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Part 1

Becoming Her Maid
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Chapter 1

The Secret

Amy snuck up behind me and whispered into my ear, “I know your dirty little secret.” I flinched at the surprise and then felt a feeling of dread consume me.

Could she have really discovered my secret? I’ve taken so much care to hide it all these years.

I could feel the pink thong I was wearing burning against my skin as I thought about it, my secret. Had my wife really discovered that I liked to wear women’s clothing? Was this the moment I had been dreading for years?

I tried to play it cool and casually turned around to face her. “Secret? What secret?” I replied, hoping she was talking about something else.

Her hands grabbed my waist and slowly worked their way down. I could feel my heart beating faster as they neared my hidden panties. Her hands were now on my hips as they crept into my pants. I took a big swallow and then her hands yanked down them down along with boxers, exposing my tiny pink thong.

My hands quickly darted in front of my crotch, trying to block her view.

“Oh? Are these not a secret?” she teased me.

“What the hell? What are you doing?” I yelled as I tried to discreetly pull my pants back up without showing my panties.

She rolled her eyes at me as I fumbled with my clothes. “Give it up. I already saw them and I obviously knew you were wearing them to begin with,” she said.

My heart was still beating fast, but it started to slow down thanks to her calm reaction to the situation. During all my years of sneaking panties under my clothes, I had always expected her to be furious when or if she ever found out. This was definitely not the reaction I had expected. Though even if she was seemingly okay with it, I still decided to pull my pants back up anyways. I didn’t like the feeling of being exposed in my panties in front of her.

As I buttoned my pants back up she crossed her arms and gave me a curious look. “So, Chris… How long have you been wearing panties?” she asked me.

I stared at her blankly.

Do I tell her the truth or do I give her an answer that sounds less ridiculous?

I decided on the latter. I wasn’t ready to tell her that I had loved the feeling of wearing women’s clothing since before we met. Since I was in college. “Uhh, I don’t know. Just a few months, I guess,” I lied.

She frowned at my answer. “A few months? So what, our marriage and sex life are no longer satisfying for you so you have to find your own way to spice things up?” she said, her tone slowly growing with anger.

I instantly realized that I had taken the wrong route. She didn’t want to think that I had done this because of her or because there was something wrong or missing from our marriage. I needed to tell her the truth. That this has always been my preference that has nothing to do with her.

“Fine, no. I’ve been wearing them since college,” I said with a sigh. I couldn’t believe I was finally telling her the truth. Finally admitting my secret after all of these years hiding it.

From the look on her face, I was certain that she didn’t believe me. “Oh, really?” she said emphatically. She definitely didn’t believe me.

“Yes! I swear!” I exclaimed.

The look on her face faded into a more pensive look. As if she was trying to look into my soul and pull out my truths. “Why college? Why did it start then?” she asked.

I sighed again. I knew I didn’t have a choice, but I really didn’t want to tell her these details. “It all started when I was rushing my fraternity in college. They made me and the other pledges shave our legs, put on skimpy cheerleading outfits, and cheer for them during a football game. It was extremely embarrassing,” I explained.

She stared at me, annoyed. “And…?,” she prodded me for more information.

I continued, “Well, the outfit they gave me included a little pink thong. Because I really wanted to get in, I wore it along with the costume. The feeling of first putting it on was mind-blowing. It felt so good. So right. It was what got me through that embarrassing day.”

“So you’ve been wearing tiny pink thongs ever since?”

“Some times pink, some times black or other colors. Whichever color matches my mood when I put them on.”

“Oh really? And what does pink say about your current mood?”

“It, uhh… it means that I’m horny and that I felt a bit naughty,” I said as I scratched the back of my head in embarrassment.

This is torture. I can’t believe we’re having this conversation.

This time she sighed. “So you’re horny but instead of bringing that energy to me, you decided to wear girly panties instead?”

“I knew you weren’t in the mood and I didn’t want to bother you. I figured I would just wear these as a way to satisfy my arousal until I could find a moment to jerk off.”

Her eyes squinted at me with a look of anger. “How do you know I’m not in the mood?” she asked pointedly.

“Because you’re wearing bikini briefs. Whenever you wear those you’re either on your period, not feeling sexy, or whatever. But you’re definitely never in the mood for sex when you wear them,” I replied.

She laughed at my answer. “I didn’t realize you were so perceptive!” she exclaimed. I returned an awkward chuckle. “You can’t blame me for not feeling like sex when I’ve just found out that my husband likes to wear panties though, can you?”

I nervously broke our eye contact, not liking the direction the conversation had turned. “I suppose not. Not if you’re not into it,” I said meekly.

“Which I’m definitely not,” she replied.

“Oh,” I let out sadly. Hearing her words made my heart shatter. Was this the end of our happy marriage as I knew it? Was this the end of everything good in my life because I couldn’t resist wearing these panties?

A smirk formed on her face. “I do know a good way to have fun with it though,” she said.

Her tone made me more nervous. “You do?” I asked hesitantly.

She nodded as she said, “Oh, yes. I’m going to have so much fun telling all of our friends and family about my husband’s secret fetish.”


Chapter 2

The Truth

“You wouldn’t!” I shouted at her. I was surprised by my sudden outburst, but I couldn’t refrain. I couldn’t allow her to tell the world about my secret.

Her eyebrows furrowed at me, giving me a look of disbelief. “And why wouldn’t I? You’ve been lying to me for years. So why shouldn’t my retribution be to spread your secret to everyone we’ve known during those years?” she said.

Is she being serious or just messing with me? I was just doing something innocent for myself in my free time without her. It’s not like I was cheating on her.

“Because you’re my loving wife and because you love me you wouldn’t need retribution?” I retorted.

“Hah!” she laughed out. “I don’t even know who you are anymore, Chris. For all I know you could have been sneaking out dressed up as a woman getting fucked by half the town.”

My eyes bulged in shock. “What?! Is that what you really think?”

Her shoulders shrugged. “I don’t know what to think anymore. I don’t know what other secrets you have been hiding from me. From the wife you supposedly love.”

“Can we go sit down somewhere?” I asked. My body and mind felt exhausted already. This conversation was not going well and I knew it would get worse before it got better. I was going to have to tell her everything so that she could trust me, and hopefully understand. And for that, I would need to be seated.

“Fine.”

I lead her into our living room and sat down on the couch. I patted the seat next to me, but she opted to sit in the other side, away from me.

“First, I do love you. I always have and always will,” I said, hoping to win back some points.

“And…?”

I let out a huff of air as my eyes dropped down to my hands. This was going to be hard to admit.

“As you know, I have been keeping a secret from you. But’ it’s not just the panties that I like. I like it all. I like wearing stockings, bras, dresses… all of it. It… it makes me feel sexy and more complete in a way. It’s hard to explain,” I admitted.

She just stared at me for a while. I could see her mind working through the look in her eyes and it terrified me to wonder what she might say next.

Finally, she said, “So you have a whole secret stash of panties and dresses somewhere?” I could tell she was trying to stay calm to gather more information, but after knowing her for so long it was hard to miss the hint of venom in her tone.

I looked back at her and tried to force an awkward smile as I said, “Yeah… I do.”

She immediately stood up. “Show me,” she demanded.

I didn’t consider that she would want to see my stash!

I felt a pain in my stomach. A nausea. She wasn’t going to like this. And neither was I.

I stood up and started walking upstairs, towards my office. As she followed me closely behind, I quickly tried to catalog everything that I had. Specifically, everything that she might be shocked or horrified by. I knew I wouldn’t have much time to hide it, if any, but I could try.

Once we were in my office, I opened my closet door to the right side. From the casual glance, it was just filled with old workout clothes and jackets and boxes of junk, but there was more than the casual eye could see. I took a deep breath and let it out in a long exhale before my arms went up and reached for a box. I set it down on the ground as Amy squatted next to it. On top was just some old swimming trunks which I discarded to display my first stash.

She started ravenously picking through the box, pulling out panties, stockings, bras, and garter belts. She seemed to be making two piles of it on the floor and was continually sorting them as she pulled more clothes out. I couldn’t figure out her reasoning nor could I imagine a good motive behind it.

When she had gone through the entire box she looked up at me. “You said you had dresses. Where are the dresses?” she asked.

I reached up and grabbed another box and set it down. This one had some hiking gear on top which Amy quickly toss out of the way. When she found the first dress she gasped as she picked it up and held it in front of herself. “This was mine! I gave it to you to donate!” she exclaimed.

I nervously scratched the back of my head. “Yeah, well… it always looked so sexy on you… I thought it might look sexy on me, too,” I replied, again trying to sneak in a complement to appease her.

She looked up at me with a surprised look. “Oh,” she let out as if suddenly understanding me better. “How naughty.”

I forced another smile as a response.

She picked up another dress and again gasped. “This was mine, too!” She continued pulling out dresses and sorting them in her two piles. I didn’t have a lot of dresses, just five or six, but I was a big fan of all of them.

When she had finished looking through the box she looked up at the shelf the boxes had come from and then back to me, her eyes squinting. “What else do you have hidden up there?” she asked.

Do I lie to hide my toys or do I let just let it all out now. She’ll probably find out eventually.

I couldn’t take the idea of her finding more than she already had so I lied. “I’m pretty sure that’s everything,” I said.

She stood up, her eyes still darting back and forth between me and the closet. “Well, I think I’m going to take a look for myself,” she said. I felt like I had been punched in the stomach. She was about to catch me in another lie. She continued, “While you put all of this on.”

I watched as her hand pointed to one of her two piles. I hadn’t noticed before but it was much smaller than the other. She had been picking out an outfit for me to wear.

“Seriously?” I asked.

“Just because I don’t feel sexy today doesn’t mean that you can’t. Get dressed.” Her last words were firm and strong. She wasn’t joking.

I took a deep gulp as I looked back down at the pile.

“Yes, dear.”


Chapter 3

The Stash

My body was shaking nervously as I took off my clothes in front of my wife. She had seen me naked thousands of times over the course of our marriage, but she had never seen me wearing panties or any women’s clothing in the past.

As I took off my pants, I stared at the tiny pink thong that I was already wearing, unsure if I should take it off or not. For now, I decided to keep it on until I knew if there would be a replacement in the pile of clothes she had set out for me to wear. Saying I felt vulnerable in that moment as I wore nothing but a pink thong would be an understatement. I quickly squatted down so that my panties were hidden as I looked through the pile of clothes.

The pile contained a dress along with a bra, garter belt, thigh highs, and in deed, panties. I stood up to quickly pull off the pink thong and as I did, I noticed Amy pull down a box from my closet.

That’s a good choice. That one just has old camping gear in it.

She set it down and started digging through it as I discreetly tossed the pink thong into the back of the closet and out of view. I then reached down and picked up the pair of panties she wanted me to wear. It was an all black pair of cheeky panties with lace trim. I stepped into them and pulled them up. I loved the feeling of cheeky panties as the seem slipped into my butt crack.

They fit snuggly, especially once I tucked my dick down between my legs. Once again I was caught off guard as I noticed Amy watching me as I did so. “Don’t want anybody thinking you’re a man when you have panties on, huh?” she asked.

I was so startled by her question that I almost fell over as I was reaching for the bra. “It, uhh, it’s just more comfortable this way!” I said defensively as I regained my balance and covered my crotch with my hands.

She rolled her eyes at me as she stood up from the box. “Yeah, because they’re not meant to be worn by people with dicks,” she said as she turned back to the closet to grab another box.

Well they should be. These panties are way more comfortable than any men’s underwear I’ve ever worn. Why can’t we wear thongs and cheeky underwear?

I watched as she considered which box to select next. She grabbed one which I knew was a good choice for me.

I think that one just has old shoes in it. Is she going to go through every box or will she get tired of trying eventually? Maybe I can distract her by finishing getting dressed.

With that idea in mind, I quickly reached down and picked up the bra. It was a black lacy bra that matched my panties very closely. I put my arms through the straps and reached back around to attach the hooks. Next, I reached down for the garter belt. I wrapped it around my waist and hooked it in the back just as I had with the bra.

The next piece was my favorite, the thigh highs. I could still remember the first time I wore some back in college. I had just shaved my legs for the first time and the silky smooth feeling of the stockings on my sensitive legs was like ecstasy. It wasn’t as nice these days with hair on my legs, but I still loved the feeling nonetheless. I slipped each one on and attached them to the straps of the garter belt.

Finally, I picked up the dress and stood up, holding it out in front of me. It was also all black. It had puffy sleeves and was tight around the waist before flaring out at the bottom. I heard a crashing noise and looked up to see Amy knocking something down in my closet as she tried to reach for another box. I had been so entranced in getting dressed that I had actually forgotten about my wife trying to find the rest of my stash. I continued to watch her nervously as I stepped through the dress and pulled it up. As I reached my arms through the puffy sleeves, she pulled out another box.

Oh no! This is it! This is the box I don’t want her to see!

I swiftly pulled the dress on and reached back for the zipper. I fumbled with it as Amy was just setting the box down, but finally manage to grab it and pull it up most of the way.

“Think you could help me with this?” I quickly asked her as I turned around, trying to distract from the box.

It was quiet for a moment so I looked over my shoulder to see what was happening. She was just staring at me. Apparently she had been so wrapped up in what she was doing that she hadn’t been paying attention to me either. She was just now getting her first look at her husband wearing a dress and women’s lingerie.

She finally sighed as she pushed herself up and walked towards me. I heard a zip as I felt the dress tighten around my chest and turned around to face her. “Thanks,” I said.

She glared at me exasperatedly with one eyebrow raised. “Are you feeling sexier now?” she asked sarcastically.

I looked down at my outfit and adjust it so that it fit a little better. As I looked back at her I said, “Honestly, kind of, but I feel more nervous than anything.”

“Nervous? Why are you nervous? Do you think you look so sexy and irresistible that I might just have to throw you down and fuck you?” She really spat the last couple of words out.

“What? No! If I felt comfortable dressed up like this in front of you then I wouldn’t have kept it a secret,” I explained.

“Oh?” she let out. Her hand reached forward towards the bottom of my dress. Passing the dress and suddenly started to rubbing my dick through my panties. “So you’re not afraid of being taken advantage of as a sexy woman?”

My dick instantly started swelling up between my legs as she touched it. My body shivered. I had always dreamed of her and me fooling around, both dressed in sexy outfits, but I never thought it could actually happen. “Ohh,” I moaned as my eyes shut.

“Sexy woman? More like slutty woman if you’re just going to let me do whatever I want to you,” she whispered in my ear.

“Mmhmm,” I breathed out as her hand moved faster. Then it stopped and moved away. After a moment, I opened my eyes to see what was happening. She had stepped away and was facing the last box she had pulled down.

“Maybe I’ll take advantage of my slutty husband later, but first, I have another box to go through,” she said.


Chapter 4

The Toys

As she lifted the decoy objects off the top of the box, my heart started to pound.

Not this box, why does she have to open this box?!

