

Heather pulls me from my sleep. I was having such a wonderful dream and now all I can feel is her slapping my arm.


“Get up sissy. No sleep for the sissy. Sleep is for real men. Get that cute little girl ass in the kitchen and whip up some breakfast for us. If you do a good job, I might let you have some of the food you make. I haven’t decided yet.”


My eyes stare straight up at our tiered ceiling, the fan spinning slowly. Up until a week ago, my life was totally different. I dressed like a little sissy when nobody was around and watching my videos, jizzing on pretty dresses when nobody was paying attention. It was nice. It was my little secret.


Now everything was totally different. My wife Heather caught me in the act and she now has pictures. If I want my life in the army to not become a total hell, I have to do what she says. This is fucking nuts.


I struggle out of the bed, my eyes glancing at the clock. It is still 5:00 in the morning and I am drowsy. I stumble over to my closet and start to pull on my white t-shirt and blue jeans. That earns me a reprimand I didn’t see coming. Heather throws her hairbrush at me, hitting me in the back of the head.


“Listen you fucking sissy girl. Get into your maid outfit. I didn’t tell you to dress like a guy. I am having company over today and you are going to be cooking for all of us.”


My hands froze for just a moment as I realized that even more people would see me in the maid outfit now. Heather was really putting the screws to me but there was nothing I could do. She held all the cards now. My wife became the head of the house overnight. Now, all I could be was the maid.


I struggle into my tight maid outfit, the cobwebs still clouding my mind slowly starting to dissipate. Originally the maid outfit was my idea. I had ordered it in secret online and pulled it on when I wanted to look pretty and prance around the house on my own.


Heather totally took the maid outfit to the next level. She forced me into each day, calling it my uniform for cleaning the house. Before we shared the chores around the house pretty equally. Once she found out I was a sissy though, she had me doing all the cleaning and cooking around the house. If she found even a spot on the kitchen floor, she forced me to my knees to clean it with my tongue. After that happened a few times, I did my absolute best to not disappoint her anymore. The floor tasted pretty bad...


I started to move out of the room in my maid outfit when Heather stopped me again.


“Where do you think you are going sissy?”


I froze like a statue made of stone. Was she going to force me into a situation even more demeaning than the one I was already in? 


The answer didn’t surprise me.


“Get your ass back here right now little one.”


My thick arms flexed at the biceps as I trotted back over to my wife who had a large grin on her face. She ran her fingers up and down the front of my maid outfit as she addressed me. This would not be good for me.


“I wish you had come out to me on your own. I really do. Things would have been so much better for both of us. You had to hide the fact that you are a pink, prissy, princess and look where you ended up. Now put on your whole outfit before you start your chores. Cute little hat as well.


I nodded and silently went into her drawer, pulling out the rest of the maid outfit that Heather had bought for me. She was really getting into things, buying me special outfits and never breaking from the constant reminders of my new station in her life.


The little headpiece was frilly and feminine just the way I liked it. The white hat matched the crisp white apron in the front that completed the look. I felt fortunate that Heather didn’t make me wear the bodice today. The maid outfit was tight enough and with the bodice on, I didn’t know if I could even breathe let alone clean the house and cook for all the guests that she was planning.


Heather was still not satisfied as she observed me from the comfort of her bed and got extra rest. This must have been a turn on for her. It was like she really enjoyed being in control and bossing my prissy ass around.


“Slap on the pantyhose as well woman. I want my maid looking sleek and shapely for my guests. If I am going to show you off to people, I want to at least enjoy what I am looking at.”


That comment really stung. Heather no longer looked at me as a man at all. Now she wanted me as femme as possible, nothing manly allowed. 


It was a struggle to pull on the pantyhose, but I finally succeeded with only a minor tear to the one on the right. Heather didn’t seem to notice in the dark light of the early morning. Before she could berate me, I had my ass in the bathroom, applying my makeup to my angular and strong features.


The work was slow as I took my time applying my fake lashes, eyeliner, and even a touch of blush. I wasn’t a huge fan of blush since I felt it made my look a little trashy, but Heather insisted that I put it on for special occasions because she wanted to see my cheeks have a little color.
I finished up my makeup and noticed Heather was already asleep again. I wanted to crawl back into bed and catch a few more hours of sleep as well, but even if I was allowed, there was no way I could mess up my makeup after taking so long to apply it.


Staying as quiet as possible, I slipped downstairs to begin preparations for the day. Heather liked her eggs sunny side up and her toast only lightly buttered to maintain her figure. I get the eggs and toast started and I pour some oats into a bowl for myself. 


