

It’s Hard Being a Sissy Housewife

Jane Doe


Contents

Chapter 1 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  4

Chapter 2 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  10

Chapter 3 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 16

Chapter 4 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 23

Chapter 5 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 26

Chapter 6 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 30

Chapter 7 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 38

Chapter 8 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 43

Chapter 9 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 51

Chapter 10 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  55

Chapter 11 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  59

Chapter 12 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  63

Chapter 13 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  67

Chapter 14 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  73

Chapter 15 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  78

Chapter 16 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  81

Chapter 17 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  87

Chapter 18 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  92

Chapter 19 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  97


Chapter 1

“Are you ready?” My wife asked from the other side of our bedroom door. I smoothed my skirt as I stood in the middle of the room waiting for the fun to begin.

“Yes mistress.” I answered in a high pitched voice.

My wife pushed the door open and revealed herself in the doorway. She was wearing a pair of four and a half inch high heel stilettos with fishnet stockings running up her legs. Her stockings were attached to a garter belt that rested at her hips just above her black lace panties. Wearing only a black push up bra on her top half, I could feel myself becoming aroused as I stared at her and waited anxiously.

“So sissy, did you take care of everything I asked you to?” She asked in a seductive tone.

I nodded my head yes and gave a quick curtsey before resuming my position with my head down and feet together. I rested my arms at my side as she walked up to me and began circling me in our bedroom.

I stood perfectly still as Amy examined my outfit from head to heels. Using a crop whip, she gave small slaps to my calves and worked her way up to my behind. 
“Those tights look like they’ve seen some miles. Have you been whoring yourself out without my permission?” Amy asked.

I shook my head no as I answered, “No mistress.”

“Are you sure? You know I’ll find out if you’re lying to me.”

“Yes mistress.” I answered.

“So you have been whoring yourself out. That’s going to cost you little sissy. Bend over.”

I pursed my lips before bending over the bed and putting my hands on it. Amy stepped behind me as she gave a few sharp whips to my back end.

“Do you know why I’m punishing you sissy?” She asked after giving the fifth whip to my behind.

“Because I’m a sissy.” I answered with a high pitched voice.

“Yes and?” She said while giving another hard whip.

“And I whored myself out without asking.” I answered.

“That’s right sissy. Now stand still.” Amy ordered.

Amy walked to the bathroom that connected to our bedroom as I stood bent over and waiting. I shifted my weight back and forth on my red strappy stilettos as I watched her close the door behind her. As I looked down, I tried to find the tear in my tights that Amy was referring to. Looking up and down my legs, the tights looked fully intact.

My wife would often make something up so that she would have an excuse to ‘punish’ me during our role playing. Pretending that I was getting paid for pleasuring other people or that I was a complete slut that couldn’t control myself was usually a part of our little game. However, it didn’t stop me from being concerned about my outfit.

As I looked over my five inch heels with a platform, my black fleece lined tights that hid any appearance of my hairy legs underneath, and my red body con dress that barely covered my upper thighs, I felt pretty cute. I always wore breast forms under my push up bra to give the illusion of breasts and made sure to tuck everything in so that I was smooth around the middle. Wearing a face full of makeup and a long brown curly wig, it was the best I could do to fulfill my dream of embodying a woman while still being able to switch back to male mode when it was over.

Hearing the bathroom door open, I lifted my head to see Amy walk out with a strap-on around her middle. I was already quite familiar with the dildo protruding from her pelvic area and began to get excited immediately.

“Let’s see what we have to work with.” She said while stepping behind me and lifting my dress.

I remained quiet as she pulled down my tights, followed by my red panties. Her hand gently rubbed my cheeks before creeping toward my hole and grabbing the plug resting snuggly inside of me. I had inserted it roughly a half hour earlier as I usually did once I was finished with my makeup and hair.

Amy gave a small tug, but it wouldn’t budge from its position. Holding it tightly, she continued pulling with greater intensity until I slowly stretched and released the flared object. A long exhale escaped me as I acclimated to the empty feeling. But, she didn’t allow me to remain unfilled for long.

Pressing the plug back between my cheeks, Amy continued pushing until the flared base prevented it from going any further. She began pushing and pulling the plug back and forth as I tried to control my breathing. The feeling of being stretched sent blood to my middle and made me regret tucking myself. I kept my hands on the bed as I remained bent over for Amy.

