
        
            
                
            
        

    
	

	Crossdressing Husband

	 

	 

	‘Get home, now.’

	 

	The text came through after lunch. I was in the middle of a meeting, but as soon as the contact information saying mistress lit up my screen, I picked up my phone.

	 

	My wife didn’t tolerate being ignored. We had an unusual setup in our marriage, but it was one that worked for us. Claire was without a doubt the boss. A lot of guys will say that their wife is the boss of them, but they don’t mean it, not the way I do when I say it. Claire owned me, body and soul. I was hers, and if she said I had to get home, I had to go.

	 

	It wasn’t like her to pull me out of work in the middle of the day. In fact, we’d been married for six years and not once had she ever done it. A creeping sense of dread began to overtake me.

	 

	‘Yes, Mistress. Be home in 20. Is everything okay? X’

	 

	My first thought was something serious, someone being in hospital maybe. But Claire’s message was cold. It was how she communicated when I’d broken the rules. What rules? The rules, the ones that governed our relationship.

	 

	Not following the rules meant punishment, whereas following them earned reward. Better than that, following the rules led to harmony. We were both left feeling loved and cherished and respected.

	 

	Maybe I’m getting ahead of myself. I’d always been submissive, always felt subservient to strong women. Claire had led our relationship from the start, intrigued when I plucked up the nerve to speak to her outside the student bar. We were both waiting for cabs, I asked her if she wanted to share mine… I think she was more amused than flattered that I’d mistaken her for one of my peers. It was hard to tell that she was twelve years older than me, even then.

	 

	My phone lit up again.

	 

	‘No. Very disappointed in you.’

	 

	The words immediately evoked guilt. I hated doing something that disappointed her. Most of my decisions were made around what Claire would like, what would most please her.

	 

	“Please excuse me, urgent matter,” I murmured, stepping away from the conference table. There was a disapproving throat-clearing from my manager, but that didn’t register. It wasn’t important.

	 

	My wife did not like to be ignored and she did not like to be kept waiting. I went straight out of the building and got into my car. Without the rush hour traffic, I’d be pulling up in our driveway in less than fifteen minutes.

	 

	It was time I spent trying to work out what I’d done to upset her. Was it a big thing? It had to be, if she was calling me home from work over it.

	 

	The last time she’d really had to discipline me was when I’d gone out to a bar with my old high-school buddies for a kind of impromptu reunion. I hadn’t realized quite how much I’d had to drink, and I’d driven home. Claire was livid, as she had every right to be, when I stumbled through the front door that night. It was a big infraction. She wanted me to understand the severity of what I’d done.

	 

	I spent all week dreading the punishment that was to come, almost as much as I craved it. I knew I deserved it, and until she administered it, there wouldn’t be harmony in our marriage. I had to re-think my eagerness for it when it was actually happening; Claire procured an assortment of new implements to appropriately teach me a lesson. I got home from work that Friday and found a spanking bench set up waiting for me. Usually, Claire would take me over her knee to spank me should the need arise. More extensive sessions, and I’d lie over the arm of the couch.

	 

	I must have spent two hours sweating into the leather padding of the bench while my wife broke her new tools in on me. The caning had been the worst, the sting bringing tears to my eyes only for the burn that followed it to have me whimpering. I hadn’t been able to sit comfortably for at least a week.

	 

	Since then, things had been good. Better than good. The occasional correction had been necessary when I got lazy or pouted too much about having to do something around the house, but I really couldn’t think what I’d done to displease her.

	 

	I was covered in a light sweat by the time I arrived home, and my stomach felt strange and light.

	 

	I unlocked the front door, stepped inside, and did what I always did on returning home from work; took off my work clothes, and put on the sturdy black leather collar my wife had given me for our second wedding anniversary.

	 

	Following this little routine made me feel safer, and the collar reminded me that whatever I’d done, I was hers, and she loved me and wanted what was best for me. Wanted me to be the best version of myself.

	 

	I couldn’t deny there was a feeling of resistance and indignation building up though. I just couldn’t think of anything I’d possibly done.

	 

	I’d been late home a few times because of a big project at work, but I always let her know as soon as I knew I wouldn’t get home on time. I was working hard. If I was going to get caned for that, it hardly seemed fair.