While I had already admitted to wearing women’s clothing from time to time, I hadn’t told her anything about the contents of this box. My toys. And I really didn’t want her to look any deeper to find them. But she kept digging.

Piece by piece she was getting closer to the bottom of the box. My breath was getting heavier, but I tried to stay calm as I watched her. Then she finally found the first item.

“What the hell is this?” she asked as she held up a bag of pink plastic objects.

Dread consumed me and I groaned at her discovery. “It’s a chastity cage,” I finally admitted. “The rings go around my balls and then there’s a cage part that covers my penis. The two pieces lock together and stay on to deny arousal and prevent the man from touching it or pleasuring himself.”

I couldn’t believe that she had found the chastity cage let alone that I had just explained to her what is was for. A second ago I thought this day was turning around when she was rubbing my dick through my panties, but suddenly, it was rapidly growing worse once again.

She stared at the bag containing the chastity cage pieces for a while and then took some out to further inspect them. “So you’re saying this locks over your dick? With an actual lock and key?” she asked.

“Y-yeah,” I replied nervously. “I learned about it a long time ago, but it felt kind of silly without involving someone else.”

Her eyes suddenly lit up as a smile grew across her face. “Well consider someone involved now and put this on!” she said excitedly.

“Seriously?” I asked in shock.

“Uhh, yeah. I absolutely want the key to your dick. Lock it. Now,” she demanded.

I shrugged as took the cage from her and turned around. I wasn’t sure why I decided I needed privacy in front of my wife, but it seemed appropriate when putting the cage on. I lifted up my dress, pulled down my panties, and then started putting the cage on. I first slipped the ring around my balls and then covered my dick with the cage. Pressing the cage back until it connected to the ring was more difficult this time than it had been in the past as I found myself aroused from my wife telling me to lock it up. I kept trying though and eventually got them connected. I completed it by inserting the lock, turning the key, and pulling it out.

“Come on, let me see it!” Amy exclaimed behind me. I begrudgingly waddled back around to show her as I kept my panties down and my dress up. She knelt down and grabbed the cage, inspecting it now that it was installed. “Where’s the key?”

“It’s right here,” I said as I dangled the key from my hand to show her. She quickly snatched it from me. Her eagerness to have my key was a little nerve-racking, especially since I had no idea how the rest of this conversation, or day, would go. For now, she put the key in the lock and turned it back and forth and then pulled it out again with the cage still locked.

She stood up and said, “I think we’ll just leave that locked for now. Go ahead and pull up your panties.”

I did as I was told and felt myself starting to get more aroused in my cage.

She’s really starting to take charge over me. Making me dress up, demanding I lock myself in a chastity cage, and then taking my key. This is a lot more hot than I could have imagined.

“Now let’s see what else is in here,” she continued. My heart sunk again. She kept getting getting my hopes up only to shatter them a moment later. She started to dig around again until she pulled something else out. “Oh my, what’s this?”

She held up the object for me to see. It was a butt plug. 
I was really hoping she wouldn’t find that. That’s going to be harder to explain…

I just shrugged at her, not knowing what to say.

“Are you going to tell me that your frat brothers made you stick things up your ass, too?” she asked sarcastically.

I looked away from her anxiously as I had flashbacks to my time rushing my fraternity. “Well… uhh…” I stammered, not wanting to admit the truth.

Her face grimaced at my awkward response. “Okay, stop. I don’t even want to know,” she said to my relief. “So what? You fuck yourself with this? You like getting fucked?”
I rolled my eyes at her over the top assumption. “No… It just goes in and stays in. It feels… nice. A lot of men like anal stimulation. It’s not that weird,” I replied.

“Yes, that’s true,” she said calmly. “I just didn’t know my husband of the last three years was into it. It’s so nice to be learning so much about my husband today. It’s actually kind of funny. I always thought you were so vanilla sexually, but here you are with all of these… perverted fetishes.”

“I didn’t think you would be interested. I thought you would be scared or turned off by them if I told you.”

“Well now I know and I think we’re going to have some fun with them today. That means it’s time for you to shove this up your ass,” she said as she extended the butt plug for me to take.

I sighed as I reached out to accept it. I stepped forward and squatted down by the box and dug around until I found a bottle of lube and took it out. After applying a generous amount of it to the butt plug, I pulled down my panties and stuck it in.

“I bet you just feel so naughty now, don’t you? With you sexy lingerie, your chastity cage, and your ass stuffed,” she said in a mocking tone.

“I guess,” I replied. Normally I would have felt sexy dressed like this, but with her attitude towards it, I just felt silly and embarrassed.

She smirked at me. “Now that you’re all dolled up. I think it’s time for a little fun. Follow me.”


Chapter 5

The Apron

We left my office and started heading down the hallway. As I followed her, I felt relieved that she had stopped looking through the last box, but also nervous as I wondered what she was going to make me do next, now that she had made me wear a dress and lingerie.

I expected her to lead me into the bedroom at the end of the hall, but instead she took a left turn just before to lead me downstairs. She continued walking until finally stopping in the kitchen.

“If you’re going to dress up like a woman then I think you need to take on more of the classic female responsibilities and duties around the house. Like cooking and cleaning,” she said.

I was caught off guard by her statement. It sounded like she intended to let me wear women’s clothes around her. More than just this once. “You want me to dress up more? To cook and clean for you?” I asked for clarification.

“Yes, and we’re going to start now,” she confirmed as she walked to the other side of the kitchen and opened a drawer. She pulled out a white fabric and unfurled it as she turned and walked towards me. When she started tying it around my waist, I realized that it was an apron.

Once she had finished tying it on, she took a step back and giggled as she looked at me. “With that back dress and white apron you look just like a French maid!” she laughed out.

My cheeks burned with embarrassment, but as I looked down at the white apron against my fluffy black dress, I knew she was right. “I guess I do,” I agreed.

Amy suddenly stopped laughing as her eyes lit up again as if she just had a great idea come to her. “That’s it. That’s what I’m going to make you do!” she exclaimed joyfully.

“What’s it? What are you going to make me do?” I asked hesitantly.

She grinned at me and then took the key to my chastity cage out of her pocket and dangled it in front of me. “Now that I know your secret and have this key, you have to do whatever I say. And I say that you will be my maid from now on.”

I stared at her in disbelief.

Is my own wife blackmailing me? I can’t believe this!

Unable to come up with a response, she decided to continue discussing her idea as she circled around me. “Just think about it, Chris. You will get what you want by dressing up in your sexy little outfits. And I will get what I want, a husband who actually helps out around the house. Not to mention one that obeys and worships me the way that every woman should be.” As she spoke her voice grew more intense, more serious. I could tell she wasn’t joking.

Once my anger of being blackmailed settled, I flashed back to my time in my college fraternity, Sigma Omega. Back then, I thought I had been rushing the fraternity to become one of their members, but instead, they were testing me to be something different. After an unusual set of tests, instead of naming me their brother, they instead named me their house sissy. They, too, dressed me as a maid and made me clean for them. That was a long time ago, however, and was something I had put behind me, or so I thought. But perhaps as this was coming back into my life once again… Perhaps this was my destiny.

As I considered it, I knew that this time it would be different. It had to be. Being the maid for my wife would be a much different experience than being the maid for a large fraternity of young men. But to be honest, if being her maid allowed me to wear my women’s clothing and she would be okay with it, becoming her maid didn’t sound so bad. It actually sounded pretty sexy. My body started shaking with excitement. I started taking deep breaths to calm myself so I didn’t come off as too eager. I had to play it cool.

“You think I want to wear women’s clothing so much that I will just agree to become your maid?” I asked pointedly.

She frowned at my question. “Did you not understand the part where I have this key and your secret that I am very willing to tell people?”

“But I don’t even know how to cook or clean!”

“That’s exactly the problem, Chris. You make me do everything around here while you just play video games or tinker on your stupid little projects in the garage. Not anymore.”

She had a point. She did do a lot around the house while I spent a lot of time to myself. Perhaps I had been taking that for granted. I supposed I could help out a little more. If I got to continue dressing like this.

“Fine,” I sighed. I made sure to sound exasperated and like an unwilling participant. “I guess I can help out some more.”

She laughed loudly at my response. “Some more? No, no, dear. You’re going to do everything.”

“Everything?!”

She grinned at me as she stepped closer and firmly grabbed my ass. “That’s right, sweet cheeks. You’re the woman of the house now. Get to work.”

With that she walked away, leaving me standing alone dressed as a maid in the middle of the kitchen. I could feel my dick growing in my chastity cage, aroused by her dominant tone as she bossed me around. I glanced around the room and noticed dirty dishes scattered around, food scraps and trash on the counter, and a mess on the floor. Most of it leftover from my breakfast and lunch.

Sheesh. I never realized what a slob I was. I guess I really should clean this up at least.

I started picking up the trash from around the kitchen and then wiped off the counter top and cleaned the dishes. The floor was still a mess so I pulled out a broom and dustpan and swept up the crumbs and old food scraps. Before I knew it, almost an hour had passed.

She wants me to do this every day? This is taking forever and it’s just one room!

I looked around the room again and everything appeared much better so I went to find Amy in the living room. “I finished cleaning the kitchen,” I told her.

She looked at me bemused. “And? You still have the rest of the house to clean,” she said. My shoulders slumped at the realization that I would need to do more than just clean the kitchen. I would need to clean the entire house.

As I turned to walk away and get started, she shouted back at me, “Oh, and you should wash my dirty laundry while you’re at it.”

I turned back to look at her and said, “Yes, dear.”


Chapter 6

The Reward

Without having a choice, I got started cleaning the rest of the house. I tidied our bedroom, cleaned the bathrooms, did the laundry, vacuumed, and more. I was sweaty and exhausted and some where along the way I had started to lose the allure of wearing my sexy maid’s outfit, too, which was very disappointing for me.

Was this her intent? To make wearing women’s clothing a chore and less sexy? To try to make me lose interest?

I returned downstairs to find Amy sitting at the kitchen counter using her laptop, typing fervently.

“Okay, I’m done cleaning the house,” I said as I wiped the sweat off my forehead.

She looked up at me with a look of incredulity. “Everything is clean? Already?” she asked as she checked her wrist watch.

Her question made me doubt my work, but after three hours of cleaning everything I could think of, I had to imagine she would be satisfied. “Yes, I believe so,” I answered.

She closed her laptop and stood up from the barstool. “I guess there’s only one way to find out for sure. Go wait for me in the bedroom while I examine your work,” she said.

“Uhh, ok,” I said nervously as I turned to walk away. I had no idea she was going to inspect my work. My mind started racing through every room of the house, thinking of everything I had done and anything I might have missed. I still couldn’t think of anything, but this was my first time cleaning the house. I could have easily missed something.

I walked back to our bedroom and sat down on the bed to wait for her. The minutes drug on slowly as I wondered what was taking her so long. Was she really performing that thorough of an inspection of my work? I really hoped not.

Eventually, she entered our room and gave it a quick look through as she approached me. She had a very serious and thoughtful look on her face. “Take off your dress, turn around, and bend over the bed,” she ordered me. I stared at her, trying to figure out if she was being serious or not. She let me know she was. “Don’t make me repeat myself, maid!”

I finally did as I was told, taking off my apron and dress and then bending over the bed. I figured that it would be better to just play along until she was done with whatever this was today. Until she could see how wrong she was to be forcing her husband to do this.

She started rubbing my ass cheeks. “I forgot how hairy your ass is. How silly looking it is in contrast to your lingerie. Maybe we should make you shave. Wouldn’t that make you feel sexier?” she said.

It would and I had been wanting to do it for a long time, but I was always too scared to do it while I was married. Too scared of what she would think. “Uhh, I guess so,” I replied, trying to act casual about her idea.

“Maybe later,” she said. “For now, we need to discuss your work today. In those three hours you managed to do a fairly good job, at least for your first time cleaning. I’ll give you a passing job for today, but I’m going to expect more from you tomorrow and each day beyond.”

“Tomorrow? But I have work tomorrow!”

“Consider yourself dually employed now, dear. First you go to work at your day job and then you come home to work for me. As my maid.” My head fell down towards the bed, frustrated by Amy’s news. “But as I was saying, you did a fairly good job today so I’m going to give you small reward for your effort.”

Hearing that instantly perked me up. “A reward?” I asked.

She continued rubbing my butt cheeks, occasionally running her hand between my legs, each time getting closer to my caged dick. “That’s right. I did a little research of my own about men wearing chastity cages. Surprisingly, there are a lot of you that like to be caged and wear women’s clothing. They call you sissies,” she said.

“Oh,” I let out. I wasn’t sure I liked the idea of being called a sissy, but if learning about this helped normalize it for her, then maybe it was worthwhile to let her call me anything she wanted.

She continued, “And a sissy’s key holder, that’s me in this case, is supposed to reward or punish their sissies based on their obedience and work. I have to admit, I really wish I knew about this stuff years ago.”

And I wish I had thought she would like it. I would have told her from the beginning!

“So how are you going to reward me?” I asked eagerly.

There was suddenly a pressure on my butt plug, pushing it in. And then it released. I looked over my shoulder in time to see Amy pushing on it again. And pushing it further in this time. Her other hand went between my legs and started stroking my chastity cage. I could feel her touching the cage, but couldn’t feel any sensitivity on my actual penis.

She continued pushing the butt plug in and out while she stroked my cage. The sensation of the butt plug being pushed further in me felt surprisingly good. And naughty. My dick quickly started pushing against its cage as if it was trying to break through.

“Do you like that, sissy?” Amy hissed at me.

“Yeah,” I breathed out.

She started pushing it in harder, still stroking my cage. “I’m going to turn you into such a good sissy.”

I didn’t really know what that meant, but if it included dressing up in sexy clothes and what she was doing to me right now, I was interested.

She continued, “Are you going to be a good, obedient sissy for me? Are you going to do everything I say?”

“Yes,” I let out without thinking, lost in this pleasure I was experiencing. My dick was throbbing in its cage now. I actually felt like I could possibly cum if she continued.

But then she suddenly stopped and stepped away. “Good. That’s all you’ve earned today though. If you want more, you will have to continue to obey me,” she said in a dominant tone.

I rolled over on the bed to look at her as I let out a sigh. “Please, can you give me just a little more?” I pleaded. I needed more. So much more. But I would take what I could get.

“You heard me. You need to earn your rewards, sissy,” she said sharply. “Speaking of which, I’m getting hungry. It’s about time that you put your dress and apron back on and started making dinner, don’t you think?”

I stared at her dumbfounded.

She wants me to stay dressed like this to make dinner? I thought I was done after cleaning!

“Uhh, okay. I guess so,” I eventually stammered as I stood up.

I reached down, picked up my dress, and put it back on, tying the apron tight around my waist. As I started walking out of the bedroom I looked back a couple times, expecting her to tell me to stop and change my clothes, but she never did. My balls were aching after her tease of a reward, but I was eager and excited for the prospect of earning more. I couldn’t help but wonder how else she might reward me if I did a good job and I knew there was only one way I would find out.

