balls slapping against her ass is making Chrissy’s own tiny penis leak pre-cum inside the walls of its tiny prison. Suddenly her eyes go wide and she screams as she feels his cock grow even larger and harder inside her. Hector throws back his head, a loud bellow escaping his wide open mouth as Chrissy stares at the tendons sticking out under the skin of his neck. She swears she can feel the warmth of his spunk as it hoses her insides.

As she lies crushed beneath the sweating heaving body of her lover, Chrissy realises that she has just taken a man’s seed deep inside her body. She will go to bed tonight knowing that she is carrying that seed inside her and will fall asleep with it leaking out to stain her panties.

‘Don’t pull out yet,’ Angie the neighbour pleads urgently. ‘Wait till I get my phone in position, I want to capture it on video.’

Hector waits until Angie is ready then begins to slowly withdraw his cock. Chrissy’s legs are still pointing at the ceiling and Hector has hold of her ankles. Her ass feels warm and wet and she can’t help squeezing her muscles trying to hold the warm rod of man flesh inside her for just a little longer. Its exit leaves her feeling empty and lost.

Still holding up Chrissy’s legs Hector moves to the side to allow Angie and Susan to get a close up view of his cum running out of the maid’s puckered little hole. Victoria comes over and reaches down scooping some of Hector’s cum up on her fingers. As she does she notices that a thin stream of cum is running out of the drainage hole in Chrissy’s chastity belt. She scoops some of that too then brings her fingers to Chrissy’s mouth and tells her to open up.

‘A woman should know the taste of her man’s juices mixed with her own,’ she says, ‘eat your cream pie sissy.’

As Chrissy opens her mouth her wife wipes her foamy fingers on her tongue. Not wanting to miss out, the other women line up to each take a scoop of cum and push it into Chrissy’s mouth.

‘So how did it feel to cum like a woman?’ Jennifer asks as she dries her fingers in Chrissy’s hair.

‘No way can she deny she’s gay now,’ laughs Susan.

‘Wow Chrissy,’ sneers Margaret, ‘just when I thought you couldn’t possibly sink any lower, you surprise me. You must be so proud, cumming with a gay stripper’s cock up your ass!’

That got a laugh from everyone, including Hector, who’s cum soaked cock was dripping on the couch. Victoria notices and points to it, ‘We can’t send him home like that. Get up Chrissy, clean your lover’s cock and thank him for fucking you.’

Feeling like she has no pride left to loose, Chrissy gets to her knees in front of Hector who is now reclining on the couch. She thanks him for fucking her and then takes his shrinking cock into her mouth to suck it clean.

‘She really likes cock now doesn’t she,’ laughs Angie. ‘Hey Hector, do you think you can get it up for a third time? I think Chrissy is looking for another mouth full.’

Hearing this, the other women join in, ‘Yea, come on Hector, the poor slut is hungry for it!’ ‘You’ve got a proper cock hungry little slut on your hands now Victoria!’

Hector is still spent and thinks he may have to disappoint his audience; the sissy faggot really drained him. ‘I think I may have to come back another time,’ he smiles.

Jennifer whispers something in Victoria’s ear and they both laugh. ‘We have an idea Hector,’ suggests Victoria. ‘Chrissy get off your knees. You’re going to lie across Senor Rodriguez’s knees so that he can spank you!’

Victoria’s friends cheer as Chrissy gets to her feet. She was wrong before, she did have a tiny bit of pride left. She knows that because she can feel in leave her now as she lies forward over Hector’s bare legs.

‘Spank her, spank her,’ the ladies begin to chant.

‘One – Two – Three,’ they count as the Spaniard lays into Chrissy’s cheeks. He is clearly not holding back as each slap leaves an angry red hand print behind.

After the first slap Chrissy knows she is in trouble. After the third she is kicking her legs and begging for mercy.

‘Nobody feels sorry for you Chrissy,’ Jennifer informs the wriggling maid. ‘You deserve this for being a little slut, leading this poor man astray!’

That had everyone in hysterics. Everyone apart from Chrissy who is starting to panic now as the red hot pain built towards being unbearable.

‘Lay still you stupid girl!’ yells Chrissy’s wife. ‘The more you struggle the longer this will go on for!’

After a total of twenty four agonising strokes, a sobbing Chrissy hurries to retake her place at the feet of her conqueror, her mouth impaled once more on his now steel hard cock.