After deciding that I had had enough, Amy set down the plug and slid a lubricated condom down the strap-on. 
“Are you ready for your punishment, sissy?” She asked.

“Mhm” I answered in my high pitch sissy voice.

Amy slowly guided the dildo between my cheeks and pressed forward until she met resistance. I shifted my behind as the dildo found my opening and began making its way inside. Although I had been stretched already, I could still feel myself stretching further to accommodate the object. I let out soft moans as Amy continued until her crotch met my behind. After pausing for a moment, Amy pulled the dildo out as slowly as she stuck it in. Leaving just the tip inside of me, Amy started pumping behind me a little faster with each thrust.

In a matter of minutes, I could feel Amy slamming into my back end as I held myself in place with the bed.

“Are you going to whore yourself out without my permission sissy?” She asked.

“No mistress. I’m sorry mistress.” I squealed back.

“Why would you do something like that?”

“Because I am such a whore mistress…”

“You are little sissy. Tell me what else you are.” She said while continuing to pump in and out.

“I’m such a sissy slut mistress. I am a slutty bimbo whore mistress.” I screeched.

“That’s right sissy, and what are sissy’s forbidden to do?” Amy asked.

“Sissies can’t cum mistress…” I said while feeling a swell in my panties. 
“No they can not. No matter how much you want to or how hard I pound you. A sissy does not cum.”
“Yes mistress, I am a real sissy, mistress.” I peeped.

“Let’s see little sissy.” Amy said while reaching for the vibrator in the nightstand drawer. She paused momentarily while she turned the vibrator on and brought it down to my middle. I couldn’t help but flinch as I felt it start stimulating my already swollen member.

Amy began thrusting behind me again while she held the vibrator firmly against my crotch. My whole body tensed as I felt an impending eruption about to take place. Straining in my abdomen was following by my knees buckling and involuntary shivers running up my torso. I let out a high pitch scream as liquid began rushing into my panties.

The simultaneous stimulation to my middle and back end made for an incredible release. I began breathing heavily and allowed my body to rest on my elbows instead of my hands. Amy continued with a few more small thrusts until she knew I was completely empty. Finally having finished, she pulled out and gave a slap across my cheeks.

“How was that?” Amy asked while cleaning off the dildo in the bathroom.

While laying on the bed trying to compose myself, I answered back, “It was amazing as usual.”

Amy finished cleaning the dildo and put it away before walking back to the bedroom and laying on the bed next to me.

“Did you like the part I made up about being a whore?” Amy asked while staring at the ceiling.

“Yeah, it felt like you were really getting into it.” I answered while also staring up as well. 

“Ok, I just wasn’t sure if that was taking it too far.” Amy said.

“No no, it was…great.” I said.

“You paused…”
“What?” I answered defensively.

“You paused, just now.”

“No I didn’t.”

“Yes, you did. Don’t lie to me.”
“I’m not! I really did like it.” I said while turning toward Amy. 
“Then what was it? You know I feel silly when I do this sometimes.”
“Don’t feel silly. It was amazing, ok?”

“Ok.” Amy said reluctantly.

I rolled over and sat up on the edge of the bed. After standing up, I slid off my high heels and began undressing. Once my clothes were in the washing machine, I put away my purse with all of my makeup and stored my wig back in its bag. Using makeup remover, I carefully cleaned off every bit of makeup before jumping into the shower. Using plenty of soap and shampoo, I made sure everything girly was washed off of me. After putting on my pajamas, I crawled under the covers and curled up with Amy. As we cuddled with each other, we both drifted off gently to sleep.


Chapter 2

Waking up at seven in the morning, Monday hit me like a ton of bricks. I dragged myself out of bed and ran through my morning routine as Amy did the same. She put on her makeup and did her hair before dressing herself in one of her suit jackets, a matching skirt, and a blouse. Working at a law firm downtown, Amy’s work hours could be sporadic at times. But, she loved what she did and received compliments from her superiors often.

I, on the other hand, did not particularly love my job. As one of the salesmen for a building supply store, I found myself talking about various sidings and shingles for people’s homes. Although I did go to college for marketing and enjoyed sales, I had always hoped that I would sell something more exciting.