The wonderful smells from the kitchen begin to waft upwards and Heather saunters down the stairs, strolling into the kitchen with a smile and a wave at her surroundings.


“It is so nice having a nice little sissy slave around. The only issue is nobody is around to work on my car. I need the oil changed and we don’t have a man in the house.”


My mind flashed red. I could easily change out the oil on her car and save us both some money, but as soon as I got put out in the open, Heather wouldn’t let me work on anything that was in any way for men. It sucked, but she said that a sissy would just screw things up. No working on the car for me now or even my beloved woodworking.


I balanced her food on a couple of plates and brought it over to her, smiling with a small bow as I placed her food down at her spot.


“What the hell is this sissy? You want to fucking bow to me like we are in fucking China? You curtsy like a good little girl. Good girls obey. Now do it!”


I did as I was told, pulled up the sides of my maid outfit and making a little dip.


“That was fucking pathetic. You have so much to learn when it comes to fucking being a girl. I haven’t see somebody screw it up this bad before. You move like a fucking linebacker. I think we might have to move from the five inch heel to a seven. Maybe then you can finally look grateful around my house.”


I apologized and scurried away from her, afraid for what would come next.


“Where are you going sissy boy?” She followed me into the kitchen and grabbed me by the hair. I was wearing a wig, but it still hurt as she dragged me by my long and dark feminine hair over to the kitchen table. 


“Bend over that table slut. Bend over my table. Do it.”


I did as I was commanded, slowly laying down over the table so that my skirt lifted up in the back a little. Heather rubbed her hands together and pushed my skirt up over my hips. 


“You want to be a girl? I will show you what it takes to be a girl in this world. You have to put up with crap all day, men leering at you, bosses that can’t take their eyes off your tits. You might be a sissy, but you don’t get it. You don’t really get it. I am going to teach you what it is like to be a little slut.”


She swats at my ass with an open palm, the sting running through both buttocks. Heather seethes when it doesn’t result in the expected reaction from me.


“You have these damn panties in the way. We can’t have something cushioning the blow.”


Heather pulls my undies down to my knees and gives me three hard wacks right in a row. I pull back a little and she laughs with satisfaction.


“That is what I thought you little fag. Can’t take a woman slapping you on the ass. I thought you were the big rough and tumble army boy? It looks like you were really a sissy all along.”


Her words hurt the masculine side of me, but the sissy side loves it. Already, I can feel my erection growing. Blood is rushing to the lower half of my body and I can’t help it. Heather notices the start of my hard-on and crows.


“Looks like my little sissy boy loves a good spank. That is good to know. I will use that in the future when I reward you. How about a few more for good measure?”


She doesn’t wait for a response before slapping both ass cheeks with both of her hands at the same time. Over and over she slams her palms down onto my flesh until both cheeks are bright red. At first, the blows are not that bad, they are a turn on for me. She keeps going though. Over and over, spanking my ass raw and red for her amusement. I can tell she is getting off on dominating me. If I checked her pussy right now, it would probably be wet with desire. There was no way for me to check on her sweet love box though. All of that was reserved for other men now.


The only thing that stopped Heather from pounding my ass into oblivion is that she finally got tired of hitting me. She had to take a breather. The sounds of hard breathing behind me told me exactly how hard she was beating my ass. Each time she slapped my white cheeks, she had put everything she had into it.


I let out a cry of surprise as she sat on my back to finish up her breakfast. She bounced up and down a few times and I could feel the breath going out from my lungs.


“You are much more comfortable to sit on then the hard chairs we have in the kitchen. I think I might have to sit on you a lot more in the future my friend.” I tried to respond, but it was impossible in my position. Heather chuckled and gave my red ass a few more slaps, eliciting a yelp of pain from me.


“There we go my prissy little boy. That is what your mistress wanted all along. A sissy should know their place in my house. Now hold still while I finish up breakfast. I have a big day planned for you and I need my energy.”


It wasn’t long before Heather finished up and dumped the dishes in the sink for me to do later. She laughed a little as the door rang.


“Looks like our company is here honey,” said Heather with sarcasm in her voice.


“Can I please pull up my little girl panties mistress?”


“Yes you may. No sense in shocking everybody right away. I haven’t really revealed just what you are yet. That will be quite the surprise for them.”


Inside I was cringing at the thought of even more people learning just how pathetic and femme I had become, but my cock continued to grow to the point of becoming painful. I needed release soon or a strong case of blue balls would set in.