Hector smiles contentedly as he leans back on the comfortable couch with his eyes closed. As he reaches out to put a hand on the back of the sissy maids head he thinks what a great night this has been. Great sex breaking in a new sissy faggot and getting paid for it, he could definitely use some more nights like this.

‘Suck him sissy,’ Victoria orders, as she takes a seat beside Hector, ‘suck him good.’

‘Yea,’ adds Jennifer as she takes the empty seat on Hector’s other side, ‘like the horny little sissy slut you are.’

As Chrissy looks up from her task it is to see the two beautiful women leaning towards each other, rubbing their hands over Hector’s naked chest and stomach as they kiss each other deeply.

Chrissy doesn’t know if the show is to tease her or to excite Hector but it appears to be working as he feels simultaneously, Hector’s hips beginning to push forward and her own little dicklet straining pointlessly against the metal walls of its cage. She’d never managed to become hard so soon after cumming before. She’d never been a stud like Hector and she knew she never would be. It could be months before she gets another opportunity for relief and, no doubt any such reward, when it is finally allowed, will involve more unbearable humiliation for his wife’s amusement.

Hector is grunting now, thrusting his hips, fucking Chrissy’s mouth as Victoria and Jennifer run their long nails up and down the insides of his thighs. Then finally, with an almost inhuman groan of release, he is pumping the last of his cum into Chrissy’s waiting mouth.

As Hector’s penis drops from Chrissy’s lips the girls are crouched either side with their cameras pointed.

‘Show us sissy,’ someone insists, ‘show us his load. Open up and let’s see his cum!’

Beyond humiliation now Chrissy obediently opens her mouth wide, swirling Hector’s jism around with her tongue. Turning her head from side to side she makes sure all the women get a picture before taking one big gulp and opening up to show he has swallowed it all.

Hector leaves as soon as he feels able to stand and Victoria shows him out with her maid. ‘You know you could make some decent money out of her down at the club,’ Hector advises Victoria as Chrissy kneels, head down kissing his boots and thanking him for his visit. ‘We have several customers who would pay well for the chance to fuck such a submissive little slut.’

‘I’ll bear it in mind for the future,’ Victoria smiles before telling Chrissy to get up and open the door for her guest. ‘Say goodnight to Senor Rodriguez Chrissy,’ she orders.

‘Good night Senor Rodriguez sir,’ Chrissy says as she curtsies deeply.

‘Now fetch my guests’ coats. You have some more thank yous to say as my friends leave. Then you have a lot of tidying up to do before you can go to your sad lonely little bed.’

‘Yes Miss Harrison.’

‘Oh and Chrissy,’

‘Yes Miss Harrison?’

‘I was very pleased with your behaviour tonight. I was actually starting to feel sorry for you and toying with the idea of us going back to a loving vanilla relationship. After tonight that is no longer possible. I hope you realise that. You’ll never be my husband again. You’ll never be a man but you’ll never be a real woman either. You are just a thing, a means to an end, an amusement for me. I don’t expect to have to explain that to you again.’

‘Yes Miss Harrison.’

‘Furthermore, your little accident tonight, which you may think has gone unpunished, has led me to another decision. In future your chastity belt will remain in place for your cummies. Removals for cleaning will be supervised, you will be restrained and misbehaviour will be discouraged by use of the cane both prior to removal and after refitting. That pathetic little thing of yours has never been of any use to me and so I see no reason why it should ever need to get hard. Relief for you will be a rarity that I don't intend to waste any more time on than absolutely necessary. If and when I do decide to grant it, it will be as tonight, with the chastity belt in place.’

‘You may carry on.’

‘Yes Miss Harrison.’

‘Please Miss Harrison, may I please kiss your shoes?’

‘Certainly not. Now get on with your work you worthless little bitch.’

After a deep curtsy a dejected sissy maid turns away and minces off to carry out the orders of her beautiful wife, her little dicklet straining harder than ever against its now permanent captivity.

‘Get back here,’ Victoria shouts. ‘I don’t think I heard a thank you.’

‘Thank you Miss Harrison,’ Chrissy says quickly as she curtsies again.

‘I will leave my shoes on the stairs when I go to bed. You may lick them clean inside and out. Then I want them polished perfectly and put away before I get up in the morning, is that clear?’ Victoria asks, arms crossed and waiting for her maid’s response.

‘Yes Miss Harrison. Thank you Miss Harrison.’ Chrissy blurts happily before curtsying especially deeply, pathetically grateful for her wife’s small show of affection and wondering how her chastity cage could possibly be resisting the strength of the erection she feels her body trying pointlessly to achieve.
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