Unfortunately, after hitting the job search hard for a few years after college, I found myself bouncing between companies until I found something stable that could pay the bills. In the back of my mind, I held on to a glimmer of hope that something else would come along eventually. I just had no idea when or if that would ever happen at this point.

As the work week drew to a close, I found myself stuck at the office on another slow Friday afternoon. Sitting in my back office, I peeked around the corner to see if anyone was near. With no one around, I pulled out my phone and began searching forced feminization stories on the internet.

Something about young men being turned into girly sissies had always been exhilarating to me. My wife was shocked when I first told her about it before we were married. The whole subject was entirely new to her and required constant dialogue between us to understand each other. Being the kind and compassionate person that she was, she decided to give the sissy role play a try. After a few years of marriage, we developed a routine of exploring role plays once a week and living our regular male and female lives the rest of the time.

This week, we had decided to have our role play on Friday after work. The most exciting part of the week was almost here and I could hardly contain myself. I never knew how it would play out, but typically it would involve Amy acting as my mistress while I played the part of a sissy maid or one of her sissy whores that she liked to use.

Feeling anxious to go home already, I read through one of my favorite forced feminization stories. I shifted back and forth in my chair as I tried to hide the boner that was popping up in my pants. As I read through the last few lines of the chapter, I heard a knock on my door.

“Hey Ed.” My coworker Arnold said while standing in the doorway. I was in my own world and didn’t even know how long he had been standing in front of me.

“Oh, hey Arnold…What’s up?” I stuttered.

“A few of the guys are going out for drinks tonight, you wanna join us?” He asked.

“I’m sorry I can’t tonight. I had plans with the wife already.” I answered.

“That’s alright, another time.” He said as he tapped my door and stepped away.

“Hey, I saw that crypto you were talking about tripled this week.” I called out.

Arnold stepped back in my doorway with a big smile. “It quadrupled.”

“Are you serious?” I said while switching apps on my phone. “Wow that’s crazy man. Maybe I’ll have to get in on the next one.”

“Dude, there’s this new one that I just heard about. Each one is like fractions of a fraction of a penny, but a lot of people are getting excited about it. Here, I’ll send you the name.”

“This isn’t going to be like the one that tanked right after I bought it, is it?” I said skeptically.

“Dude, you bought it like a week later than I said. If you jumped in when I did, you would’ve made a thousand instead of losing it.”

“I had to get my account set up…”

“It doesn’t matter, that one was at its peak, but this one is just starting. Put like a hundred bucks in and you’ll make everything back from the last one.”

“I don’t know, I’ll think about it.” I said while rubbing my forehead.

“Just don’t blame me if you jump in late again.” Arnold said while walking away.

I looked down at the name and pulled it up on the exchange that I used. Seeing that it was brand new, I sat back and thought about my next move.

Arnold was the crypto maniac in the office. It felt like every time I talked to him, the conversation always came around to cryptocurrency. Although he bragged about how much he made buying and selling it, he still worked at our office and made the same amount as everyone else. I couldn’t figure out if he wasn’t practicing what he preached, or if he blew all of his money anytime he had some. Either way, he had been spot on with the last few recommendations and I was getting tired of hearing about it.

After bringing my hand up to my face, I rubbed my eyes while letting out a sigh. ‘I can’t believe I’m falling for this again…’ I thought to myself as I pressed the buy button for one hundred dollars worth of the cryptocurrency. As I glanced down at my phone, I saw that no purchase was made. In my frustration with myself, I obliviously pressed the buy button a second time, or so I thought. Seeing that my purchase was successful, I shook my head before killing the app and sliding my phone into my pocket.

On my drive home, I nervously tapped the steering wheel with my fingers. I couldn’t wait to shed my male persona and jump into girl mode. As soon as I stepped in the door, I began undressing and carrying my clothes upstairs to the bedroom with me. After throwing my clothes in the washing machine, I jumped into the shower and quickly cleaned myself.

Feeling fresh after showering off, I pulled out my suitcase of girly belongings and began getting dressed. Starting with my favorite pair of red panties, I slid them up my legs and tucked my package in. After pulling the matching bra over my shoulders, I clasped it behind me and slid my breast forms into the cups. With a small adjustment, everything was sitting comfortably.