I pulled up my little panties and jumped a few times to cinch them up around my waist. Mistress told me that I would need to lose even more weight to really look good in all the little clothes that she had gotten me. 


Heather went to the door and opened it with a flourish.


“Please come on in. We are all in here waiting. Where is Phil? I thought he would be coming as well. I haven’t seen Phil in so long.”


A voice came from the foyer. I couldn’t quite identify the voice and I couldn’t see who it belonged to.


“Steven will be coming along Heather. Don’t worry about that. I know that you are very anxious to see him and I think I know why. Steven is very eager to meet with you as well.”


This was it. There was a stranger in my house and it was time for the big reveal. This was my reveal, the sissy that I had been all along. My heart was beating fast. Could I even handle this? This was crazy.


I peered out from the kitchen, my bottom still burning hot from the punishment I received. My hands automatically going to my wig and my maid outfit, making adjustments so that I look more presentable and to make sure everything is in place. I see a brief reflection of myself in the door of the microwave. I have to admit, I was looking damn fine today in my maid outfit.


I can hear Heather showing off the house and pointing out things of interest.


“In here is the kitchen that we just had redone. My husband actually did a lot of the work in here. That was before…well, before we found out just who he really was.”


That was when I saw her. A beautiful blonde with a voluptuous body. She must have been one of Heather’s friends. I had never seen this woman before and I thought I knew all the friends my wife kept.


Even though I was a sissy, I still had masculine needs. My eyes immediately went to the blonde’s heavy chest, those perfectly defined breasts that stood out with erect nipples peeking through. The hard on that I had been nursing from being treated like a sissy was now reaching a peak but for a new reason. This woman was hot!


My heart sank as her jaw also sank to the floor. She saw me for the first time and any attraction she could have to me went away immediately. No real woman wanted to be with a giant hairy guy that knew his way around a tank and also knew how to put on delicate makeup. Shame was burning me up.


I was standing in the middle of the kitchen, food prepared and ready, my five inch pumps making my legs look amazing from the back. This was actually the first time that Heather had brought anybody over to see me in my current state. I thought it would go better. I thought people were more understanding now. 


Heather laughed as she saw my discomfort and she played on it.


“You need to make a nice curtsy to my friend honey. Don’t leave me waiting and make me look bad here.”


I could tell that there would be a much worse beating on my bum if I didn’t comply quickly and happily with Heather. Doing my best to act like a little girl in front of her friend, I gave a deep curtsy and spread out the hem of my maid outfit, locking eyes with the new woman.


She looked at me with scorn and contempt as she observed my sissy ways. Heather giggled at the look on her friends face.


“Oh Amanda, did I forget to tell you, my husband has had a breakthrough. Recently, he decided that he wanted to try out being a pretty little girl. It has been amazing to be honest with you.”


Amanda looked at me warily, unsure of how to act around me.


“Is he ok? Why is he fucking dressed like that?”


Heather threw up her hands and shrugged. “I stopped trying to understand him the moment that he decided that he wanted to start prancing around in my clothes. The wig is a nice touch I think. With another woman around the house, I make sure all the dishes get done as well as the laundry. I don’t really even lift a finger around the house now.”
  

Amanda seemed impressed with this arrangement and a slow and steady smile came over her face. My shame continued to burn in my soul as this new woman looked at me in my cute outfit. I could see the judgement in those eyes, a fire like heat coming through her irises. 


“Do you…rent him out? I mean, the house we keep is horrible. Fucking Steven seems to be born in a barn. The guy can’t seem to even boil water. If we had somebody like this around, that would be great. A nice little bitch boy that could clean up, and maybe even do a little extra for me on occasion.” 


Heather sighed and ran her finger down the front of my maid outfit.


“That is really all he is good for now. Cooking and cleaning and the occasional foot massage. He used to be good at fixing things around the house but those days are long over. I try not to think about it, but it was nice when he was still able to fix the washer or the dryer when they went out.”


Amanda nodded and started to walk a slow circle around me, looking at my outfit and my wig from different angles.


“So he likes to dress up like this? What is the appeal? I mean, the whole thing seems so silly, but it is kind of cute that your husband wants to dress up like this. Not cute in a manly way, but cute in a sissy, girly way. I can’t really explain how I feel about all this.”


My wife nodded and motioned for me to curtsy again. I complied, going as low as I could and showing off my legs from the back and Amanda continued to circle around me.