By being a good, obedient sissy maid for my wife.


Part 2

Punished
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Chapter 1

The Next Weekend

I woke up early Saturday morning and snuck out of bed as I normally did, but just as I was about to leave the room I suddenly froze, not knowing what to do. It dawned on me that I wasn’t sure if my wife, Amy, expected me to dress up in my maid’s outfit first thing in the morning or if I should wait until she instructed me to later.

Having to dress up and act as her maid was still new to me. After all, it was only last weekend when she had blackmailed me into becoming her sissy maid after she discovered that I liked to wear women’s clothing under my normal clothes to feel sexy. Throughout the last week, she had made me dress up the second I returned home from work, but now that it was the weekend, I wasn’t sure what her expectations would be.

I decided that the safest option would be to let her sleep in by not getting dressed and making a bunch of noise next to her. Instead, I slipped out of our bedroom dressed in my pajamas. Being her maid was more exciting and arousing when she ordered me to do it anyways.

Just thinking about dressing up and the possibility of being her maid all weekend made an anxious energy radiate in me as I made my way downstairs to the kitchen to make myself breakfast. Would she make me be her maid the entire weekend or for just the same hours as during the week? Would there be more work to do than just cooking dinner and tidying up like last Sunday when she first made me dress up? And what else would she make me do or do to me?

Despite my interest in wearing women’s clothing I was apprehensive about being my wife’s sissy maid at first, but as the days went on, I was starting to look forward to it. Another reason for my growing interest was the fact that my dick had been locked in a chastity cage since last weekend. I felt a growing arousal and lust for dressing up as each day passed. So much so that I didn’t mind doing the cooking or cleaning. Actually, having the set role and tasks gave me purpose which was rejuvenating.

When I had finished making my breakfast, I took it from the kitchen to the dining room and sat down at the table. As I did, I scanned the rooms for things that could need cleaning. I knew that if Amy did come downstairs and demanded that I got dressed and cleaned the house like last weekend that it would be my responsibility to find every thing that needed cleaning. This was made clear to me once I learned she would inspect my work each day after I was finished. So now, every time I entered a room I made mental notes of the dirty areas to be cleaned later.

Just as I was about to take my first bite of food I heard footsteps in the upstairs hallway and saw Amy approach the stairs. “That smells delicious! Where’s mine? I’m starving” she said.

Panic consumed me as I realized that she was expecting breakfast prepared for her and I had only made enough for myself. “Uhh, umm, I was just setting this out for you,” I lied as I stood up from the seat set the fork back down on the plate.

“Oh, thank you,” she said as she made her way down the stairs. “I just love our new arrangement. I’m finally being treated like the queen that I am. To be honest, I am pretty disappointed by your clothing right now though.”

I looked down at my pajamas and then back at her. “Did you expect me to be dressed as a maid already?” I asked her.

She pulled out the chair and sat down in front of the plate that was now her breakfast. “Why wouldn’t I?” she asked. “You don’t have work today. Or well, I suppose you do… as my maid.” She giggled as she took a bite of food.

“Well, I didn’t want to wake you up when I got dressed so I figured I would just do it after breakfast,” I said defensively.

She looked at me thoughtfully as she swallowed her bite. “I suppose that’s a good reason for today, but you’ll have to figure something out for tomorrow because I expect to see my maid first thing in the morning.”

I sighed. I now knew what her expectations were and they were a lot. She wanted me to be her maid all weekend. “Alright, but I’ll go make us some coffee first.” I turned back into the kitchen to make a second plate of breakfast for myself as well as coffee for both of us. I took my time preparing myself a new plate as I considered my new life. Was I really going to hold my secret over me and boss me around like this forever? When my breakfast and the coffee was ready, I brought it all out to the table and sat down across from Amy.

She looked up at me from her phone. “Don’t take too long eating. I have a lot planned for you today,” she said.

That sounds like trouble…

“You do?” I asked hesitantly as I played with my food.

Her mouth formed a grin as she said, “Oh, yes.”

I smiled at her as I forced myself to take a bite of food. My stomach was suddenly in knots and I had lost my appetite. I knew I needed to eat though. I would need my strength today.

She stood up and grabbed her cup of coffee. “Come meet me upstairs when you’re done. You have five minutes.”

I watched as she walked back upstairs without looking back at me. Today was going to be a long day, but at least I would get to be dressed up in women’s clothing again. That was the part I was already looking forward to. I would need to hold on to that desire to offset my nerves as I thought about what trouble she might have brewing upstairs.

I finished the rest of my breakfast and coffee and then took all the plates to the kitchen and put them in the sink. Then I made my way upstairs to find out what awaited me.


Chapter 2

Gifts

In the bedroom I found Amy sitting on the bed. I approached her hesitantly, unsure of what to expect from my suddenly controlling and domineering wife. I came to stand next to the bed, on my side of the room. On the bed was an extra blanket which, by the lumps in it, appeared to be covering up various objects. I had to assume these items were all part of her plan for me today so I studied each mound, trying to guess what they were.

“Today is going to be a big day for you, hubby,” Amy said. She had a wide grin on her face. She was clearly excited for what she was about to unveil which only made me more nervous.

“Yay?” I replied anxiously.

“I bet you’re just dying to find out what lies underneath. Aren’t you?” She ran her fingers along the various mounds in the blanket, teasing each item and making my mind work overtime, wondering what they were.

“Y-yes,” I admitted. I really did want to know, even though I was slightly afraid to find out.

She chuckled. “You’ll find out soon enough what your gifts are, but first you need to do something to prepare for your big day,” she said.

I cocked my head to the side as I tried to read her. I knew by her laugh that she was up to no good. “And that is?” I asked, prodding her for more information.

“You need to shave your legs,” she said flatly.

I wasn’t that surprised as she had mentioned it last weekend. It had been a long time since I had last shaved my legs and I knew it would be a lot of work with how hairy my legs were, but I couldn’t say that I was disappointed by her new requirement. I knew wearing women’s clothing would feel much better with shaved legs.

I shrugged and said, “Alright.” I didn’t want her to think I was eager to do it, but I also didn’t want to make her have to force it on me.

“Everything you will need is in the shower. Get going,” she said as she pointed towards the master bathroom.

I followed her outstretched hand and made my way to the bathroom. On the shower bench I saw that there were razors and shaving cream. I got undressed and then walked in. Shaving my legs wouldn’t be like putting on a pair of panties. It would be more serious, more longterm. It told me that this wasn’t some fleeting fancy of Amy’s. She intended for me to be her maid for a long time. I wasn’t sure how I felt about that realization. Thinking of all of this made me nervous to start, but I sucked it up and went for it.

When I was finally done, I rinsed off and returned to Amy in the bedroom. She was busy on her phone, but eventually looked up at me. I assumed I would be getting dressed soon so I didn’t bother to put my clothes back on. I stood in front of her hairless and only wearing my chastity cage.

“Well that’s a view I never expected to see,” she giggled as she looked over my smooth legs. She leaned over and rubbed the inside of my thigh. Her touch was cold and sensitive on my skin, but I liked it.

“You can thank yourself for the view,” I replied sarcastically, crossing my arms at her.

She looked up at my face and smirked. “Oh, and I do, baby,” she said. She leaned back and put her hand on the blanket which covered her surprises. “Alright, let’s get you ready for your big day.”

“Fine, let’s get it over with,” I said. I was now growing annoyed by the pleasure she was taking with all of this.

She laughed. “Get it over with? Oh, babe. This is going to be your life from now on so you better get used to it. There is no getting it over with,” she said.

I just rolled my eyes as my response. With that, she rolled over the blanket just enough to show the first item. It was a butt plug. “Oh,” I let out as I looked at it curiously. It didn’t look too different than the butt plug I already had. Maybe a little bit bigger.

“See? This isn’t going to be all that bad. You’re going to get plenty of opportunities for pleasure, starting with this. This plug connects to an app I have. I can turn it on and change the speed and vibration of it. When it stays at a consistent speed, you’re doing a good job, but if I crank it up, that means you need to pick up the speed and work harder.”

“Huh,” was the only response I could muster. She was right, that didn’t sound that bad. That actually sounded kind of fun.

She unrolled the blanket again. This time there were two breast-looking items. She picked them up and jiggled them in her hands. “These are exactly what they look like. Fake breasts. You put them into your bra and it will make you look and feel like you have boobs. I want my maid to feel extra sexy and feminine while she works,” Amy said.

She extended the breasts out to me and I took them. They were soft and squishy, just like real breasts. I was quickly becoming excited by all of her surprises and towards the opportunity to be her maid once again.

She continued to unroll the blanket, revealing two more items for my maid outfit. The first was a brunette wig and the second was a pair of four inch black high heels. While I was a little intimidated by the heels, the thought of wearing them was so arousing. My dick was beginning to get hard within its chastity cage just thinking about wearing them. I couldn’t believe she would get me all of these amazing items just so I could be her maid.

Once she had shown me everything, she stood up and walked to me. Her hand cradled my chin and pulled my attention away from the heels and to her. “See? I can be reasonable,” she said softly. She leaned in and gave me a soft kiss on the lips. The brief taste of her made me feel weak. Her hand left my face and she started to walk away as she said, “I want a good, submissive husband who cooks and cleans for me and you want to prance around like a sexy woman. I hope you appreciate my efforts towards making you feel extra sexy by working hard for me. Even though you don’t really have a choice, I don’t see why we can’t both enjoy our parts.”

My body turned to follow her as she walked towards the bedroom exit. “Thank you,” I said.

She smiled and winked at me. “You’re welcome. Now get dressed, slut.” And then she walked out of the room.


Chapter 3

New Look

Once Amy was gone, it was time to get dressed and get to work. I was surprised by how excited I now was to spend the day cleaning, but as I eagerly ran to my closet to get dress, I knew I couldn’t deny it.

After the first couple of days she had made me dress up and work as her maid, I decided to move all of my dresses and other women’s clothing to my bedroom closet to make it more accessible, but if she now wanted me to get dressed first thing in the morning on the weekends, I knew that I would have to move everything back into my office so I could get dressed without waking her. But now I could at least hang everything up and store it properly rather than keeping it hidden and crammed away in boxes with random junk like it was before.

I picked out an outfit consisting of a black thong and bra set, a garter belt with black thigh highs, and a black pleated skirt with a black blouse that had long, flowing sheer sleeves. I set it all down on the bed and then grabbed the new butt plug to put in first. My bottle of lube was in my bedside table which I pulled out and squirted out on the plug. When it was nice and lubricated, I pushed it in and instantly felt naughty.

I also felt more motivated feeling the butt plug inside me. I quickly picked up the thong and slipped it on, longing to feel the touch of women’s clothing on my skin again. I continued getting dressed, next putting the garter belt and thigh highs on. The thigh highs felt so nice on my freshly shaven skin. I couldn’t resist running my hands up and down several times to feel the silky sensation on my bare legs.

Next, I strapped on my bra and filled the cups with my new breast forms. They filled the bra well and when I bounced, they jiggled just like real breasts. Seeing them and feeling them against my chest almost gave me the sensation of having real breasts. I was delighted.

After a fair amount of fondling my new boobs, I slipped on my skirt and blouse and then stopped to check myself out in the mirror. I was amazed to see the new curves on my chest from my side view. It really looked like I had breasts and if I blocked the view of my head, my body was looking far more feminine. I wasn’t done yet though, my look would only get better with the remaining items.

I grabbed the wig and put it on while watching myself in the mirror. I made sure to tuck in all of my hair and fit it on just right. It was a bit tangled so I went into the bathroom and used one of Amy’s brushes to straight it. The long brown hair immediately gave my face a more feminine feel and made me feel a little sluttier.

Finally, I returned to the bed and picked up the pair of high heels. The idea of wearing them was still daunting, but I knew I didn’t have a choice. At the same time, I was also very curious as to how they would feel. I sat down on the bed and slipped each one on. The feeling of each one sliding onto my feet made my dick swell up more. As I stood up in them I wobbled a little, but carefully made my way over to the mirror. Wearing the heels made my legs look slimmer and so much sexier.

I stared at myself in disbelief. I couldn’t believe this was me. It wasn’t that I looked completely like a woman, but I was dressed up to be one by my wife! Seeing myself was arousing and I found myself rubbing the nipples of my new breasts. I snapped myself out of it, however, as I knew I needed to get to work.

Just as I was almost out of the bedroom, I realized I was missing my last piece, my apron. I hurried back to my closet and pulled it out then tied it around my waist. I took one last look in the mirror and nodded in approval. My black outfit matched with my white apron really made me look like a cliche French maid. And I loved it.

When I arrived downstairs, Amy walked into the room to see me. Her eyes looked me over from head to toe. “Looking good, Chris. Oh, oops. I guess I can’t call you that anymore,” she said with a giggle. She tapped her finger on her chin pensively and then said, “I think I’ll call you Chrissy from now on.”

Chrissy sounds pretty cute. I don’t mind that.

“Alright,” I said as I walked towards her.

“My little Chrissy the sissy, that has a nice ring to it,” she said. “Do you know what you need to do today, Chrissy?”

“Clean?” I replied sarcastically.

Her hands with to her hips angrily. “Don’t get smart with me, sissy,” she said with a stern voice. “You will be expected to clean the house, yes, but you will also need to make me lunch and dinner at the appropriate times. You will also need to bring me snacks and drinks at my request. You don’t have to get every little thing clean today because you luckily have tomorrow to keep going, but you should still get a lot done today since you have plenty of time.”

“Yes, dear,” I said as I tried to subtly roll my eyes.

She gave me another pensive look. “Hmm. That sounds odd. No more calling me ‘dear’. Instead, you should call me… Mistress. Yes, that sounds perfect.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said emphatically.

She nodded her approval. “Mmm, yes. That’s a good girl.” She walked passed me and gave me a slap on the ass. I turned and watched her start climbing the stairs. She took out her phone and started pressing buttons. Suddenly, I felt a surge in my ass. She had started the butt plug’s vibration with her app. She started laughing as she walked down the upstairs hallway then I heard her yell, “Get to work!”


Chapter 4

Maid Service

Now that I was dressed and my butt plug was vibrating, it was time to get to work. I started with the kitchen, cleaning up the mess I had just created by making breakfast. I also took the opportunity to do a deeper cleaning which included the stovetop, microwave, sink, and countertops.

While I tried to keep everything tidy during the week, there was only so much time to cook and clean after work. I was quickly realizing that this extended time on the weekends would definitely help me keep the entire house clean. When the kitchen was shining, I went through the rest of the rooms downstairs and tidied, organized, and cleaned as necessary.

Then came the floors. Vacuuming the floors while wearing high heels proved to be my biggest obstacle yet. By the time I was done, my feet were killing me and I was getting tired. I needed a break. Luckily, it was just about lunch time and I hoped that would mean I would get a chance to sit down and eat. I decided this was a good time to get started, so I dug through the refrigerator to find something within my abilities to make. I settled on making sandwiches; it wouldn’t be fancy, but I could make it taste great.