Although it wasn’t very cold in our house, I slid into a pair of my black fleece lined tights. The thick material covered all of my leg hair and made it appear that my legs were showing through, even though it was just the tan fleece underneath. I pulled the tights all the way up before stepping into a pair of four and a half inch stiletto pumps.

The black high heel pumps accentuated my legs and had a way of putting me into girl mode immediately after stepping into them. I made a circle around the bedroom before kneeling in front of my suitcase and pulling out a little black dress with long sleeves. As I slid it over my head, I pulled the dress down to my upper thighs and smoothed it out. After pulling the sleeves down my arms as far as they would go, I grabbed my makeup bag and wig.

I took my place in front of the mirror and set out my beauty supplies on the vanity. Once my makeup was organized how I liked it, I began by applying liquid foundation to my face and neck. Making sure that it was blended evenly, I took my time and let it dry before using the setting powder.

Shifting my focus to my eyes, I carefully outlined each eye with jet black eyeliner before creating a smokey look with the eye shadow. Working very slowly, I used my mascara to give my lashes extra volume and a darker appearance. After my eyes were complete, my focus shifted to my lips.

Using a matching lip liner and lipstick, I outlined my cupid’s bow before coloring my lips a deep red. I shifted my head back and forth as I pursed my lips and checked myself in the mirror. With my face put on, my hair was the last part needed to complete my feminine look.

Bringing a hairnet over my wavy brown hair, I tucked everything in before bringing my long brown wig over my head. Using a brush that came with the wig, I combed out every knot from the wig before exiting the bathroom. I stood in front of a full length mirror that my wife had hung on our door as I checked my appearance from head to heels.

As far as I could tell, everything looked perfect. The fleece lined tights hid any remnants of leg hair while my heels made my legs look much more slender and feminine. My panties that I had tucked myself into disguised my package and made my middle appear flat and smooth. The breast forms and my padded bra gave the illusion of boobs while my makeup and wig completed my female persona.

With everything set, I stepped back into the bathroom and pulled out a butt plug. Using a bottle of lube, I lathered myself up before pushing the plug inside and warming myself up. I could feel myself stretching as I hadn’t been penetrated since the previous week when Amy used the strap-on. After some pushing and pulling, I managed to slide the plug all the way in until only the base was exposed.

I took a few deep breaths before pulling my panties and tights back up. After readjusting my dress, I strutted out of the bathroom to the stairs that lead to the main level. Making my way through our living room, I stood in the kitchen facing the door that connected to the garage. Trying to contain my excitement, I proceeded to wait for fifteen minutes until my wife returned.


Chapter 3

Hearing the garage door open, I began feeling jittery. The moment I had been waiting for all week was about to arrive. The seemingly endless work week was finished and it was time to let loose and enjoy. I stood with my feet together and hands behind my back with a smile across my painted face.

My wife slowly opened the door and stepped one foot inside. As her body appeared in the doorway and I saw her phone up to her ear, my smile faded slightly. I could see that her work face was still on and that she was discussing something important.

Amy jumped as she looked my way and noticed what I was wearing. While giving a sigh, I could see her remembering what we had planned to do this evening. She put her index finger up to signal that she would be finished soon and made her way upstairs. I sighed as I stood in the kitchen and waited for my wife to return.

After a few minutes of tapping my foot, I decided to follow my wife upstairs and see if she had finished her conversation. As I stepped into our bedroom from the upstairs hall, I found Amy sitting on the bed with her laptop out and the phone still up to her ear.

‘Well this is going to be a while.’ I thought to myself.

I walked over to the bed and took a seat next to Amy as she continued typing. Seeing that she was locked in to her task, I laid down next to her and pulled out my phone. After readjusting my head so that I didn’t ruin my hair, I began playing a game on my phone.

Nearly thirty minutes later, Amy was wrapping up her conversation.

“Ok.” My wife said, “Yeah I’ll send it first thing in the morning…Ok sounds good…Ok Bye.”
Amy finished typing before closing out the windows on her computer. After closing her laptop, she turned to me and put a smile on her face.

“You look cute tonight.” Amy complimented.

I put my phone on the nightstand before answering her, “Thank you.”

“What did you want to do tonight?” She asked.