“I was thrown off by the whole thing as well until I realized that this was my ticket to no housework for the rest of my life. Of course, I can screw whatever guy I want as well. That goes without saying.”


Amanda chuckled and gave me a poke in the rear, probing at me like an animal in the zoo.


“That is why we came over Heather. I know my Steven has been eyeing your ass for quite some time now. He has been a good boy for me and finally finished the remodel of the kitchen. I figured it was time I let him off the leash for a little bit.”


My ears perked up at this little tidbit. So this wasn’t just a call to have Amanda look me over and humiliate me. That was the icing on the cake. The real reason we had company today was so that another man could bang my fucking wife. I groaned inside, but the sissy side of me was starting to grow, starting to get turned on.”


I forced down thoughts that might turn me on. If I got even a semi-erection in the maid uniform, Amanda would be able to see it immediately. The scorn she would heap upon me if she knew I was getting turned on by the thought of her husband screwing my wife…


Something was lifting up my skirt and my immediate reaction was to pull it back down. Heat burned through my face and turned me several different shades of red. Was this day going to keep going like this?


“Keep your hands where they are sissy. You don’t need to be trying to hide anything. Go ahead and take a look Amanda.”


I obeyed the booming voice of my wife, keeping my hands at my sides. Amanda continued with her inspection, looking up my little skirt and whistling once she saw my little girl panties.


“This guy is really into this shit. Wow. I have never met a guy that was into all of this stuff.”


A finger was running up and down my back now. 


“The material on this dress is actually quite nice. I would ask to borrow it so I could play with Steven, but who knows what the hell your sissy husband has done in this thing.”


“Spread your legs a little for me sissy.” This latest command was coming from Amanda. I was so used to obeying Heather that I didn’t even stop to consider that the order was now coming from a stranger. I did as I was told and moved my legs apart. 


A hand moved along my thighs, stroking over the sleek fabric of the pantyhose. My face started to turn red as I blush. Her hand is stroking over my thighs, feeling me up. She is getting closer and closer to my dick and my wife isn’t even paying attention. I want to say something, but I stay silent.


Amanda moves in close to my ear and whispers to me as she grabs hold of my thick dick through my panties. “When you come over to be my little maid, I think I might have some fun with you. We are going to get along very nicely. Now just relax. Your wife is going to get screwed and there is nothing you can do about it.”


As if on queue, the front door was thrown open and I was greeted with my first look at the next guy that was going to be banging my wife. Steven was built like a running back. Thick thighs and hard muscles that did their best to bust his blue polo shirt. The khaki shorts he wore did little to conceal the fact he was packing a lot of heat between his legs.


He strolled in like it was his house and tossed a six-pack of beer on the table, motioning toward my wife like he owned her.


“I guess this is the broad I get to bang right honey? Is the man of the house out?”


“He is right here,” chuckled Amanda as she ran her fingers through my wig.


Steven did a double take, staring intently at my maid outfit.


“Holy shit. I didn’t even realize that was a dude. You could have fooled me. Things today are getting so fucked up. Trans people. Fucking crossdressers and swingers. This shit is just wild. Can’t say I give a fuck though. If the dude wants to prance around while I am screwing his wife, he can be the fucking Mona Lisa.”


There was something so unsettling about having another guy take my wife. The fact it was this guy really upset me. It was obvious that Heather didn’t care about his personality though. She was focused on his big package. I was well endowed but this guy appeared to be as thick around as a baseball bat. Damn. His cock was so big, he was going to hit a grand slam with my wife’s little pussy.


He took little time getting ready and tossed his shorts and shirt on the floor, pulling my wife in and kissing her on the lips. I tried to look away, but Amanda was right behind me, telling me to look at them screw each other.


His tongue was in her mouth now, a pink worm squirming around, tonguing her deep. By all rights, I should be decking this guy right now, laying him out in a pool of blood and teeth. Instead, I just watch them make out like they are two teens at the end of prom.


I keep reminding myself that this is what Heather wants. As I watch her make out with this guy that just walked into my life just a few minutes ago, Amanda snakes her hand up my skirt and gives my cock a little jerk. I jump, surprised that she is going for my dick while her husband is right there.


“Just relax sissy. I don’t care if my husband sees what I am doing. It was my idea to have him come over and screw your wife. I can do whatever I want and he does what he wants.”


I start to relax, letting Amanda take control. Heather doesn’t notice the hand that is jerking me off under my skirt and I feel like I am doing something dirty even though she is about to bone this idiot.