	 

	When I walked into the living room and saw my wife’s expression, I knew it couldn’t be about a few late nights at the office. She was sitting on the sofa with her hands resting on her knees, her back ramrod straight. There was a cup of coffee in front of her that hadn’t been touched, and looked like it was long cold. I would have preferred to see the spanking bench awaiting me.

	 

	A spike of fear pierced me. The look she gave me said that whatever I’d done, it wasn’t the sort of thing that could get fixed by being taken over her knee, or even over the bench

	 

	“Hi honey,” I said, my voice soft. Claire’s eyes were electric blue and my hair stood on end as her gaze traversed me from head to toe.

	 

	Claire’s lips remained firmly pressed together. She reached for something that had been beside her and tossed it in my direction. My heart squeezed and then lurched.

	 

	At my feet landed a pair of pink lace panties. We both knew they weren’t Claire’s.

	 

	“Explain those,” she said. Claire never minced words. She was much more a doer than a talker.

	 

	For my part, I froze up. I was quickly realizing what had happened. I’d put my panties through with our regular laundry and forgotten to ensure they were separated and hidden away again. I hadn’t had the time or the privacy to wear them for a few weeks now, I couldn’t think where they might have turned up for Claire to come across them. My face was turning crimson.

	 

	“Who do they belong to?” she prompted when I gave no response. I was startled by the question. It hadn’t crossed my mind that she suspected they belonged to another woman - I was almost hurt by the veiled accusation, but I knew it wasn’t fair to be. After all, I was the one keeping a secret…

	 

	“I… I can explain. It’s not what you think,” I said. My mouth was dry and my heart was beating so hard I thought I might faint. I was terrified. Claire scared me at times, when she was completely lost in domme mode, but it was an exhilarating sort of fear. Constructed on love and mutual pleasure.

	 

	This was a secret I’d kept safe for years. I didn’t know exactly why I did it, or why it felt so good. Honestly, I couldn’t remember not doing it. Women’s clothing, panties and stockings especially, made me feel naughty and sexy. I inherited my older sister’s room when she left for college, and she hadn’t bothered to clear out her closet fully. I’d felt like a kid in a candy store, for a few weeks at least. It got so that the first thing I’d do when I came home was run upstairs and get dressed up in her feminine clothes. She had tights rather than stockings, but the feeling of them against my skin and around my cock was blissful all the same. It would be some years after that I’d come to discover the delight of stockings.

	 

	I don’t know how my parents figured out what I was doing with my sister’s panties, but one evening I threw open the closet door to find everything gone. My mother had been cold and distant for some time after that, and in hindsight, she must have opened the door on me and seen… I had to stop myself, the embarrassment surging up the way it always does when recalling youthful indiscretions.

	 

	I must have looked guilty because Claire asked me again.

	 

	“Who do they belong to, Adam?”

	 

	“I can explain,” I whispered, but the words ‘they’re mine’ just wouldn’t come out.

	 

	Claire didn’t look angry at my continued refusal to give a proper answer, which was unexpected. I could see her thinking, knew the intensity in her blue eyes well from the times she was devising punishments and games for me.

	 

	“Not another woman’s?”

	 

	Could she really think that? I almost laughed, it would have been humorless sound, but Claire didn’t like to be laughed at, even insincerely. It was disrespectful, and I must always show her respect.

	 

	“No, Mistress, I’m yours, only yours,” I said this with more confidence than I’d made my confession, but my voice was still wavering. It was true that we had an adventurous sex life, an unconventional marriage, but each element had been volunteered by Claire and I’d eagerly consented.

	 

	I couldn’t tell her about my penchant for wearing women’s clothing. I’d tried, but I was afraid. I thought of the accusingly empty closet and got an acute sense of claustrophobia every time the subject could have been brought up.

	 

	“Put them on,”

	 

	I did as I was told (I always do as I’m told when she uses that tone), and even in such tense circumstances, the feel of the soft material caressing my skin had tingles shooting to my groin. The lace was snug around my cock, which was starting to grow stiff. In fact, the tension in the atmosphere seemed to add to my sense of arousal. Being ordered by my dominant wife to wear panties was turning me on.