“I thought we were going to…” I motioned with my hands down to what I was wearing, “You know, have a role play.”

“Yeah, I just thought we were going to do that later. Did you already have dinner?” Amy asked.

“No I just figured I would have something later.” I responded while looking down at myself. 

“So when did you want to have dinner then?”

“I don’t know, I just wanted to do this for a while.” I answered.

“That’s fine, I’ll just make myself something in a little bit. Do you want to get started right away?” Amy asked.

“I’m ready when you are.”

Amy jumped off the bed and put her laptop back in her bag.

“Alright, little sissy…” Amy said with her mistress voice, “Let’s see what we have today.”
I sat up from the bed and stood up beside Amy. She began scanning my body from top to bottom with her finger up to her lips.

“Cute shoes…Your breasts could be larger, but we can work on that.” Amy said while feeling up my chest. “And what do we have down here.”

I curled my toes in my heels as Amy rubbed her hand over my tucked member.

“Wow, it feels like the little sissy is excited. Do you like when I touch you here?” Amy asked while stroking me.

“Yes mistress.” I answered with a quivering lip.

“Have you been a good sissy while I was away?”

“Yes mistress. I am a good sissy mistress.”

“We’ll see about that…” Amy said while letting go of me.

“Show me your sissy walk.” Amy ordered.

After giving a curtsey, I began walking back and forth across our bedroom. Doing my best to sway my hips and cross one foot over the other, I gave my best strut for my mistress.

“Very good sissy, now give me a twirl.”
In my body hugging dress, I twirled as I was told. After nearly stumbling over, I stood up straight again and waited for the next order.

“You’re going to need to work on that one…” Amy said while shaking her head. “Come back over here and bend over.”
I gave a curtsey before walking to Amy and bending over the bed as I was instructed. Putting my hands on the bed, I stuck out my butt and presented it to Amy. She caressed my right cheek while wandering up my skirt with her other hand. After pulling down my tights and panties, she slid her fingers between my cheeks and felt for the plug. Amy began pushing and pulling on the plug until I warmed up enough to release it.

I let out a moan as Amy pulled the plug from me and gave a slap across my cheeks. I squealed in response as she brought the plug to the bathroom and set it down on a paper towel. She returned a few moments later with a dildo and condom in hand.

“Are you ready sissy?” She said while stepping behind me.

I nodded my head while responding with a high pitched “Mhm.”

Amy slid the lubricated condom down the shaft of the dildo and lifted my skirt until my back end was exposed. I could feel her guide the dildo between my cheeks and press forward until I squeaked.

“Alright sissy, are you going to make me come?” Amy asked while pulling out the vibrator from the nightstand next to her.

“Yes mistress.” I responded as the vibrator was turned on.

“Ok sissy, let’s see what you’ve got.” Amy said.

Amy began repeatedly pushing the dildo all the way in and pulling it out until only the tip was still inside. Although the plug that I had used was just slightly thinner than the dildo, it felt like a world of difference as I was being screwed. I could feel myself stretching to accommodate the large object as Amy pressed the vibrator against herself.

“Rock your hips more. You do want me to cum, don’t you sissy?” Amy asked.

“Yes mistress, I’m sorry.” I responded while trying to thrust myself against the dildo harder.

“Very good, now tell me what you are.” Amy said with a strain in her voice.

“I’m a little sissy.” I responded while feeling myself getting worked up.

“What else sissy.”

“I’m a dirty slut mistress.”
“Why are you a dirty slut.”

“Because I like being screwed mistress…”

“Are you going to cum sissy slut?” Amy asked while sounding like she was on the edge of an intense orgasm.

“No mistress.” I said while panting.

“Very good, sissies don’t get to cum.”
“I just want to pleasure you mistress, please cum inside of me.”
“I’m working on it…” Amy answered.

“That feels so good mistress.”

“Ah, ah, ok…ok sissy, hold still.”

The thrusts paused as Amy’s body began to tense from the climax coming over her. I could hear her breathing become heavy as she put one hand on my back and used it for support. She held the dildo tight as the last wave of intense feelings washed over her. Once she composed herself, she brought the vibrator down and turned it off.

“Ok sissy, now it’s your turn.” Amy said while bringing the vibrator to my crotch and turning it on.