I start to get into it, leaning into Amanda, letting her stroke me under my sissy outfit.


“You like that don’t you? Are you really a sissy? I think you would screw me right now if you could. Do you want to feel my tight pussy wrapped around this big dick you are sporting?”


My head nods up and down and she slaps my already sore ass.


“You would like that wouldn’t you pervert. Do you think I would let myself get screwed by a dude that dresses up like a freak? Get down on your hands and knees.”


Heather isn’t even paying attention as her friend Amanda now takes the reins on my sissification. My hands and knees begin to ache immediately as I get down on all fours in my own kitchen. The hardwood floors that I spent so many hours installing myself are now really kicking my ass. I would give anything for just a couple pillows right now.


“Can I have a few pillows for my knees Amanda?”


A hard slap comes down right on my already red cheeks. Even that moron Steven is distracted from pulling my wife’s clothes off.


“Yeah, get it girl. Slap that fucking weirdo in the dress. I am going to really enjoy fucking the hell out of this pussy.”


Even Steven is cheering her on as I stay on all fours like a dog. Amanda yanks off my wig and I yelp. Embarrassment is all I can think of right now. It feels like my whole body is burning bright red. Still though, being driven this low brings a high with it.


“Why did you do that?” I ask, rubbing at my scalp. 


“I don’t want that silly wig in my way when I am watching you suck on my toes.”


“What are you talking about?”


“Open up wide sissy lover. I can never get Steven to suck on my toes so it has been awhile. Last time I got a guy to do it was in college.”


I open my mouth wide and expect her to slowly introduce her smallest toe first. Instead, she jams the whole thing in my mouth, gagging me and causing me to choke with the first thrust into my mouth.


“Mmmpphhh.”


I can’t even talk with her whole foot jammed into my mouth. She towers over me and commands me to suck her damn toes. I comply and move my tongue around, lathering up her toes and running the tip of my tongue along the upper part of her foot.


“Concentrate only on the toes little one. I want them nice and wet and maybe then I will think twice about sticking them up your ass.”


My focus goes to sucking on her toes with my lips, treating them like gold, trying to enjoy the taste. I swear it has been awhile since she last took a shower because the five little piggies taste a little funky. There is no way to complain though as she continues to jam her foot as far past my lips as possible.


Amanda is egging on her husband.
“Get that bitches pants off honey. Make sure you bend her ass over right on the couch so I can get a view of the action. I want to see you creampie this bitch.”


I can’t see what is going on and I don’t know if I even want to. I know that if Steven creams inside my wife, it will be me to clean it up. There is no complaining though. Right now, I couldn’t even say anything in my defense with a foot planted solidly in my wet mouth.


“She is so tight,” exclaims Steven as he penetrates my wife for the first time. “Amanda, you might have to let me come over here and screw a few more times. I need to break this bitch in proper.”


There are slapping sounds and I cringe, thinking that Amanda is slapping my ass again. I realize instead, Steven is slapping his palm against my wife’s rear as he begins his ride to cumming inside of her.


Over and over he is popping her right on the fleshy part of her cheeks. The sound is reverberating through the whole living room. Amanda is panting in lust watching her husband screw another woman and she reaches down to grab me by the ear and pull me up.


“You are going to watch this shit sissy boy. I want you to see how a real man does it.”


She forces me to watch the fucking of my wife as she reaches down and begins to stroke me again. Steven is panting with his tongue out, buttocks flexing as he nears his climax. He grunts as he begins to inject her pink pussy with his seed, the virile sperm seeping into her tight hole, tiny swimmers flowing up into her exposed cunt.


Amanda makes sure she doesn’t finish me as she pushes me toward my wife.


“Clean up the mess maid. You know what your job is around here. You clean up everything.”


Stevens pulls away and shoves my face in the mess that he just made. My vision is filled with my wife’s pink asshole and suddenly wet cream is against my lips and going down my throat.


“Suck it right out of the cunt you fucking freak. A good sissy makes sure to enjoy the cum.”


I do as I am told, drinking his fluids and letting it run down my throat, the heat from his jizz still warm and running down into my belly. Once everyone is satisfied with my clean up job, they pull me off her and toss over my wig.


“Get pretty,” says Amanda. “We need more food cooked because we are all going to be here awhile. Steven wants to have several more runs at your wife. You can skip the food though. We want you to have room for all that sperm.”


My sissy cock throbs with need. Perhaps they will let me come this time?


TO BE CONTINUED
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