	 

	Claire raised one perfectly sculpted brow as she observed my condition. She stood and crossed the room, reaching to cup my hardening cock over the lace panties. She squeezed, and my breath caught in my chest. I loved to tease myself through the material, and had made myself cum in my panties from teasing alone many times over the years. Without a doubt, if I did that now, my wife would be furious.

	 

	“Leave those on and finish your chores,” she said sharply. I wanted to ask why, where are you going? but I’d been trained better than that.

	 

	“Yes, Mistress,”

	 

	It was almost dark when she got back. I didn’t know if she’d gone out with a purpose in mind, or just to drive around for a bit to clear her head.

	 

	I spent my life in service to that woman and lived to serve her, but it could still be impossible to get inside her head at times. My fears jumbled my thoughts up. I knew I’d made things worse by keeping everything bottled up, even when she’d directly confronted me, I couldn’t confess.

	 

	I was very relieved to hear the front door open. In other circumstances, doing housework in nothing but a pair of girly panties would have been the perfect way to tease and arouse me, but I felt too guilty.

	 

	“Come with me,” she said. I tried to read her mood from her expression, but she was as stern and cool as she always was when I’d earned a punishment.

	 

	I followed her down the hallway to our bedroom, spying several shopping bags at the foot of the bed. I was given no time to wonder about what retail therapy Claire might have been indulging in while I cleaned the house, as she gave me an impatient shove toward the bathroom.

	 

	“Get in the shower and clean yourself thoroughly,” my wife said. I saw a package on the bathroom counter; hair removal cream. What’s happening?

	 

	“Use this. It’s safe for your pubic area, so don’t be shy about using it. I want you to be baby-smooth when you get out and come back into the bedroom, and if you’re not, you’re only going to add to the spanking you’re getting, boy,”

	 

	I couldn’t help my body’s reaction to being spoken to like that. Yes, domestic discipline was something that worked for us because of our personalities and how much we each liked to have control (I didn’t, Claire did), but I couldn’t deny that a huge part of it was sexual. Belonging to a commanding, assertive, strong woman like Claire was a dream come true.

	 

	I stepped under the cascading hot water and washed my body all over. The only soap I could find was one I’d never seen before, I guessed it had been purchased along with the hair removal cream. It was a sweet and fruity, exaggeratedly feminine scent. I felt like a girl, especially as the hair on my body disappeared and I was left with smooth pink skin.

	 

	I was thorough, believing Claire when she said that there would be repercussions for sloppiness. There always was. At the same time, I knew better than to keep her waiting. I got out of the shower and toweled myself dry. The air was cold on my smooth skin, and a shiver ran down my spine. I wanted to feel what it would be like to have my lace panties caressing my cock now I was smooth down there. I’d always been curious about it, but my wife had always liked me trimmed, not smooth, and of course a sudden change would have prompted questions. Questions like the ones that had led up to this evening’s events…

	 

	I steeled myself and went into our bedroom, anticipation and anxiety warring in my chest. My jaw dropped when I saw what awaited on our bed. My wife had changed into her domme mode quite drastically; a black Basque with red lace flair at the hips, fishnet stockings, and a pair of black gloves that extended up to the elbow. Her hair was tied back in a tight ponytail. My breath was so stolen by how commanding and sexy she looked that it took a moment for me to take in the spanking bench had been set up.

	 

	I had expected it. What I hadn’t expected was for there to be something else before the punishment, so when Claire wordlessly pointed at the floor by her feet, I was mystified. I knelt obediently and gazed up at her. She walked around me in a circle, her poise perfect in the 3-inch heeled boots she wore. They were shiny PVC that climbed up to mid-thigh, and it always drove me crazy when she wore them.

	 

	“Stand up,” Claire told me, continuing her circle. She inspected me carefully, her gloved hands moving me this way and that. When she was finally satisfied, she gave a nod. It was a small admission of approval, but I seized on it. It made me glow inside.

	 

	“I’m going to dress you up, sissy, and then I’m going to spank your bottom bright red until you admit to me whose panties these are,” Claire said, holding up the pink lace pair I’d shucked off before getting into the shower.

	 

	I swallowed and nodded.