Feeling the stimulation from the vibrator, I couldn't help but jump before resuming my position. I squealed as I felt her begin thrusting the dildo in and out again with more intensity this time.

“Are you going to cum sissy?” Amy asked.

I struggled to speak as I felt a release approaching quickly, “No mistress. I am a good sissy.”
“You better not if you don’t want to be punished.” 
“I…I don’t know how much longer I can hold it mistress…” I squealed as I felt myself about to explode at any second.

“You better not you slut…” Amy ordered.

“I’m such a slut mistress…” I moaned as precum began leaking into my panties.

Amy slammed the dildo into my back end repeatedly as squirt after squirt exited me. My body tensed as I felt every bit of pent up juice being released. With each pump from the dildo, another bit of fluid exited until nothing was left. I collapsed on the bed when Amy finally pulled the dildo out.

“How was that?” Amy asked.

I took a moment to gather myself before answering, “It…was amazing…”

Amy walked to the bathroom and cleaned the dildo before putting it away.

After taking a few minutes, I began undressing and putting all of my girly things away. I stepped into the shower and washed off all of my makeup before changing into a pair of sweatpants and a hoodie. Walking downstairs fifteen minutes later, I found Amy in the kitchen making herself a sandwich.

“What are you making?” I asked while taking a seat on the couch and pulling out my phone.

“My dinner…” Amy answered before taking a bite.

“Do you want me to make you one too?” Amy asked in-between bites.

“Yeah that sounds good.” I answered while scrolling through social media.

Amy brought over a sandwich a few minutes later and sat next to me on the couch. I grabbed the remote and turned the TV on as we ate our dinners next to each other. With the whole night to ourselves, we decided to turn on a movie before going to sleep early.


Chapter 4

Amy and I enjoyed a quiet weekend at home of rest and relaxation. We watched movies, played games, and went out to eat on Saturday and Sunday night. As I laid down for bed on Sunday evening, my head began swimming with all of the things that I needed to do the next day.

After waking up early in the morning, Amy and I ran through our morning routines before heading to each of our offices. Monday was typically my busiest day where I would catch up on everything that I missed over the weekend. Once I had finally caught up on my calls and prospected for the week ahead, I saw Arnold approach my office with a huge smile on his face.

“So was I right or was I right?” Arnold said as he stepped into my office.

“About?” I asked.

“About the crypto I told you to buy. It was surging over the weekend, didn’t you check it?”

“Honestly, I kind of forgot about it.”

“Dude, pull it up right now, apparently some whale jumped in and it’s up about ten thousand percent right now.”

“Are you serious, that’s going to be like, ten grand!” I said excitedly.

“Was I right or was I right.” Arnold said.

As I pulled out my phone and opened my app, my mouth dropped wide open.

“What, you didn’t miss it again did you…” Arnold asked.

“I didn’t miss it…” I answered.

“Well…What are you up?”

I brought my right hand up and rubbed my forehead as I stared at my screen. 
“Ed, what’s going on?” Arnold said sounding more concerned.

“I uh…I bought a little more than I thought…” I answered.

“That’s awesome, what did you put in?” He asked.

“Apparently when I was buying it, my finger must have slipped and added an extra zero…”
“Are you saying you made ten grand off of it?”

“It’s over a hundred right now.”

“Shit, are you serious. Let me see!” Arnold demanded as he stepped behind me. His eyes lit up as he saw the balance in my account.

“Dude, you might be on your way to a million…” Arnold exclaimed.

“What?” I said “I’m selling this right now.”

“Are you serious, do you know how pissed you’ll be if it keeps going up?”

“Do you know how pissed I’ll be when it crashes…” I answered.

“Dude, you just made a hundred thousand from what I told you. You should really hold it.”

“Thanks for the advice but…I’m out.” I said as I sold all of my holdings.

“Well, I’m letting mine ride, I think it’s gonna keep going.” Arnold said.

“How much are you up?” I asked.

“About a thousand right now.”

“Wait, so you only bought like…ten bucks worth?” I asked.

“Yeah, I didn’t have any more to put in. I would’ve put ten thousand in if I had it.”

“You talk about how you make money all the time from trading, how could you only come up with ten bucks?”

“I own a bunch of different ones and I can’t sell them until they hit their goals.” Arnold explained.