I whipped together two sandwiches and brought one up to Amy who was reading in bed. She seemed to be impressed by my foresight to make lunch without being asked and I left the room feeling prideful of my work so far. I returned to the kitchen where I kicked off my heels and sat down for lunch and my much needed break. I kept my ears alert for the sound of Amy, however, unsure of how she might react if she caught me resting and without my heels on.

I took my time eating to extend my break, but soon I was finished and went back to work. My feet were still hurting, but I sucked it up and made my way upstairs to start cleaning the rest of the house. I started with the bathrooms. I scrubbed the toilets, sinks, and cleaned the mirrors. Then I picked up the dirty towels and brought them to the laundry room to wash.

When I finished with the master bathroom, I walked back into the bedroom and saw Amy still relaxing in bed. I was quickly getting tired again and wished I could stop for another break. Needless to say, I was jealous of how she was spending her day. “I was hoping to change the sheets. Do you mind moving, Mistress?” I asked her. I had just changed the sheets recently and didn’t really need to do it again, but I was feeling a little resentful and wanted to make her get up.

She looked up from her book and gave me a look of annoyance. “I suppose so,” she sighed out. She got out of bed and stretched. “Actually, I’m feeling a little peckish and parched. Make me a snack and tea. I’ll take it in the living room,” she added as she walked out.

When she was out of sight I walked to the bed and fell backwards onto it with a groan. I was beat and I felt like I had no energy left. Walking downstairs in my heels meant I would have to walk all the way back up and my feet were throbbing in pain now.

“Did you not hear me, maid?” I heard from across the room. I bolted up and looked to see Amy standing in the doorway with her arms crossed. Her eyebrows were furrowed and she looked pissed.

“Oh, uhh, I’m sorry, Mistress,” I stammered. “I thought you meant after I changed the sheets.”

Her eyes narrowed as she glared at me. “I see… that’s fine if that’s actually what you’re doing. But I better not catch you lazying about again,” she said with an air of disbelief.

“Yes, Mistress. Of course,” I replied. I collapsed back into the bed when she left, this time not just in exhaustion, but relief that I had gotten away with my lie. I jumped back up when I felt a strong surge inside me. She had cranked up the speed of my butt plug’s vibrations. I focused on the feeling for a moment and I liked it. The higher speed was supposed to encourage me to work harder, but after feeling it, I was tempted to work slower so I could feel more of it. But I knew that eventually that line of thinking would get me in trouble so I decided to clear it from my mind and get back to work.

I quickly changed the bedsheets and made the bed then returned downstairs to make her snack. I wasn’t much of a snack person so I wasn’t sure what to give her, but I found an apple and some crackers which I put together on a small plate and I made her a cup of tea as she had requested. I found her in the living room, just as she said she would be, and set the plate and cup in front of her.

She stared at the plate and then me. “This is my snack? A whole apple and a few crackers? This is awful and pathetic,” she said in disgust.

I wasn’t sure why she was so put off by my offering. It looked like a perfectly good snack to me, but I tried to be nice. “What would you like instead, Mistress?” I asked.

She looked even more upset by my question. “I want a maid who is considerate and can make me a well thought out snack!” Her voice was growing more intense, her anger very apparent.

“Uhh, okay,” I mumbled. “I’ll get you something else.”

I turned to return to the kitchen but her voice stopped me dead in my tracks. “No!” she yelled at me. “It’s too late; I’m tired of your attitude. You need to be taught a lesson. Go upstairs to the bedroom. It’s time for your first punishment.”

I turned around to face her, my eyes bulging in shock. Her eyes were piercing and looked pissed. They were not the eyes of a woman I wanted to argue with. I said nothing and started up the stairs feeling shamed and scared.


Chapter 5

Learning Lessons

Back in our bedroom, I sat on the edge of our bed, afraid of what was to come. I had never seen Amy in such a rage, especially over something so simple. It made me wonder what she was capable of and how she might punish me.

She soon walked into the bedroom, still with a serious look on her face. “I didn’t want to have to do this to you, Chrissy, but you leave me no choice,” she said flatly as she walked towards me.

“W-what are you going to do?” I asked anxiously.

She stopped just in front of me and put her hands on her hips. “I already told you. I have to teach you a lesson. Now lay down on your stomach and stop asking questions,” she said. Slowly, I turned around and crawled onto the bed. I laid on my stomach as ordered and rested my head on a pillow. She sighed. “Do you really think I want you to be so comfortable? Rotate so that your head is by the side of the bed.”

As I did as I was told, she started digging through her closet. I could feel my heart beating harder as I stressed over what she was going to do. Last weekend when she had deemed my work good, she had put me in a similar position and rewarded me by pushing my butt plug in and out of me as if she was fucking me. Now that she wanted to punish me, I was certain that wouldn’t be happening again.

She closed her closet and walked behind me. I heard Velcro rip apart and metal clinking. “Put your arms behind your back,” she ordered me. I obeyed her command and once my arms were back, I felt the cold touch of metal around my wrists. I heard the clicking of handcuffs closing and when I moved my arms, I felt them bound together letting me know that I was indeed handcuffed. I felt my dick growing in its cage. It felt rather kinky to be handcuffed by my wife.

Next, I felt something wrap around my ankle. This time, I lifted my head up and looked over my shoulder to see her Velcroing a strap around it. She then went to my other ankle and did the same thing. Our eyes connected as she looked up. She shook her head at me in disappointment. “Consider this a sort of time out. I want you think think about the poor job you’ve done today and how disappointed you’ve made your mistress. Most importantly, think about how you will improve yourself as a maid,” she said.

Is this for real? Is she putting me in time out? At least I get a break from walking around in heels I guess…

She walked to the end of the bed and pulled the straps up toward my head. With a yank, she let me know that my legs needed to be kicked up so I obeyed. She pulled the straps further up, pulling harder on my legs, until she wrapped it around my neck. The strap felt unpleasant, but was glad that it at least had a soft pad that fit along my neck. I wriggled a bit to see how tightly I was bound. It was tight and the more I struggled, the tighter it got around my neck. I was tied up and bound like a hog. And I was at her mercy.

She sat on the edge of the bed, next to my ass. There was a cool breeze as my skirt flipped up. Then I felt the soft touch of her hands on my ass. She rubbed it gently as she said, “Chrissy, Chrissy, Chrissy… Tell me how you disappointed me today.”

I couldn’t believe this was happening, it felt so demeaning. However, being tied up as I was, I didn’t really have a choice. I would have to play along. “Uhh, you didn’t like my snack,” I replied. There was a harsh pain on my butt cheek as I heard the slap of her hand against it. "Ow!” I yelled out as I struggled in my constraints.

She went back to gently rubbing my ass. “Is that really the only reason I was disappointed today?” she asked.

“Umm, you saw me laying on the bed?” I asked, trying to think of another reason. It was all I could think of at the moment.

Another hard smack across my ass. This time I clenched my jaw and resisted crying out. “Yes, I saw you lazing about instead of making my snack as I requested. What else?”

I wracked my brain trying to think of what else. Was she disappointed with the lunch I made? Did I miss cleaning something downstairs? As I considered, there was another hard slap to my butt cheek which was now stinging.

“No answer is the same as a wrong answer,” she said. There was a sound in her voice that made me think she was enjoying this.

There was another smack across my ass before it finally dawned on me. “You were disappointed that I wasn’t dressed up this morning!” I exclaimed.

“That’s right, very good. You’ve had three strikes today so I was forced to punish you. Have you learned your lesson?”

My head collapsed down into the bed in relief. I seemed to have passed her test. “I guess so,” I mumbled, my mouth partially muffled by the bed’s blanket.

There was another hard smack and my head jolted up. “You guess so? How pathetic. You either have or you haven’t and clearly you haven’t. I’m going to have to take things up a notch to truly turn you into my submissive bitch,” she spat out at me.

I gulped when I realized my error. From now on I needed to make sure I did everything she told me and gave her answers to her liking. There would be no middle ground.

“I think I’ll leave you alone to think about the errors of your way while I figure out a proper punishment for you,” she said as she gave me one last hard spank. She pulled down my skirt, stood up, and walked towards the door. There she stopped and looked back at me. Suddenly the lights went out and the door closed behind her leaving me tied up alone in darkness.


Chapter 6

Punishment

I laid in darkness with my arms and legs bound behind my back for what felt like an eternity. My ass was no longer hurting, but my legs were beginning to ache and my wrists were chaffing from the handcuffs. I knew she wanted me to think about everything I had done wrong today, but mostly, I couldn’t stop wondering how much longer she would keep me tied up like this. This punishment seemed to cross the line. Having me dress up as a maid and clean for her was one thing, that was kind of fun, but this… this seemed extreme.

Eventually, I heard giggling coming from downstairs followed by footsteps in the hallway. Soon, the door opened and the lights flashed on, momentarily blinding me as my eyes readjusted to the brightness. When I could see, I saw Amy standing in the doorway, her arms crossed with an amused look on her face. “So? Have you learned your lesson?” she asked me.

She wasn’t dropping the act it and that only made me more upset. “Yeah, I’ve learned that you’ve gone crazy. Untie me and let me go!” I said, my voice raising with anger.

She shook her head and started walking towards me. “Oh dear. I’ll take that as a big no. Chrissy, my little sissy, I can understand why you might think this harsh, but some day you will look back and laugh at it. Specifically, you will laugh at what a bitch you’re being,” she said. She stopped in front of me and squatted down. “I had a feeling you wouldn’t be very receptive to your punishment after your attitude all day, so I brought in some extra help. Rick, can you come in?”

Rick? Who the hell is Rick?

A tall man entered the room, he gave me an awkward look and wave.

Having someone see me dressed like a maid and tied up upset me more. “Who the hell is this?” I said through gritted teeth.

She looked over at the man and then back to me. “This is Rick, I met him at a work conference a while back. We connect every so often and he’s never been shy about his interest in me. I’ve always denied him using the lame excuse that I was married, but, well, I think things are starting to change with our relationship so I thought I would invite him over.”

I glared at her. “What are you talking about?”

“Rick is here to help me advance your sissy training. I’m sure you will deny your interest and fight it, but ultimately, I’m pretty sure you’re going to want to do it. And like it,” she said.

I was growing more concerned by every word she said. This is not where I thought things would be going after the first day she had forced to be her maid last weekend. Things had started so well today with all her gifts, but suddenly there was another man in our bedroom staring at me in my precarious position. And somehow he was meant to help train me. “Isn’t it enough that I dress up like this for you and clean?” I said in a pleading tone.

She sighed. “It would be if you did it well and without attitude, but you don’t. So now I have to really unlock your inner sissy and transform you into what I want you to be,” she said calmly. She stood up and stepped aside as she waved Rick over towards us. “To be honest, I would rather be the one about to do this, but if it accomplishes my goal, then I guess I’ll make the sacrifice.”

My heart was pounding. I really didn’t like the implications she was making. Rick stood in front of me and looked down at me curiously. I felt immensely embarrassed by the strange man staring at me, seeing me like this. It was so emasculating and demeaning.

Amy got down on her knees next to us and reached for his pants. She started unbuttoning them which caused fear to boil up inside me. “What are you doing?” I shouted. She ignored me and started unzipping his pants. Then she pulled them down, taking his boxers down with the, and suddenly there was a dick right in front of me. I struggled in my bindings again as I shouted, “What the hell? This is crazy!”

She patted the side of my face. “Settle down, Chrissy. I’m your wife and mistress and I say it’s okay. It’s more than okay, actually. It’s required. You are going to do it.” Her voice was stern and unwavering. I knew she was serious. She had yet to tell me what she had planned, but I had a feeling I already knew.

I stared at her with sad eyes and she gave me a smile and a nod, confirming her stance. I gulped as I looked back at the dick in front of me. It was limp, but even so, it was nearly as big as mine when it was hard. It looked impressive.

Amy took it in her hand and started fondling it. “See? There’s nothing to be afraid of,” she said as it started growing in her hand.

My stomach churned as I watched the cock harden. “What do you expect me to do?” I asked anxiously, trying to find out for sure what she had planned.

She leaned her head forward until her mouth was next to my ear. “I want you to feel like the sexy, slutty woman you are deep inside. I want you to suck that cock,” she whispered.

I knew that’s what she was going to say so I wasn’t surprised to hear it. I was surprised, however, by my lack of objection. Maybe it was because I knew I didn’t have a choice, but maybe it was because I really wanted to do it. Back in college when I had been forced to dress up as a cheerleader along with my fellow pledges, I had experienced some strange feelings, but I had never come close to acting on them. I looked at my wife and nodded.

“Open your mouth, sissy,” she ordered me.

I did as I was told, opening my mouth as I looked at the cock in front of me. Rick stepped forward since I couldn’t move myself. Another step forward and his cock brushed against my lips. Another step forward and it was in my mouth. I wrapped my mouth around it as he pushed it in further.

“That’s it, be a good girl for your mistress,” Amy said as she rubbed my back.

Rick pulled his hips back, taking his cock back with him. And then he pushed it in again. I couldn’t believe what I was doing. I was really sucking a cock. Even if I closed my eyes there was no denying it; I could feel the veins of his dick and its large head on my lips and tongue as it moved.

Rick started moaning as I worked my tongue around his cock. His hand grabbed the back of my head as he pulled my head forward each time he thrust his hard cock into my mouth. The more his cock moved through my mouth the naughtier I felt and the more I liked the feeling.

“Mmm, isn’t that cock yummy?” my wife asked me. My eyes flashed over to her and I gave her a muffled agreement. It was then I that I noticed that she had her phone out and was recording me. I didn’t care. It was too late to worry about that, she already had me. There was no reason to stop.

She laughed boisterously. “Yeah, I had a feeling you would like it. I can’t believe I didn’t see you for the cock slut you were all these years. I should have made you my sissy maid years ago!”

“Mmhmm,” I mumbled again. I returned my focus to the cock. I wished I could reach out and grab it, but with my hands restrained I would have to make do with my mouth, tongue, and neck. My neck was working hard moving back and forth in rhythm with Rick’s thrusts.

She climbed on the bed and started pushing my butt plug in just as she had last week. The sensation made me want his cock more and made me groan with lust. Soon, Rick joined me. I could feel his cock get harder and its head enlarge in my mouth, filling me more. Then I felt it pulse and erupt. I felt a splash hit the back of my throat and I knew exactly what it was. Rick moaned loudly and arched his back as his cock continued to pump and fill my mouth with his cum.

Amy gasped when she realized what happened. “Such a good girl! You made a man cum on your first try! Now swallow it. Swallow all that cum, you slut!” she exclaimed.

I waited until Rick pulled his cock out of my mouth and then looked at her and did as I was told. Rick stepped away and pulled up his pants while Amy moved over until her face was looking at mine. “So, my little cock sucker, was that enough to prove to you that you’re my sissy and make you agree to behave for me? If you do, maybe I’ll even get you more cock in the future,” she said.