	 

	“Yes, Mistress,”

	 

	In the time I’d had to think about the confrontation earlier, I had built myself up to coming clean. I made my mind up to admit the secret I’d kept for such a long time, but to confess now would mean missing out on what Claire had planned.

	 

	My curiosity and excitement won out of course and I decided to see where the evening was going to take me…

	 

	The first step of dressing me up was to sit me on the edge of the bed and set out an array of cosmetics. My eyes widened and my pulse quickened. The idea of how I’d look once Claire had finished made me feel light-headed.

	 

	She worked quickly and precisely, applying a base layer of foundation first, then touching it up with a brush that made me want to itch my nose. I resisted, trying very hard to sit still. I knew even the slightest sign of resistance to taking my punishment would just result in more - not necessarily a bad thing, not always, but I didn’t want to displease my mistress more than I already had.

	 

	My face warmed as Claire brandished a candy-pink lipstick and gripped my chin. She applied it in thick strokes, then added exaggerated layers of mascara to my lashes. A touch of blusher, and she leaned away to survey my appearance.

	 

	“Show me your sexiest pout,” Claire said. I couldn’t help but hesitate, feeling extremely foolish. She raised both eyebrows at me expectantly. I pushed down the sense of embarrassment at what an idiot I must have looked and schooled my expression to be as sultry as possible.

	 

	“Coming along, but not quite there,” Claire tossed over her shoulder as she turned to take something from the store of supplies, she’d gone out for.

	 

	A white lace bra was in her hands when she turned around. She handed it to me and told me to put it on. The cups were too large for my flat chest, but I slid my arms through the straps all the same and hooked it around my back. I didn’t own any bras of my own—at least I hadn’t, not before tonight—but I still had the hang of fastening the back from doing it in my teenage years.

	 

	Claire waited for me to move my arms and then tucked a pair of breast forms into the cups, securing them to my chest. I looked down, and it was very strange to see the ample breasts bulging from my chest. They looked real, and I moved my hands as if to cup them. Claire stopped me before I could, slapping my hands away.

	 

	I looked up at her from under my eyelids guiltily.

	 

	I was excited and I couldn’t hide it. I wanted to put on the panties that would match my bra. Claire handed them to me and I slid them up to my hips. The caress of the soft satin on my cock was heavenly and I was fully hard now. My cock made an obscene bulge in the delicate, feminine panties.

	 

	“That’s not very ladylike,” Claire mused, giving my dick a firm squeeze that made my knees weak. Stockings were next, a pair of fishnets that made me feel slutty. My legs looked feminine in them, unrecognizable after the hair had been removed.

	 

	Claire wasn’t finished until I was in a tight dress with puffy sleeves, and plenty of frills around the hips to enhance my figure from straight to curvy. I went along with it all, changing from excited to humiliated over and over. I couldn’t tell how I felt, but my cock was rock hard.

	 

	“Go and lie over the bench,”

	 

	In the heels Claire had provided (at least 4 inches, velvet, red to match my dress), it was difficult to walk and I wobbled every step. The fishnets stroked up and down my inner thighs with every movement, sending tingles of arousal through my body and making my cock push even harder against the front of my panties. I couldn’t find a position for my hips that wouldn’t have my erection grinding down onto the limited padding with every smack I was about to get.

	 

	“Keep still,” Claire warned, evidently noticing my squirming. I had to try very hard not to do it more when she forced up the bottom of my dress to expose my panties and my ass. I’d expected it, but the feeling of it was new and different in the outfit I was wearing. I felt diminished, humiliated, and very turned on.

	 

	“Who do the panties belong to?” she asked. I kept quiet, my muscles taut from standing in the heels, sending slight aches up my legs. It was something to focus on other than the sound of her voice, the tone that I’d learned to obey without question.

	 

	She began to spank me by hand at first, each whack of her palm landing on the outside of my ass cheeks, right and then left, right and left. My panties absorbed some of the sting, but I could feel the skin not protected by satin warming.

	 

	“Who has been wearing panties?” Claire demanded. I wriggled, offering her my ass for more.

	 

	Slap! Slap! Slap!