“Whatever man, thanks for the tip, I’m going to call Amy.”

After stepping outside, I called Amy to share the good news. Unfortunately, she was busy at work and didn’t answer. 
“You aren’t going to believe this, but I just made a shit ton of money from a trade this weekend. Call me back or I’ll tell you at home.” I said while leaving a message.

As I walked back into the office, each of the other salesmen made sure to stop by my desk and see the proof of what Arnold was bragging about. After relaying the story for the third time, I started to lose the excitement I first had. Now the only thing on my mind was what I could do with that money.


Chapter 5

Amy was in just as much shock as I was when she first saw the balance in my trading account. She shook her head and grabbed the phone before looking closer at the screen.

“Is this real?” She asked.

“Yeah, I'm transferring it to our savings so we should have it in the account in a day or two.”
“That’s…that’s amazing. What are we going to do with it?” She asked.

“I don’t know, I was thinking about it all afternoon and had a bunch of ideas, but nothing really sounded right, you know?”

“We could finally move into a bigger house? Or get a new car? Or take a trip?”

“Yeah I mean, all of those things sound nice, but I really think we should take some time and think about it before blowing it all.”

“Yeah you’re right, it’s just…wow!” Amy said sounding surprised again.

After having dinner, we celebrated in bed and made love. As we held each other while falling asleep, my mind continued to race. The more I thought about how to spend what we made, the less it felt like we had.

At work the next morning, it felt like the excitement from my coworkers had turned to jealousy. Arnold started making comments about how he gave me the tip and deserved something for it while other coworkers seemed to avoid me. I felt like the black sheep of the office as I went through the motions of the work day.

As the week drew to a close and Friday arrived, I found myself unable to focus on the most mundane of tasks. Between the awkward looks from my coworkers, the dullness of my job, and large addition to my bank account, I felt like I had had enough. When the manager came in to check on my weekly sales report, a screw came loose in my head.

“Do you have your report ready yet?” My manager asked with his arms crossed in my doorway.

“I’m working on it…” I answered in an annoyed tone.

“Just because you made a little bit of money trading doesn’t mean you get to take it easy. You better have that report on my desk before you leave today.”

I rubbed my forehead as I stared at my desk.

“Did you hear me? I said to get to work!” He yelled.

I could feel my blood boiling from the inside out. I had had it with this job and the pointless tasks that it required. I decided right there that it was over.

“You know what, I don’t think I’m going to have that report done today.” I said in a mellow tone.

“Excuse me.” My manager responded sounding confused.

“You’re excused. Why don’t you get the hell out of my office. I’m done here.”

“You think you’re hot shit cause you made a hundred K? You’re going to burn through that in a month and be begging for your job back. But it won’t be here…”
“Good, now shut it and get out.” I responded while cutting him off.

His face was bright red as he left my office and walked down the hall. After gathering the few things I kept at the office, I stormed out without saying a word to anyone else.

I wasn’t sure how I would tell Amy about what had happened, but I knew that I couldn’t keep it a secret for long. After arriving home, I went to our bedroom and laid in bed while waiting for her to return. Nearly forty five minutes later, I could hear the garage door opening.

I continued scrolling on my phone as I listened to Amy walk in through the garage and walk upstairs.

“Hey, there you are. How was your day?” She asked.

I pursed my lips and widened my eyes as I thought about what to say. 
“Did something happen?” She asked.

“Well, you know how I don’t really like my job…”
“What did you do…”

“I may have…Kind of…quit…” I said while stumbling through the sentence.

“You quit your job? Why?”

“It was unbearable. I told you how everyone was giving me the cold shoulder all week and when I was working on a report, Jim came in and tried to do his whole big boss thing and breath down my neck, so I told him to shove it.”

“But, what are you going to do for work?” Amy asked.

“I don’t know, maybe I can take a week or two off and think about what I should do next. I mean, I wasn’t really going anywhere with that job anyway.”
“I don’t know, this just seems like a really big move to make in one day.”

“I didn’t just decide this today. I’ve been wanting to do something else for a while. It just finally felt right today.” I explained.

“Well it sounds like it’s done now anyway, I guess just take next week and see what comes up?”

“Yeah and we have a little bit of savings to fall back on now anyway.”
“But we don’t want to spend it all while you mope around the house.”