I stared at her in disbelief at what she had just made me do and what she was offering in exchange for my being her obedient maid. No, I chose to do it. I wanted to do it. “Yes,” I agreed. “I’ll behave.”

“That’s my good girl. You have a bright future ahead of you and this is just the beginning,” she said. She leaned forward and give me a kiss on the lips.

So this is it. This is my new life?

I thought about what had happened and what Amy wanted for me. No, for us. I now wanted it, too.


Part 3

New Desires
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Chapter 1

Cock Sucker

Not a day went by when I didn’t think of my mouth full of cock. Cock thrusting in and out of my mouth, filling it up, making me gag, and dumping cum into my throat. As each day passed it became harder to believe that I had actually done it. I had made a man’s cock cum inside me. But had I really or had it been my sissy maid alter ego, Chrissy?

To be honest, it was becoming harder to tell the two apart. My days were a blend of going to work, coming home, becoming Chrissy the maid, and then serving my wife, Amy. I was constantly distracted at work by thoughts of what I needed to clean or groceries I needed to buy so I could prepare a nice dinner for Amy. I also always wore panties now. Before, I would sneak them under my clothes and hope she didn’t catch me, but now I had nothing to fear and I loved the feeling of wearing panties freely.

Wearing them did feel different though. It no longer felt as naughty. Now it felt like an extension of my maid life and my servitude to my wife. Like part of the uniform of my new life. And that was no longer something I was questioning. I now understood that I was her maid and sissy. Her servant. Not just because she knew my secret that I liked to wear women’s clothing or because she had a video of me sucking a man’s dick, but because I wanted to be. She had opened my eyes to my true desires and possibly to my true self.

And so as I constantly reflected back to the last weekend when she had a man named Rick come over and fuck my mouth, I wondered if this is what I really wanted. Did I want to suck more dick? Did I want to experience more than that? Or perhaps I just liked it because Amy had demanded it. Whatever the reason, I also couldn’t help but wonder if there would be more in my future. Would Amy bring over more men for me? Would this be her way of punishing me in the future… or rewarding me? Only time would tell.

Since that weekend I had moved all of my women’s clothing back into my office. My office where I used to come to work, pay the bills, and masturbate, was becoming my maid headquarters. My dresses where hung, my panties neatly arranged, and my high heels stood tall and proud. The only thing I continued to hide was my extra toy that Amy never found when she had looked through my boxes.

She had discovered my chastity cage and made me lock it around my dick. It had now been on for two weeks. She had discovered my butt plug which she made me wear every time I dressed as her maid. But she hadn’t found what else I had. That something else was my dildo. I was terrified that she would find it when she dug through my stash the other week. The thought of what her reaction would have been if she had found it still haunted me. And that’s why I still kept it hidden.

I wasn’t sure why I bought it to begin with. The thought had popped into my head a couple years ago when I was feeling extra horny. I was wearing my favorite pair of pink panties while Amy had some of her hot friends over for drinks. Seeing them in their low cut t-shirts and tight pants turned me on, but also stirred up other feelings in me. Fantasizing about fucking these sexy woman twisted around in my head and I was left wondering what it would feel like to be fucked.

I snuck upstairs, put on headphones, and started watching porn. I didn’t want to search for anything blatantly gay so instead I searched for “man fucked by wife”. Just typing the words into the search bar made my dick grow harder. The search resulting in a plethora of videos of wives fucking their husbands with strap-ons. It was amazing.

I watched a few videos, my dick throbbing harder from each one, but I worried that I would get caught so I turned it off. The images stayed with me, however, and continued to drive me crazy. The idea of Amy pegging me was so hot. And I couldn’t stop wondering how it would feel. And then I wondered if I should try it in case she ever wanted to do that to me. If she did, I wouldn’t want to be inexperienced, right?

I opened a new browser window and started shopping for dildos. Each one I saw made my ass hungrier. Eventually, I settled on one that was listed as a beginner’s dildo. It sounded perfect. It was flesh colored and shaped like a dick, but most importantly, it wasn’t too long or too thick. I ordered it along with a bottle of lube and then closed my computer and returned downstairs with a sexy secret.

When it arrived a few days later, I looked at it curiously. It looked like an average man’s dick which may have been slightly bigger than my own. It had a large head and veins running down the shaft. It looked like a real dick. However, I wasn’t in the same mood as I was when I had ordered it. I didn’t have the same urges. I stored it away, deep in side my secret stash of women’s clothing thinking that maybe some day I would have that same desire again.

And now, as I stood in my office dressed as a maid, the desire had returned. It was Friday night and I had just returned home from work and I needed to get dinner started soon, but before I did, I couldn’t resist taking the dildo out of hiding and admiring it. Tomorrow would be Saturday again and each of the last two Saturdays, Amy had made me be her maid all day and then rewarded or punished me based on my behavior and performance. I had to imagine something would happen again and I felt the need to prepare.


Chapter 2

Practice

I pulled out the dildo along with a bottle of lube. Seeing it again gave me naughty thoughts and even naughtier feelings. But before I could do anything, I needed to make sure I was alone. I opened the door to my office and peered down the hallway. It was empty. I listened for Amy and couldn’t hear her. It appeared to be safe.

I wasn’t sure what I was about to do, but I decided to let my urges guide me. After having a chastity cage locked around my dick for two weeks, I had a lot of urges constantly so that wouldn’t be difficult. I stared at the dildo in my hands and studied it. It reminded me of the cock I had in my mouth last weekend and the memory made me want to experience it again.

I opened my mouth and let the dildo slide in my mouth. It didn’t feel or taste like the cock, but the feeling of the head and veins against my lips were familiar. I moved it in and out, simulating a blow job. Unlike last Saturday, however, I knew this one wouldn’t result in a mouth full of cum.

I could feel my dick swelling up in my chastity cage. I continued sucking on the dildo while I reminisced about being tied up last weekend as I sucked on a real cock. When Amy had handcuffed my hands and bound my legs, I was upset and afraid, but in hindsight, I realized how hot and sexy it was and now I longed for her to do it again. I also longed for her to spank me and call me a bad girl again.

After a little more sucking, I decided it was time for something else; the main course. I set the dildo on my desk and pressed it down so that the suction cup adhered. My heart started racing at the thought of what I wanted to do. I had been wearing butt plugs almost every day for the last two weeks and I knew it wouldn’t be that different, but the thought of a penis shaped dildo inside my ass felt so wrong. So naughty.

I pulled out my bottle of lube and squirted some on the tip of the dildo and then rubbed it around with my hand. I pulled my panties down to the top of my thigh highs where they were blocked by my garters and raised up the back of my skirt. I backed up until I felt the head of the dildo brush against my butt. My dick throbbed from the feeling of it against my skin.

My hand reached around and grabbed the shaft of the dildo to hold it in place against my asshole. Then I pushed my ass back against it until it pushed inside me. I gasped at the sensation of it entering me. I continued to push my ass back, letting it enter me deeper. I pushed it in until I could feel the desk touch butt cheeks. It felt like when I put my butt plug in except I was able to get it deeper inside. Having it in that extra inch or two made all the difference in the world and yet, I felt like I could take more. Like I wanted more.

I pushed down on my feet to lift my body, slowly feeling the dildo slide out of me. And then I pushed back down against it letting it fill me up again. I kept the motion going. The dildo went up and down in side my ass as my hands gripped the edge of the desk tightly. The feeling was amazing. Like nothing I would have ever expected.

I had a growing desire to touch my dick. I needed to touch it, to stroke it, and give it relief. I was so built up and needed to cum so badly, but Amy wouldn’t let me. She wanted me to stay caged so I would become more submissive for her. I disliked it, but I understood her reasoning because the longer I was caged, the more I became hers. I released a hand from the table and rubbed my cage with my palm as my dick strained against it.

The feeling of the dildo in my ass and my hand rubbing my cage were almost becoming too much. I needed more of everything. My quads were burning now, but that didn’t stop me. I started moaning as the dildo continued to move through me. With my hand rubbing my cage I could feel my dick start pulsing. I felt like I might cum soon if I continued. And I wanted to. Badly.

But then suddenly the door opened. My eyes sprung wide open and my heart skipped a beat when I saw Amy poke her head in through the door. I quickly sat down on the dildo, trying to hide it.

Her eyes squinted as if she detected something amiss. “So you are home. What are you doing in here? Why isn’t dinner being made?” she said.

I took a deep gulp and tried to think of a lie. “Uhh, I’m just running a little late. I’ll be down in a second,” I replied, trying to sound calm.

She looked me over. “You look dressed. Why not just come down now?” she said.

My heart was racing. What could I say to get out of this? “I just need to, uhh, put my butt plug in first,” I said. I felt relieved to find an excuse that was truthful.

She continued to stare at me. I could tell she thought I was up to something and I hoped that she couldn’t tell what it was. I tried to resist looking down to clue her in on what was going on. I had to hope that my skirt was covering up the view of my bare ass with my dildo inside it.

Her hand reached out and beckoned me with her finger. “Come here,” she ordered me.


Chapter 3

Discovered

I felt defeated. She had ordered me to come to her. I would have to take the dildo out of me and she would see what I was up to. I pushed my legs up and then stepped forward, letting it slide out of me.

Maybe I can block her view if I just stay in front of it.

This idea was my last hope. I pulled up my panties and then slowly walked towards her, staying in the path between her and the dildo, hoping to block her view of it. By the time I had approached her, she had given me no sign that she had seen it and it seemed like my plan might actually work.

“I’m hungry. Go make my dinner, maid,” she said sternly as she stared daggers into my eyes. She stepped to the side and pointed her finger towards the hallway, demanding I head to the kitchen. I hesitated, not wanting to move out of the way of the dildo mounted on my desk. “Did I stutter? Go. Now!”

I couldn’t stall anymore, I had to do as she said. “Yes, Mistress. Right away,” I replied as I hurried out of my office. I didn’t look back, I didn’t want to know if she saw it or not. I just needed to follow her orders and hope that if she did see it she wouldn’t be mad. She hadn’t made any noises or given me any sign that she had found it by the time I made it to the kitchen so I tried to calm myself as I made our dinner.

We ate dinner in silence. I was dying inside wondering if she had discovered my secret. Every so often I would sneak glances at her, trying to read her, but she looked so calm as she read the news on her phone. When she appeared done with her food, I stood up to take her dish.

“Sit down,” she abruptly demanded as she set her phone down. I quickly sat back in my chair and gave her my attention. “How long have you been fucking yourself?”

There it was. She knew. My heart dropped into my stomach and my eyes closed for a moment while I braced myself for the conversation to come. I let out a deep breath and opened my eyes. “This was my first time,” I admitted.

“When did you get the dildo?” she asked next.

I gulped as I tried to tell her the truth, my throat feeling suddenly dry. I took a sip of water and then told her. “A few years ago.” Admitting the truth made my cheeks burn with embarrassment. I turned my head down to try to avoid her seeing me.

Her chair creaked as she leaned back in it. “You’ve had a dildo for a few years, but this is your first time using it? I don’t believe you,” she said.

It does sound fishy, but how do I prove it to her?

“It’s true, I swear!” I said in panic. “I got an urge one day and ordered it, but by the time it was delivered, the feeling had passed. It’s just been hiding at the bottom of my box since then.”

She nodded. “I suppose I can believe that,” she said. “But what made you decide to use it tonight?”

“I-I’m just so horny all the time from wearing this chastity cage and dressing up as your sexy maid… I guess my body just needed something sexual.”

Her arms crossed as she continued to study me. “And did fucking yourself satisfy your urge?”

I debated how to answer her question. Finally, I decided to stick with the truth, it seemed to be working for me so far. “Almost,” I said.

“Almost?” she asked curiously. “How did it almost satisfy you?”

I scratched the back of my head nervously. She was really dragging out this conversation and it was becoming more awkward with each question. “Because I was close to cumming,” I answered hesitantly.

Her face perked up at my answer. “Really?” she exclaimed excitedly. It wasn’t the reaction I was expecting, but I was glad for that. “My little sissy almost made herself cum by fucking herself?”

“Yes, mistress…” I admitted bashfully.

“I thought I would have to wait a few more weeks until I could get you submissive enough to fuck you, but then here you are doing it yourself. I’m delighted by this turn of events, Chrissy.”

I stared at her bemused. “You are?” I asked.

“Oh yes. That means you’re truly becoming my sissy. And faster than I would have ever expected if you’re already having such sissy urges.”

I was still bewildered by her reaction, but I also felt relieved that she was handling it so positively. I let out a deep sigh and felt a smile form on my face. “I’m glad you’re happy,” I said.

Her smile relaxed as she said, “I am, however, I’m also a bit disappointed that you didn’t come to me with these urges of yours before you acting on them yourself.”

Oh no… is this where she punishes me?

“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“It’s okay this time, Chrissy, but you are going to have to make it up to me tonight.”

My nerves flared up again. I had a feeling that she was up to no good once again. “How can I do that, Mistress?” I asked apprehensively.

She stood up and pushed her chair under the table. She walked around until she stood behind me. Her hands gripped my shoulders tightly as I looked up at her as she looked down over me. “First, why don’t you be a good maid and clean this mess up. Then you can meet me upstairs in the bedroom and find out,” she said. “Oh, and bring me a glass of wine.”

“Alright…” I replied nervously.

She started walking upstairs and I watched her from my seat. She had a wicked smile on her face. “This is going to be fun,” she laughed out.


Chapter 4

Amy’s New Toy

When I was done cleaning up dinner, I anxiously made my way upstairs with Amy’s glass of wine. Being in our bedroom together when I was dressed up as Chrissy the maid always gave me mixed feelings. She had done so much to me in there already. So far I had liked it all, but it was always such a shock when it started.

I tried to act calm as I entered the room. As I walked in, I noticed her laying in bed with the blankets and covers pulled over her.

Are we about to have sex? This is how she usually waits for me before she lets me fuck her. At least back when she let me fuck her.

As I approached the bed I saw the grin on her face. She was definitely up to something. I handed her the glass of wine and she took a sip then said, “Thank you for joining me.”

I nodded in response. It wasn’t as if I had a choice.

She set the glass of wine down on her bedside table. “I bet you’re eager to find out what we’re going to do tonight. What new fun awaits you,” she continued.

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied.

She quickly threw the blankets off of her and exposed her surprise. She was completely naked other than some straps around her hips which had a large penis dildo attached to it and standing up tall. “Surprise!” she exclaimed.

“Oh,” I let out as I admired the dildo. “Oh!” I gasped when I realized what she wanted to do. She was wearing a strap-on, just like in the porn I watched of wives fucking their husbands.

Her hand grabbed the dildo and she began stroking it. “If one of us is going to have a dick, I figured it might as well be me since I’m in charge in our household,” she said.

I thought about my own dick, still locked away in my chastity cage. Did she mean that I didn’t have a dick anymore? “What about my dick?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Sissies don’t have dicks. You just have a caged clit and a small one at that,” she answered.