	 

	My skin was really heating now, and that heat traveled straight to my aching cock. Claire enjoyed it when I made sounds, despite punishing me for complaining. Perhaps that was why she liked it. My wife really got into the role of disciplinarian and I adored her for it.

	 

	The gasp I let out when she raked her nails over my flesh and snagged my panties down pleased her. The feeling of sharpness against my tender skin made me shiver, as did the satin whispering over my burning ass.

	 

	The worst was still to come. I knew that. So far, she’d just used her hand. I couldn’t see even if I tried, but I didn’t want to know what was to be next.

	 

	Claire kept me on edge, until my ears were straining to pick up the hiss of a whip being drawn back, the hum of a cane splitting the air. The sound was lower, a whoosh of air being displaced, then a heavy slap as the object connected with my flesh. I winced, my eyes immediately filling with tears. The paddle.

	 

	At least it wasn’t the cane, I thought. But my gratitude didn’t last as Claire went to town on my ass. The strikes were slow and heavy, giving each one time to deepen into a burn that felt like it went right to my center. I was gasping and writhing by the time she gave me a breather, and it wasn’t long enough for me to catch my breath.

	 

	“Was it you? Have you been trying on my clothes, wearing my panties under your clothes? Did it make you feel sexy, hm? Did it make my little slut feel like a girl?”

	 

	Claire’s mocking words had my face burning almost as hotly as my ass. I tried to say ‘yes’, but I couldn’t get the word out.

	 

	Another round of spanking, this time back to her hand. It felt ten times more painful on my tenderized behind now and I whimpered and pleaded despite trying hard to stop myself.

	 

	“Who do the panties belong to?”

	 

	“Me! They’re mine!” I confessed at last. Claire gave me a final hard slap on my ass and pulled me up off of the bench. She fixed my make-up with a quick re-application and tissue-dabbing, while I sat uncomfortably on our bed. My ass would be sore for a while, and I’d be very surprised if the paddling didn’t result in bruises. My ass had to be verging on purple right then, it had been too long since Claire had last used the paddle.

	 

	“What’s that there?” Claire asked suddenly, staring between my thighs. I looked down and saw the front of my panties had a wet spot. “Did you wet yourself, hm? Like a little girl?”

	 

	“N-no, Mistress,” I shook my head, my voice wobbling.

	 

	“Cum then? What a good little slut you’re being,”

	 

	I sat up straight, gasping at the pain from my spanking and the degrading way my wife was speaking to me.

	 

	“And would my sissy bitch like to get fucked like a girl too? I think she would,” Claire said, in a sickly-sweet sneer.

	 

	“No! I’m- I’m not a girl,” I protested feebly. I didn’t even convince myself, not with the high-pitched quality to my voice.

	 

	“Spread,” Claire said, gesturing to my legs. “Something has to be done about this,”

	 

	She gripped my dick to illustrate what she meant by this, and for a terrifying instant I thought she meant to castrate me. I whimpered and squirmed, my heart pumping hard in my chest. Something cold, metal, cinched around my balls. A second ring slid down to sit at the base of my cock, locking into the first. When I looked down to see what Claire was doing to me, I saw she’d locked me in a chastity device. The last part was the sheathe that was to go around my cock; a corkscrew-twist of glinting silver. It locked into place with finality.

	 

	My wife held up the key in front of my face, and then I watched as she tucked it into her bra. My face must have been beet red. It was as hot as my ass.

	 

	“You get something you want, I get something I want,” she said, tipping me a wink. Claire had spoken about locking me in chastity before, and I’d always resisted. It had become the routine threat after transgressions. I should have known it would only be a matter of time.

	 

	“I don’t want to wear it,”

	 

	“You’ll wear it and like it,” Claire answered smartly, shutting me up. It felt cold and heavy, and that initial sensation had made me grow soft. I’d had to be, in order for to even be possible to get it on. I shivered and pressed my thighs together, trying to warm up. I thought the spanking and paddling combo just now had served two purposes; punishment and getting me in a condition where she could lock me up.

	 

	“Get back over the bench,” Claire said. I immediately slumped my shoulders and looked pitiful. It was on the tip of my tongue to plead for respite, my ass couldn’t take another spanking. The only further touching I could have handled was tentative and generous application of lotion to soothe the welts. “Oh, suck it up, I’m not going to spank you again. Not yet, at least. But if you earn it…”

	 

	I scrambled to my feet, momentarily forgetting my heels. I wobbled and tumbled over, which had Claire in peals of laughter. I cringed and clambered up, then laid myself down over the bench as I’d been told. My ass burned and tingled as I presented it to my wife. She ran her gloved fingertips ever so gently over the edge of my panties and I shuddered with pleasure at the sparks it lit.

	 

	“Little sissies get fucked like sluts in this bedroom,” Claire warned, her voice low and hot in my ear. Cool, slippery and smooth, something prodded for entrance to my asshole. I wriggled and writhed but a brisk tap to my tender bottom had me wary of that potential second spanking. I didn’t move, didn’t even breathe as she worked the object into my ass. It was wide and stiff, stretching my virgin hole. Claire had used her fingers there on me before, but this was much more.

	 

	“Oh, oww!” I said, having to gasp in a breath. Then, suddenly, something gave. The thick length in my ass slipped deeper, fast, and I felt Claire’s body flush against mine. Both of her hands were caressing my back, occasionally strumming over my tender bottom. My cock twitched and throbbed, trying to engorge. The cage wouldn’t allow it, of course.

	 

	I could have cried with frustration. The image of my wife with a strap-on jutting from her pussy and feeding it into my eager hole was too much, and my cock wanted out. I tried to shift, as if there was any position possible that would let me have room to get hard. My writhing just enhanced the sensation of being full and speared on the dildo. Claire pulled back and some of it slid out, only to push deeper inside of me.

	 

	I moaned and struggled, wanting so badly to be able to grab my dick and jerk it. Pre-cum made my chastity device slick enough for some pleasurable friction, but it wasn’t anywhere near enough. Not when Claire’s slow and careful pace began to gather steam.

	 

	My hips were pressed hard into the bench and I knew I’d have more bruises to go along with the rest. My skirt flapped back and forth as Claire pounded into my hole, making me feel slutty and used. She went harder and faster and I didn’t know if I could take it.

	 

	I screamed, and it was hard to tell if it was the pleasure or the pain. I was incoherent, mainly saying please in a girlish voice. Please stop? Please unlock me? Please don’t stop— I had no idea anymore.

	 

	There was a fullness, a pressure building like I was about to cum but every time I got close to it, it made me carry on chasing. My cock was leaking a steady drip of clear, syrupy pre-cum.

	 

	Claire slammed into my ass at jackhammer pace, riding me like I was a cheap slut. The climb finally ended, and my cock began to twitch and spasm. Spurts of cum dripped from my trapped dick, as my ass clenched around Claire’s cock. I was stunned by how quickly the wave had hit me, and all I could do was pant and try to catch my breath. Even though I hadn’t touched it, and the cage had given me barely any friction, my dick was hypersensitive. Even the weight of the chastity device itself was unbearable.

	 

	I moaned as Claire pulled out all the way, leaving my abused asshole to gape as the large dildo was abruptly removed. I felt empty and in need of filling up again already. What has she done to me? I wondered.

	 

	Claire tutted and pointed at the cum that had splattered against the spanking bench. I’d had an orgasm without permission (that was against the rules), and I’d made a mess in doing it.

	 

	“Lick it up, maybe the humiliation will make the lesson stick,” she ordered, leaning in close to watch and make sure I didn’t miss a drop. I dutifully cleaned up and swallowed my own cum until the leather surface of the spanking bench was totally spotless.

	 

	Claire might have been finished with me for tonight but that didn’t mean my punishment was over…

	 

	“I think you may need to go and apologize to the neighbors tomorrow for getting so carried away,” Claire mused.

	 

	I blushed, knowing that she fully intended to make me do it. In this outfit, no less. She had a point though. My throat was even a little sore from how much noise I’d made tonight. I’d made more sound than I’d ever made in bed before; I couldn’t help it. Something about being feminized had changed me more than just on the outside.

	 

	My inhibitions were gone. There was nothing my wife didn’t know about me, nothing I had to hide. If the cost was letting her keep the key to all of my orgasms… well that seemed like a pretty good deal!
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