A wave of sadness consumed me, but quickly dissipated. While it was the first time she had said it, part of me had already accepted the reality and knew that she wasn’t going to unlock me. “Oh,” I sighed.

She scoffed at my reaction. “Come on, you can’t tell me you really miss it, can you? Would you really trade in the last two weeks as my maid, prancing around in sexy outfits and high heels, for the ability to touch your pathetic little dick?”

My eyes drifted away from her as I considered her question. Would I rather wear my outfits or would I rather be able to touch my dick? Being her maid was hard work and she expected more out of me everyday so I didn’t think it would ever get easier. But at the same time, I loved wearing panties, thigh highs, and dresses. I was even beginning to love my high heels now that I was becoming more used to wearing them. But then I also loved being able to masturbate and cum. I was torn.

Just an hour ago I was wishing I could touch my dick and make it cum. Would I really never be able to do that again? However, I did feel like I was close to cumming when I was fucking myself… perhaps I would be able to orgasm in other ways if I stayed caged. In new, naughtier ways.

“Do you not mean for me to cum anymore?” I asked her, pathetically.

She took another sip of wine. “You certainly won’t be masturbating, that’s for sure. I’d prefer if you didn’t cum so you will stay a good, obedient sissy for me, but I may allow you the opportunity from time to time. If you’re good,” she answered.

I felt relieved by her answer. I would still be allowed to orgasm. “So you will take my cage off occasionally?”

She laughed. “Oh, no. That’s locked for good, Chrissy,” she said. I was speechless so I just nodded my acceptance. She waited a moment and then continued, “You never answered me. Would you rather have a dick or be my maid?”

I gulped as I found the nerve to give her my answer. “I’d rather be your maid,” I mumbled under my breath.

“What was that?” she asked.

“I would rather be your maid,” I admitted louder.

Her smile grew from ear to ear. She pushed herself onto all fours and crawled towards me on the bed. “That’s right, my little sissy. Lucky for you, that’s how it is going to be. Forever,” she said as she reached out and slipped her hand under my panties. She grabbed my cage and stared up at me.

My cage strained at her touch, immediately making me wish I wasn’t caged and that her hand was on my touch deprived dick. I moaned as she rubbed my cage. The little bits of my dick that was exposed through the small holes of the cage were so sensitive to her touch and longed for more. She pulled down my panties and started rubbing the cage more. My dick was straining hard now, fiercely trying to get erect but being denied by the cage.

She giggled as she watched my dick struggle. Her hand wrapped around and grabbed my balls as she leaned forward. She gave my caged dick a light kiss and looked up at me again. “Do you like that?” she asked me softly.

“Uh huh,” I moaned.

Her mouth moved back down to the cage, but this time she swallowed it. I felt her lips suck on it as they moved down my cage. When they got to the tip her tongue flicked my hole as if she was licking a clit. It was making my dick go crazy. It wanted out so badly. She went back to sucking it as if she was giving me a blow job. I felt very little sensation compared to a real blow job, but the action and visual of her doing it made it feel real.

Her mouth made a loud smacking noise as she pulled it off my dick. “I just wanted to remind you of what you’re giving up to be my maid,” she said as she wiped her mouth with the back of her arm. I let out a sigh as my dick continued to throb in its cage. I would definitely miss the feeling of her mouth on my dick. “From now on, you won’t be getting your dick sucked. You will only be sucking dick. Now get sucking.”


Chapter 5

Pleasures

I looked over at our bedroom door, expecting a man to suddenly enter like it had happened last weekend, but no body was there. I turned back to Amy. She had laid back in the bed, leaning against the headboard with her hand gripping her large dildo and wiggling it around for me to notice. It worked, my eyes focused on the large dildo that was strapped to her.

As she played with it, I looked it over. It was several inches bigger than my dildo and almost twice as thick. It definitely wasn’t a dildo for beginners. “You want me to suck that?” I asked.

She gave it another wiggle. “After watching your pathetic attempt to suck Rick’s dick last week, it became obvious that you need more practice. So you’re going to practice sucking my big cock before I let you taste another man’s,” she said.

What’s the harm in sucking a fake dick? If this is what she wants me to do then that’s not so bad.

I climbed up on to the bed and she spread her legs open wide, giving me an easy path to her fake cock. I crawled between her legs on all fours, until my face was in front of the dildo.

“That’s right. Suck my cock, sissy,” she spat out at me. She bent the dildo down towards my face and slapped it against my cheeks several times before brushing it across my lips. I opened my mouth and took it inside me, lowering my head down and letting the dildo fill my mouth.

“Take it deep. Let it hit the back of your throat,” Amy ordered me. I looked up into her eyes and saw a fire burning in them. I continued moving down onto the cock until I gagged. I quickly pulled it out of my mouth while Amy laughed at my discomfort. “How pathetic. That’s all you can take? You barely took half of my cock in your mouth. But don’t you worry, we will work on that.”

I nodded and then got back to work, wrapping my lips back around the dildo’s head and letting it fill my mouth back up. This time I only took as much as I was comfortable with before pulling my head back. My mouth was stretched out much more from this dildo than the one I had sucked earlier tonight. It almost felt like too much to take, but I adjusted my jaw to fit it in.

“Use your hand and grab it, stroke it as you suck it,” Amy instructed me. I did as I was told and grabbed the shaft with my hand. It followed my mouth up and down with each motion and made me feel like I was really giving a blow job. Last week with Rick, my arms were handcuffed behind my back and I wasn’t able to touch his cock, I could only suck it as he thrust it inside me. I wished I could use my hands then and felt lucky that I could now so I made use of them.

As I continued sucking, Amy started thrusting her hips, pushing the dildo deeper in my mouth. She was getting into it and getting turned on by fucking my mouth. I could smell her pussy beneath the strap on. She was getting wet.

Her smell started driving me crazy. I wanted her. My hand released from the dildo and moved down to her pussy. My fingers rubbed her pussy lips and she gasped in surprise. I looked up at her as I rubbed her and saw her biting her lip. She liked it.

I closed all but my middle finger and slowly inserted it inside her, pushing it in each time I went down on her dildo. The two actions quickly fell into rhythm, my dick sucking and finger fucking. She started writhing on the bed and playing with her nipples. Her moans of pleasures fueled me and made me lust for her dildo more. I was sucking it vigorously now, rotating my head each time I went up and down on it, slurping my excess saliva as I salivated for it.

As my sucking increased, so did my fingering, fucking her harder and faster. Soon I could tell she wanted more. I slipped in my ring finger, giving her what she wanted. Her moans grew louder and her squirming more intense. She grabbed the back of my head and shoved it down on the dildo. I gagged as it filled my mouth and throat, but she continued pushing it down.

And then her hips thrust up as she threw her head back into her pillow and let out a boisterous groan as her whole body convulsed. When her body melted back into the bed below, I knew she had orgasmed and I slowly removed my fingers.

She let go of my head and allowed me to take my mouth off of the dildo. I sat back in the bed and stared at her, beaming with pride that I had made her cum. She looked thoroughly pleased.

“Well that was unexpected,” she laughed out as she breathed heavily.

I rubbed my jaw, it was hurting a bit from taking that thick dildo in my mouth. “But you liked it right?” I asked even though I knew the answer.

“Mmm, yeah,” she groaned. “I think you may have a new chore to add to your list.”

My smile grew wider. “Anything to please my mistress,” I replied. My response had a hint of sarcasm, but was mostly truthful. I always loved pleasuring my wife.

She let out a huff of air as she pushed herself up and leaned her back against the headboard. She took another few breaths and then smiled at me. “Well, I hope you’re not tired yet because the fun is just getting started,” she said.

I looked at her confused and then as her hand went back to her dildo, I had an idea what she meant.

She climbed out of bed and said, “Bend over. It’s time for you to get fucked.”


Chapter 6

Pervert

Without thinking I repositioned myself on the bed so that my ass was facing her. She said she wanted to fuck me and I was ready to be fucked. As she stood behind me with her large dildo hanging from her strap-on, I couldn’t wait to feel it inside me.

Her hands grabbed my ass cheeks firmly and growled at me, “Mmm, yeah. I can’t wait to fuck my sissy.” She yanked my panties down and said, “But first I need to get something. I’ll be right back.”

I craned my head to the side and watched her walk out of the room. While I waited, I considered my position on the bed and decided to drop my feet down to the ground and rest my body on my elbows to make my ass more at the level of her dildo. I wanted to make it easier for her to give me a good fucking. When she returned she was holding my bottle of lube and my beginner’s dildo that I had used earlier.

“What’s that for?” I asked in confusion as I stared at my old dildo. Seeing it next to hers made me realize how much bigger hers was. It would be a big jump up in size. Would I be able to take all of that inside me?

“I want you to continue practicing your sucking while I fuck you. My sissy needs experience having both of her holes filled at once,” she answered as she handed me my dildo. I was delighted by her answer. It was so naughty. My dick started swelling up at the thought.

She returned to her position behind me and slapped my ass. I heard her squirt the lube onto her dildo and as she slathered it around she asked me, “Do you think you can take this whole cock in your ass?”

I wasn’t sure, but I knew I would soon find out. “I hope so, Mistress. I don’t want to disappoint you,” I replied.

“That’s a very good answer, Chrissy. I’ll make sure to work it all in you. I don’t think it will be that hard though, I have a feeling that you were born to take big cock,” she said. My dick was straining in its cage now. I was so turned on by her words. I couldn’t wait for her to stick her big cock inside me.

There was another squirt and then I felt the cold drips of lube on my asshole followed by her finger smearing it around. The touch of her finger was like a cruel tease as I waited for something more. My wait didn’t last long though as soon she put the large head of the dildo against my asshole. I felt pressure as she pushed it in. I let out a loud gasp as it penetrated me. There was a slight pain at first, but as she slowly pushed it in I could feel my asshole stretching wider to accept the large cock.

“I wanted to be the one to take your sissy virginity, but at least I see that you’ve loosened your ass up for my much bigger cock,” she said as she slid the dildo back. She pushed it in again, a little faster and a little further. The feeling of it made me moan. Again she pulled it back and again she thrust it deeper inside of me. With each thrust, my fake breasts bounced and jiggled in my bra. I wished I could hold them and touch them, but I needed my hands to brace myself up.

She pulled the dildo back once more and yelled, “Why aren’t you sucking, slut?!” Suddenly she rammed her hips forward, sending the dildo deep inside me. I gasped at the feeling of it hitting my prostate.

“I’m sorry, Mistress,” I breathed out. I stuck the dildo upright in front of me and lowered my mouth down onto it. Sucking on a dick felt like the right thing to do in this moment. I did need both of my holes filled, just like she wanted.

Her hands grabbed my hips as her thrusting became more consistent. My asshole had loosened up enough for her to do as she pleased. I tried to time my movements on the smaller dildo in my mouth to her movements with the larger dildo in my ass, but it was hard to focus and my desires had me wanting to suck faster. So I let my body lead me and I sucked the dildo vigorously.

The feeling of the dildo pounding my ass consumed me. It was so big and felt so good. My breathing was growing heavy as I sucked and was fucked. It was so much sensation that it was nearly overwhelming. Then she reached between my legs and grabbed my cage, adding a new sensation. My dick was throbbing from her touch, excited to be included in the action. “It feels good to be the one with the cock in this house. Tell me how much you love my cock,” she said as her hand released from my cage. She quickly reached up and grabbed my hair then pulled my head up and off of the dildo.

With my mouth empty I suddenly gasped for air. “I love your cock,” I said between heavy breaths.

She pulled my head back further as she kept fucking me. “I know you love it. Tell me how much,” she spat out.

“I really love it,” I moaned as she pounded my asshole harder.

“I knew you would,” she said. She let go of my hair and grabbed my hips again, pulling me back as she thrusted as hard as she could. My hands gripped the bed sheets tightly as I braced myself. “Fucking you is so much fun! I can’t believe you would give up doing this to me just to be able to wear some panties. You’re such a fucking pervert.”

She was right. I was and I needed to continue to feed my perversion. I started sucking the dildo again. “Sucking that cock without my asking. Oh my goodness, you’re such a cock slut!” she laughed out.

I couldn’t take anymore. I could feel my dick filling up and pulsing in its cage. I sucked the dildo faster, moaning each time it filled my mouth. And then it happened. My dick burst. Cum shot out onto the bedding as I felt a wave of relief flood my body. I lifted my head off of the dildo and groaned loudly before letting my upper body collapse into the bed.

Her fucking slowed down and then came to a stop. After she had pulled the dildo out I rolled over and melted into the bed with an exhausted sigh. “Isn’t our sex life so much more fun when you don’t have a dick?” she asked.

It was. “Yes, Mistress,” I agreed.

“Don’t get too used to getting fucked until you cum. I need you to stay backed up so that you’re good and obedient for me.”

“Yes, Mistress. Anything you say.”

She laughed at me as she walked away. “For once, I actually believe you. Now that you’re my cock slut I know there’s no going back,” she said.

She was right. There was no going back. I only wanted this.


Part 4

Cuckold Maid
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Chapter 1

Work Distractions

Work was becoming very hard these days. Not the work I did as Chrissy the maid, the work I did at my day job when I was still Chris. My mind was constantly flooded with memories of being dressed up as my wife, Amy’s, maid as she fucked me from behind. As I sat at my work desk, wearing a bra and panties under my button up shirt and slacks, I wished I was instead at home wearing my dress and stockings as I played the role of her maid and cleaned the house wearing high heels. That was what I lived for these days, not my boring office job.

When I wasn’t daydreaming, I often spent time online shopping for new outfits that Chrissy could wear. When I returned home from work every day I was required to become Chrissy again and, unfortunately, my wardrobe didn’t have enough appropriate maid clothes so I needed to buy more to expand my outfit options. I found lots of cute skirt and blouse combinations as well as dresses to go with new panties and thigh highs. Online shopping was doubly distracting because it made my dick strain in my chastity cage that it had been locked in for a month now. Seeing the sexy women models wearing the clothes that I was ordering for myself made me feel naughty. I couldn’t wait to soon be wearing them and showing them off to Amy.

The funny thing was that shopping for women’s clothing wasn’t all that new to me. Actually, it was what got me into my new life as Chrissy in the first place. Since I was younger, I had a secret desire to wear women’s clothing. Over the years I had bought lots of it and kept it hidden in places where Amy would never find it. When I felt naughty or extra horny, I liked to wear panties underneath my clothes and sometimes I would even get daring enough to wear more. And when Amy was out of the house, I would get fully dressed up in my various outfits.

But then Amy discovered my secret one day when she found me wearing a pink thong. She took me up to my closet, dug through my stash, and forced me to get dressed in an outfit that she chose for me. I didn’t want to, but she threatened to tell everyone we knew about my secret so I did as she said.

Things quickly escalated from there. I was apprehensive about the whole arrangement at first, but soon I started feeling new urges and desires and I longed for more. In a sense it was liberating. Now I could shop for women’s clothing without fear of being caught. In fact, my wife actually encouraged me to buy more clothes. It was amazing.

I leaned back in my desk chair and let out a sigh. My life was a lot to juggle at times, but I was happy that things had changed the way they had. But now after reminiscing about it all, I now once again had the desire to do some more shopping. I leaned back towards my computer, hunched over the screen, and opened a new browser window to start searching. Right as I clicked on a link to a cute skater skirt, there was suddenly a man’s voice behind me. “Chris, can you come talk to me in my office please?”

My eyes bulged open in surprise as my heart pounded fearfully. My fingers fumbled on my keyboard and eventually managed to minimize the window. I turned around, hoping the man hadn’t seen anything, to see my boss, Mr. Campbell, standing at the entrance to my cubicle.

“Oh, hi,” I said, trying to act like I wasn’t up to anything. “Is something wrong?”

Mr. Campbell was about ten years my senior. He was tall with large shoulders and wore a pristine and expensive suit. His face was perfectly groomed, his face free of stubble and his blonde hair meticulously coiffed, which complemented his rugged jawline and piercing blue eyes. “Let’s talk in my office,” he said as he turned and walked away.

Shit. Did someone see what I was doing and report me? Am I in trouble?

I stood up and trudged my way into his office as I felt my heart pounding harder. When I entered, he motioned for me to close the door which only made me more anxious. He didn’t want anyone to hear our conversation. He was sitting in his large chair behind his desk so I took a seat in the smaller guest chairs in front. There I fidgeted with my fingers until he finally spoke.

“I just had a rather interesting call,” he said.

“Oh?” I asked, not knowing where this might be going.

He looked bewildered. “It was from your wife. Amy is it?” he continued. I nodded at his question. “She asked if you could come home early. She said something about needing help preparing for a dinner party.”

A dinner party? She never told me about a dinner party…

“Huh,” was all I could manage to say as I tried to wrack my brain for any memory of her talking about a party.

Mr. Campbell must have read the confused look on my face as he laughed. “I get it, my ex-wife never told me anything either,” he said.

I let out a sigh and chuckled, pretending to agree with him. Finally, I found my voice again. “I’m sorry. I’m not sure why she would call you about that. I’ll make sure she doesn’t do it again,” I replied apologetically.

“Well,” he let out with another laugh. “I guess she called me because she wanted to invite me.”

I tried to hide my shock.

Why the hell would she invite my boss over for dinner?!

I was so confused, so lost. What was going on? “Oh,” I squeaked out.

He shrugged. “It’s very unusual and normally I wouldn’t accept such an invitation, but she was very insistent. So… I guess I will see you for dinner tonight.”

I tried to fake a smile at his response. “Oh, great,” I replied.

He leaned back in his chair and put his hands behind his head. “So you’re free to head home and give your wife a hand.”

“Thank you, Mr. Campbell.” I stood up and walked out of his office, my body consumed with dread. I didn’t know what Amy’s plans entailed, but I had a feeling I was in for a long night.


Chapter 2

The Plans

When I arrived back home, I opened the front door and found it oddly quiet. I was expecting to hear Amy running around to prepare for this supposed dinner party, but as I walked in everything seemed just the way I had left it. It was baffling. I set my work bag down and made my way upstairs, hoping to find Amy along with some answers. Upstairs, I found her seated at her vanity, doing her hair and makeup.

It does look like she’s getting ready for something…

“Hey, hun. What’s going on? What’s all this about a dinner party?” I asked, not wanting to beat around the bush.

She turned around in her chair, resting her arm on the back of it. “Hey, babe. I’m glad Ryan let you off early. You have a lot of work ahead of you!” she said.

Ryan? She’s on a first name basis with my boss?

“I do?” I asked apprehensively.

She turned back around and continued curling her hair. “Of course. I need Chrissy to prepare for the party,” she said flatly.

I was stunned. She wanted me to prepare for a dinner party with no notice or planning that’s just hours away? Even if I knew how to throw a party that wouldn’t be enough time. I felt very overwhelmed just thinking about it.

“How am I supposed to do that? I don’t know anything about dinner parties and I doubt we have enough food for whomever is coming!”

I saw her roll her eyes in the mirror. “Well, you aren’t doing anything, are you? I have no doubt Chrissy will do a fine job. But just to ease her fragile little mind, the dinner will be catered. The food will arrive shortly before,” she explained.

Hearing that was a relief. Even if we had the needed supplies, I didn’t think my cooking skills were quite up to par to cook dinner for a party.

She continued, “Chrissy will be responsible for making sure the house is cleaned, the table is set, and refreshments are ready to be served.”

Alright, that doesn’t sound too bad.

“Wouldn’t it be easier for me to do this as myself so I could quickly get dressed when I was done and be ready for when guests came?” I asked. It seemed silly to have to change into Chrissy and then back into my normal clothes for dinner.

She whipped her head back towards me. “Are you arguing with an order, sissy?” she growled at me.

My heart froze for a second in panic. “Oh, no. Sorry, Mistress. I will get Chrissy to come get ready,” I stammered defensively.

Her head calmly turned back to her vanity. “That’s a good sissy.”

I still had another question I needed to ask. “Why the sudden dinner party and why did you invite my boss?”

She sighed, clearly annoyed at me. “Let’s just say that I have plans to get you… promoted,” she said.

This peaked my interest. I had been stuck in the same dead end job for years. But could she really convince Mr. Campbell to give me a promotion? How would she do that?

“Oh, ok!” I replied eagerly.

This was an exciting development. I was ready to get started now.

“The party won’t be anything extravagant, just us and three others. So make sure there are table settings for five people,” she added.

“Who else is coming?”

She smirked. “Let’s leave the rest a surprise.”

That sounded alarming. Why didn’t she want to tell me who else was coming?

“Oh, alright…” I replied.

“Guests were told to arrive at six and it’s almost three now so you better start getting ready. I bought Chrissy a new dress and apron that she needs to wear. They’re hanging up in your office.”

I could tell that was her way of telling me to leave. She was done with this conversation. But that didn’t stop me from getting even more excited by her gift. “Thank you, Mistress! I’ll go get ready now,” I said as I made my way out of our bedroom and towards my office.

There, I saw the dress hanging up. It was black with a white collar and cuffs. It looked form fitting at the top and then flared out at the waist. It wasn’t anything extraordinary, but it was the first outfit Amy had bought for me so it felt extra special. Next to it hung the new apron. It was a full body apron that was white with lace trim.

I quickly undressed as Chris and started getting dressed as Chrissy. I picked out a sexy pair of cheeky black panties and a padded black bra that really made my fake breasts look big. I slipped on some black thigh highs and attached them to my sexy black garter belt. Then I put on the dress. It fit me well and I really liked it.

I finished up by putting on my wig and new apron then slipped on my high heels. I was ready to get to work. I returned to the bedroom to show Amy my new outfit.

“Reporting for duty, Mistress,” I said proudly as I wore picked up the hems of my skirt and held them up for her to see.

She glared at me in he mirror. “Why are you here and not working, maid? Time is running out and there is still a lot to do,” she said sternly.

I felt rejected, but knew that I shouldn’t. She was still busy getting ready. “I’m sorry, Mistress. I’ll go get started,” I said bashfully.

I was about to turn to leave, but she turned around in her seat first. Her face looked beautiful with the makeup she had applied so far. I was lucky to be married to such a gorgeous woman. “You do look good though, Chrissy. Like a proper hostess,” she said with a grin.

“Thank you, Mistress,” I replied. Without thinking I gave her a bow and turned to leave.


Chapter 3

Getting Ready

Downstairs, I got to work getting ready for the dinner party. The house was already very clean as I always made sure it was, but there were a few dishes in the sink and some clutter around the kitchen that I took care of to begin with. After, I went around the house making sure everything was tidy and organized.

Once the house was in order, I started on the dining table. I took out the nice plate mats, the fancy silverware, and fine china and laid out settings for five people as Amy had requested. I realized that I didn’t know what would be served for dinner so I wasn’t sure how much silverware to put out, but I decided to play it safe and set out one of every type. As a final touch, I found some candles and lit them on the table and then dimmed the room’s lights to a complementary level to help create the perfect ambiance.

The last thing Amy had requested I do was get refreshments prepared. I set wine glasses at each table setting and then found a few nice bottles of wine which I set out around the table. Then, I pulled out a pitcher which I filled with ice and water and set in the refrigerator to stay cool until it was closer to the party.

With the house clean, the table made, and refreshments prepared, there wasn’t much left for me to do and it had only been an hour. There was still two hours until our guests would arrive. I felt bad going up to disturb Amy again, but I also knew better than to just sit around and do nothing if she had something for me to do so I made my way back upstairs to check in with her.

In our bedroom, she was standing in front of a mirror wearing a short satin pink robe while she held up two dresses in front of her, trying to decide which to wear. I recognized the dresses she was considering and decided to give her a suggestion. “The blue one, definitely the blue one,” I said.

She turned her head around to look at me. “You’ve always loved the blue one,” she smiled at me.

“Of course. Whenever you wear that dress I end up getting lucky,” I laughed.

Her eyebrow raised at me. “Is that so? Do you think I’m going to let you get lucky tonight?” she asked.

I hadn’t considered it. Of course I would love to, but I knew to never expect it these days. I shrugged. “I have no idea what to expect tonight,” I answered.

She tossed the other dress aside. “I guess we will have to find out. The blue dress it is.”

She untied her robe and let it fall to the ground, exposing her beautiful naked body. I felt my dick swell up at the sight of her bare ass. I wanted to sneak up, grab it, and have my way with her, but I knew that it was aimless as long as I had my chastity cage on. But seeing her putting on her sexy blue dress at least gave me hope that we might have some fun tonight. “Mind helping me zip this up?” she asked me.

“Of course, Mistress,” I said as I walked up to her and took the zipper between my fingers. I lifted up her hair and zipped up the dress then took a step back to admire her. She was gorgeous.

She turned around to face me. “Thank you, Chrissy,” she said. “So what brings you upstairs. Is everything ready?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I answered. “I’ve done everything you requested. Should I get changed back to my normal clothes for the party now?”

She stared at me quizzically. “Why would you change? I bought you this new dress and I expect you to wear it,” she answered.

Clearly she didn’t get what I was saying. “I meant, should I change into something nice for Chris to wear for dinner?”

She rolled her eyes at me in annoyance. “I know what you meant and I meant what I said. You are to wear this dress tonight. You’re the hostess.”

My jaw dropped. I was stunned by her answer. “W-what?!” I exclaimed.

Her eyebrows furrowed and I could see anger swelling up in her eyes. “I will not repeat myself, maid. I know you heard me. Now be a good girl and go sit down at my vanity. I need to do your makeup,” she replied firmly.

Her words struck me hard. I knew I wasn’t supposed to argue with her, but this was serious. “But… my boss… you invited my boss,” I stammered.

“Yes, and two other people. You need to trust me, Chrissy. Everything will be fine,” she said calmly.

I wanted to believe her, but the thought of being dressed like this in front of my boss was terrifying and humiliating. For now, I made my way to her vanity and sat down. She wouldn’t purposely do anything to hurt me, right? And even if it did hurt my job, I hated that job anyways.

“There you go,” she said as she patted my shoulder. She leaned down and gave me a kiss on the cheek. “I’m going to make you into such a sexy slut that they won’t even know it’s you.”

Hearing that was a relief. I hadn’t considered that makeup might mask my appearance. I let out a deep breath and watched as Amy started applying makeup. She covered my face in foundation which instantly made my skin look softer and more feminine. Then she lightly trimmed my eyebrows and ran a pencil through it. My eyes were next and required more work. She applied eye liner along my eye lid as well as some eyeshadow. Then she used a brush to apply mascara. The result was dark, sultry eyes which I loved. She finished by applying a bright red shade of lipstick and a dash of red blush to my cheeks.

“Take a look, my sexy sissy,” she said as she pulled me up and pushed me towards the full length mirror. My eyes started at my legs, seeing my hairless legs beneath my sheer black thigh highs which were tucked into black stilettos. I could just barely see the garter straps at the top of the thigh highs under the hem of my dress. My dress looked perfect and combined with my new apron, really made me look like a proper maid. Finally, my face looked so much more feminine, especially when combined with my wig. Amy had done my makeup perfectly.

I closed my eyes briefly and then opened them up. At a quick glance, I almost couldn’t tell it was me. I was amazed. “Woah,” I let out.

Amy came to stand behind me and looked over my shoulder into the mirror. “You’re my masterpiece. The perfect transformed husband,” she whispered. “Now get back downstairs and prepare yourself to play hostess. How well you performance will dictate how much fun we have afterwards.”


Chapter 4

The Dinner Party

Soon, the food was delivered. I received some awkward stares from the delivery people, but I was never sure if they could tell if I was a man or not. Amy had instructed me on how to speak in a more feminine voice and while it wasn’t perfect, it definitely helped me be more confident while dealing with the delivery people. The food arrived in large aluminum containers which I was instructed to leave closed until closer to dinner time. I stored them in the kitchen until then.

As the time until our guests arrived ticked down, I started growing more anxious. Dealing with strangers delivering food was one thing, but seeing my boss and whomever else Amy had invited would be terrifying. I hoped that Mr. Campbell wouldn’t recognize me, but even if he didn’t, he would likely question where I was and eventually figure it out. How would I be able to go back to work after he saw me like this?

At the same time, how would I survive in my own house if I betrayed my mistress’ orders? At the end of the day, while she didn’t need to flaunted it anymore, she still held the threat of announcing my new found love of being her sissy to the world and even had a recording of me dressed as a maid while sucking a man’s cock. So if not tonight, then Mr. Campbell would still likely find out eventually.

As I waited, I had a lot of anxious energy to expel. First, I went around the table and polished the silverware, making sure they looked perfect. Then, I rearranged the place settings so that they were perfectly aligned. I also took the time to dust the surrounding furniture. When I finally ran out of things to do, I opened a bottle of wine and poured myself a glass, hoping to soothe my nerves.

Amy arrived downstairs just before six. I was in awe of her as she walked down the stairs in my favorite blue dress. It was a short, form fitting dress with a deep neckline that showed plenty of cleavage. She wore it with sleek black heels that made her look both elegant and powerful. Her hair was curled and her makeup done to perfection. She was my goddess.

The doorbell rang for the first time shortly after. “Well, hostess? Go answer the door for your mistress,” she ordered me.

My heart was pounding as I made my way to the door. I took a deep gulp and then opened the door. It was Rick, the man Amy had invited over a few weeks ago. The man whose dick I had sucked. “Please come in,” I said. I was both happy and disappointed to see him.

“Thank you, uhh, Chris was it?” he said as he walked inside.

“It’s Chrissy,” Amy answered for me. “Welcome, Rick. Please join me in the living room for a drink.” He left me to join her as I waited near the door for the next guests.

A few minutes later the doorbell rang again. I took a deep breath in and released it before opening the door. It was Mr. Campbell. My heart was pounding and my body shaking. I lowered my head, hoping to help hide my face from him. “Please come in,” I stammered when I found the ability to speak.

“Uhh, thank you,” he said as he looked around the house. “Chris has a better home than I would have expected. And a house keeper? I might have to re-examine how much I’m paying him,” he said under his breath.

Amy came and invited him into the living room with Rick and he gladly joined her, clearly taken back by her beauty. I again waited by the door, this time for the last guest. When the doorbell rang once again, I felt a little more confident after the first two guests and opened it right away. But then I was floored. It was my best friend, Keith. I was speechless. With my head down, I ushered him in with a hand motion.

Why is Keith here? What the hell is Amy up to with this random group of people?

Amy walked out of the living room to greet Keith. “Welcome, Keith. Now that everyone is here, let’s go to the dining table. Chrissy, would you be a doll and serve everyone?” I immediately blushed when she said my name. The three men all turned to look at me with curious expressions. I suddenly wished that my female name wasn’t so similar to my male name. I wasn’t sure if they could tell it was me, but it definitely chipped away at my disguise.

When they followed her into the dining room, I went into the kitchen and prepared their plates. I brought them out two at a time and set them in front of Amy and her guests. I finished by bringing out mine. The last seat was at the head of the table opposite Amy with our three guests sitting on the sides. Before I sat down, I poured everyone a glass of wine and made sure to give myself a little extra.

The men couldn’t take their eyes off of Amy which I was glad for. They talked and laughed at everything she said while I ate and drank in silence. However, I could tell Mr. Campbell in particular was wondering why the help was sitting at the table as he kept glaring at me. Eventually, he had to ask. “Where is Chris? I expected him to be joining us,” he said. I felt my heart sink as my body started shaking nervously again. This was it. I was about to be outed.

Amy had a grin on her face as she looked across the table at me. “Chris is with us,” she answered.

The men all looked around until their eyes locked on me. Mr. Campbell squinted his eyes and he gasped. “Chris?” he asked me.

My cheeks burned with embarrassment. “Yes…,” I squeaked out. There were more gasps around the table and a chorus of questions. I couldn’t focus on any particular one, it all sounded like ringing in my ears as I saw my life as I knew it ending. This was the official beginning of my new life.

Amy laughed from the other side of the table. “Now that everyone knows our little secret. I think it’s time for tonight’s entertainment,” she said.


Chapter 5

Entertainment

Everyone’s eyes went back to Amy, including my own as I wondered what she meant by tonight’s entertainment. “Tonight’s party was meant as a coming out party of sorts. First, everyone please meet Chrissy, my sissy maid,” she said.

I again felt my heart pounding as everyone looked at me. I gave an awkward wave and they showed me forced smiles. They were clearly being made awkward by the situation as well.

Amy continued, “Second, me as his hot wife.” She struck a pose as if she was a performer on stage. “Tonight I’m giving Chrissy the opportunity to play a game of which you will all be part. Simply put, she will decide which of you will fuck me and which of you will fuck her. The other will sadly have to leave.”

I was shocked by her words.

She wants me to get fucked by a man? And she wants another man to fuck her? We never talked about any of this!

I glared at her, trying to convey my feelings. She just grinned at me in response. The men around the table all looked confused. They clearly had no idea what they would be involved in tonight. Would they even be interested?

“What do you think Chrissy? Who will have the honors tonight?” Amy asked me.

Everyone’s eyes were on me again. My eyes darted between the three men. I couldn’t believe I would have to answer such a question and choose two of these men.

Hypothetically, if I were to choose, who would I? There’s Keith, my best friend. It would be weird to let him fuck me, but what if he fucked Amy? Then there’s Mr. Campbell, my boss. He’s already seen me like this, but it would also be weird if I let him fuck me, right? How would I be able to work for him after that? Last there’s Rick. I hardly know Rick other than his dick. He had a good sized dick. I definitely wouldn’t want him fucking Amy though since they know each other and sometimes work together.

Part of me hoped that these men would take offense to being made to participate in such a game or would be disgusted by the possibility of fucking me. I thought that at least one of them would storm out. But they didn’t. They continued staring at me.

I looked back at Amy with pleading eyes. She nodded at me, telling me that this was going to happen. I closed my eyes and breathed out a deep breath. “Keith will fuck you and Mr. Campbell will fuck me,” I said.

I opened my eyes back up to see the reactions around the table. Rick look annoyed and downed the last of his wine before standing up and storming out, Keith looked excited and I couldn’t blame him, Mr. Campbell looked at me with piqued interest, and finally, Amy looked very pleased. She took a sip of her wine and then stood up. Gentlemen, please join me in the bedroom.”

She made her way up the stairs as the two men followed her. I tailed behind, still in disbelief as to what was about to happen. In the bedroom, she stopped in the middle of the room and reached for her dress zipper as she said, “Keith, would you please help me?” He pulled down her zipper and she nonchalantly brushed her dress off, letting it fall to the floor. I didn’t know how to feel seeing my wife naked in front of two other men.

She turned around, exposing her breasts and pussy to them then beckoned them with her finger as she stepped backwards towards the bed. Both men followed her. I walked to the other side of the bed and stood awkwardly, awaiting her commands.

“If you two men aren’t naked in the next ten seconds then you’re going home,” she laughed out as she threw herself down on the bed. The men eagerly unbuttoned their clothes and ripped them off, each dying for a chance to taste her. “You, as well, Chrissy.”

I awkwardly untied my apron and set it down and then pulled off my dress. I stopped there, not wanting to feel any more exposed than I already did in front of the two men. My lingerie made me feel more confident and more in my role as Chrissy. If Chrissy were to be fucked then I needed to be dressed as Chrissy even if just a little bit.

I looked at the naked men. Each of their cocks were already starting to get erect from just looking at Amy. Keith had a surprisingly big cock. Amy would like that. Mr. Campbell’s was nice as well. It wasn’t as big as Amy’s dildo, but it was bigger than my beginner’s dildo.

“Very nice, gentlemen,” Amy said as she, too, admired their cocks. She looked over at me and reached out. Her hand brushed aside my panties and grabbed my caged dick. “My little Chrissy no longer has a cock so that’s why I invited you men tonight. I need to finally get some cock in me again.”

Both of the men grunted eagerly at her explanation while I considered it. It actually made sense to me. I hadn’t considered her needs and I suddenly felt better about the idea of her being fucked. I knew she had no intention of unlocking my cage, so how would she get her pleasure? I could use my fingers and tongue, but that’s not the same as a cock. I was then even more glad it would be my best friend as the one to please her, especially after seeing his dick.

“Keith, stop being a pussy and come fuck me!” she suddenly exclaimed. Keith looked over at me and I gave him a nod of approval letting him know that it was okay. I appreciated his gesture even though it was unnecessary. He eagerly climbed onto the bed and over her.

I looked over at Mr. Campbell who looked dejected. He looked like he was hoping that he would be the one to fuck her despite what had been arranged downstairs. He looked up at me and gave me an awkward smile. I returned the smile and shrugged at him. He shrugged, too, and then walked over behind me. I bent over and presented him my ass.

“You look close enough to a woman from here, I suppose,” he mumbled. Hearing that only made me more ready to feel his cock inside me. I wanted him to make me his woman.


Chapter 6

Promotion

“Come closer. I want you to watch me get fucked,” Amy told me. I moved over on the bed until I was able to clearly see her pussy.

Keith grabbed her legs and raised them up high. He gave me a smile and said, “Thanks, dude. I’ve always wanted to fuck your wife.” I replied with a smile and then he grabbed his cock and pushed his hips forward until it entered Amy’s hairless pussy.

“Mmm, yeah,” she moaned. “You’re cock is so much bigger than Chris’ was. Maybe I should have married you instead. At least then I’d at least be married to a real man.”

I couldn’t blame her for having such thoughts and actually, they kind of turned me on. The more she degraded me as a man, the more I felt like a woman. And as I was bent over our bed, waiting for a man to fuck me, I knew I was hardly a man at all any more. I truly was her sissy.

Behind me I could hear my boss slathering his cock with lube. After Amy had fucked me with her large strap-on the other week, I had often wondered what it would feel like to have a real man’s cock inside me and now I was about to find out. I felt his hand touch my back as something brushed against my ass. I looked back over my shoulder to see him aiming his hard cock at my asshole. I closed my eyes as I anxiously awaited his cock penetrating me, but then I felt a harsh slap to my face.

“Eyes open. Watch me get fucked by a real man, sissy!” Amy spat out at me. My eyes darted open and I looked back at her pussy. I watched as Keith’s cock filled her up and spread her pussy lips wide. He pulled back his hips, his cock coming back into view and then he pushed it in again. Amy gasped and gripped the blankets at the feeling of the large cock invading her.

Seeing her pleasure made me want my own. I was growing impatient. Finally, I felt pressure on my asshole and felt something push inside me. Mr. Campbell moaned as penetrated me. “I haven’t felt anything this tight since I was in high school,” he said. “Maybe this won’t be so bad.”

He forced his cock in further. I sucked in air as it filled me up. His hands wrapped around my hips as he pulled his dick back and then he pulled my hips back as he thrust forward, pushing himself deeper inside me and further loosening me.

Every time his cock went in harder I wanted to close my eyes to embrace the pleasure, but whenever my eyes were nearly closed, Amy would slap me. I strained to keep my eyes open as I continued to watch her get fucked. As I did, I admired her beautiful, soft body with her perfect breasts bouncing with each of Keith’s thrusts. I pictured myself looking as sexy and feminine as her as we both had our pleasure holes filled on our marital bed.

The men fucking us each seemed to be using different tactics. Keith appeared to be thoughtful and caring as he fucked my wife which was exactly why I chose him to do it. On the other hand, Mr. Campbell was acting like he wanted to punish me. His fingernails were digging into my skin as he pounded my ass as hard as he could. The man who reigned over me every day at work was now dominating me in bed. In a way, it felt so right.

“You better get used to watching me get fucked by men, Chrissy. This is the first of many,” Amy said to me. She then grabbed my head and pulled it towards her. She leaned closer and forced her tongue into my mouth and we started making out together while we were both getting fucked. Her lips were wet and plump and kissing her made my dick go crazy. It was one thing to feel the pleasure of a cock inside me, but to taste my wife and have her approval at the same time was sending me over the edge. I felt so connected to her. This was heaven.

She released my head and pushed it away. I wanted to go back for more, but instead I watched as she pushed herself up and started making out with Keith. For some reason I disliked that far more than watching him fuck her. It seemed too intimate. I looked back at Mr. Campbell. He was a sweaty mess and I could tell he had no interest in partaking in the same intimate connection. He just wanted to finish.

Amy fell back into the bed and shouted, “Harder! Fuck me harder!” Keith picked up the pace as he leaned forward and bent her legs back towards her body. His crotch was smacking against her ass with each heave. She let out a gasp at the increased pleasure.

Mr. Campbell was grunting heavily as he matched pace with Keith. My asshole felt loose enough to easily take his cock now and it was starting to feel so good inside me. But soon I felt his cock surging inside of me. And then he released a loud, guttural groan as he thrust hard and stayed inside me. His cock pulsed and its head swelled up then discharged. I could feel his cock rippling as he unloaded his cum inside me.

I let out a tired sigh as he stopped. He had given me a harsh pounding, far rougher than Amy had done to me. I wished he was still going though, my dick felt like it was so close to orgasming.

“Good girl, Chrissy. Take that cum inside you,” Amy moaned as Keith continued to fuck her. My attention went back to her, watching Keith’s cock move in and out of my wife. He had lasted much longer than I ever had. He and his cock were definitely a better fit for her. She deserved better than me. She deserved this.

Keith was groaning now, too, seemingly close. But before he could cum, Amy’s body convulsed and her back arched. As she cried out in pleasure, Keith bellowed out a moan. He slowed down and I knew then that he was filling my wife with his seed. I was envious of him in that moment for both getting to feel his cock inside her and for being allowed to cum. I knew that since I didn’t cum while I was fucked tonight, it would be a while until I was allowed to do so again.

“Oh, my goodness,” Amy breathed out. There was sweat dripping from her forehead as she looked me in the eyes. “That was so much better than you have ever fucked me.”

I stifled a laugh. “I know,” I agreed.

Her hand went to my cheek and she softly cradled my chin. “Do you love our new life as much as me?” she asked.

As I felt the cum in my ass and watched my best friend pull his cock out of my wife I smiled. “Yes, Mistress. I do.”

“Then congratulations, you’ve earned your promotion. You’re now my cuckold.”
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Becoming a Sissy Maid: Unlocking Hidden Desires

After allowing his marriage grow stagnant, Brad is faced with a tough decision. Wear a chastity cage or lose his relationship with his wife, Melissa. Melissa has issued him this ultimatum after years of growing unhappy in their marriage and because she believes that wearing a chastity cage will help turn Brad back into the loving, supportive man she married.

When Brad agrees, Melissa begins to give him daily chastity chores. Motivated by his desire to prove his devotion to his wife, Brad performs his chores diligently even as Melissa begins to add to his list of chastity chores. To further test his love and growing obedience, Melissa decides to tell him to dress up like a French maid for a deep cleaning of the house. When Brad not only agrees but seems eager to dress up again, Melissa understands that Brad was meant for a different life and takes it upon herself to unlock his hidden desires.

Forced to be a Sissy Maid

Paul is a nervous wreck. He’s unemployed, uninsured, and has just crashed into the car of Jade Brooks, a powerful and gorgeous woman. When she learns that he has no way to pay for the damages to his car, she is forced to take him to small claims court to collect what is due. 

But in court, Jade surprises everyone when she approaches the judge and convinces her to change her sentencing. Instead of demanding the money due to her from Paul, she allows Paul to work off his debt to her… as her sissy maid.

Paul is bewildered by the judge’s acceptance of this offer and begrudgingly accepts knowing he has no other way to pay off his debt to Jade. However, when Paul arrives at Jade’s apartment the next day, he soon discovers that the judge’s punishment was from the last he would receive. 

Jade quickly becomes a demanding and dominating master for Paula, her new sissy maid. Follow along the story of Paul, as he adapts to his new life as a sissy maid, undergoes training, and succumbs to his mistress. 

Secret Sissy: Urges

When Michael’s girlfriend Serena discover’s his secret collection of women’s clothing in his closet he is forced to admit his love of dressing up in sexy lingerie. At first Serena believes he’s lying to cover up for his infidelity so she gives him an ultimatum to wear a chastity cage or break up.

Michael agrees to lock himself up in chastity, hoping to not lose the woman he loves. However, his lust for wearing women’s clothing soon takes over him again and when Serena discovers him wearing panties, she realizes he was telling the truth and does like dressing up and feeling sexy.

Serena decides to test Michael’s desires for crossdressing by fully feminizing him and taking him out for a night on the town as a woman. How far Michael is willing to go not only surprises her, but him as well.
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