“It won’t be like that. I mean, maybe I can dress up and take care of things around here while you’re at work.”

“What, you want to be like a maid or something?” Amy said sounding skeptical.

“Not necessarily, I can just do housewife kind of stuff.”
“Well, it would be nice to come home to dinner instead of working all day and making it myself…”
“Yeah, and we could have some fun afterward.”
“So you want to role play like every day? Won’t that get old.”
“I don’t know, we’ve never really tried it. We could just see how it goes, you know.”

Amy took a deep breath before answering, “Ok, I guess we’ll see how it goes then.”



Chapter 6

With a week full of crossdressing and playing the part of a sissy housewife ahead of me, I was content to remain in my male persona over the weekend. Amy and I took a couple trips to the store, visited our favorite restaurant, and saw a movie at the theater. By the time Sunday night arrived, we decided to stay in and watch TV at home.

On Monday morning, Amy got ready for work while I took my time getting up. As she was eating breakfast and getting ready to head out, I walked downstairs to send her off.

“What time are you going to be home tonight?” I asked while stretching my arms.

“I shouldn’t be home any later than five thirty, if you want to have dinner ready around six or six thirty that would be amazing.” Amy said as she put her dish in the sink and collected her purse and briefcase.

“Ok, I’ll see you after work.” I said before giving her a kiss and opening the door. After Amy stepped out and pulled out of the garage, I closed the door and made my way back upstairs.

For the first time that I could remember, I had the entire day to dress up and live out my sissy fantasy. I wasted no time getting undressed and pulling out my girly belongings. After taking a quick shower, I began getting dressed by putting on my black panties and matching bra.

Once the breast forms were in place, I slid into my opaque black tights and stepped into my black high heel pump stilettos. I strutted around the room before putting on my blue long sleeve form fitting dress. I just loved the way it hugged my curves and covered my arm hair.

After fixing my dress, I stepped in front of the mirror in the bathroom and began putting on my face. With no time frame to hold to, I went extra with my makeup and applied a few coats of foundation. After applying setting powder, I took my time with the eye liner and neatly circled my eyes. I finished my eyes with some dark eye shadow and plenty of mascara to make my eyelashes pop.

Outlining my lips with a deep red lip liner, I colored them in with a matching lipstick. Looking at my reflection in the mirror, I turned my head from side to side as I checked my work. To my eye, everything looked perfect.

Grabbing my wig from the bag I kept it in, I brushed out any knots that appeared since the last time I used it. Once my hair was up in a hairnet, I brought the wig over my head and fixed it in place. Using the built in straps that were inside of the wig, I tightened the wig so that it wouldn’t come loose during the day. After one more check up in front of the mirror, I knew that I was ready.

After walking downstairs, I decided to fix myself breakfast. Pulling out a pan, I heated it up and made myself eggs and bacon. I sat at the table and took the smallest of bites so that I wouldn’t mess up my lipstick that I just worked so hard on. Despite my caution, I still managed to smudge my lipstick twice.

Once I was finished eating, I set my plate and the pan in the sink before heading back upstairs. Using a makeup remover wipe, I cleaned off my lipstick before redoing it. Fifteen minutes later, my makeup was as good as new.

I walked over to the bed and laid down with my phone in hand. Gravitating toward my search engine, I pulled up forced feminization stories and lost myself in the reading. Although I was dressed up and living out my dream, I still couldn’t help seeking out other fantasies to play with in my imagination.

I could feel myself grow in my panties as I read one story and then the next. Taking a small break for lunch, I made myself a sandwich before going right back to my stories. When I heard the garage door opening in the late afternoon, it took me a moment to realize that Amy was already home from work.

Jumping out of bed, I rushed downstairs to meet my wife at the door. She stepped in with her purse and briefcase in hand looking extra tired from a long day. 
“How was your day sweetie?” I asked eagerly.

“Long…” she answered while walking in and setting her things on the kitchen table. 
“Did you still want to do something tonight?” I asked.

“Yeah, I thought we were going to do that after dinner though?” She said while looking at the dirty dishes in the sink.

“Oh, well, I thought we weren’t going to eat for another hour, that gives us plenty of time?” I said.

“I guess so, did you already make something?” Amy asked.

“Yeah, I had eggs and bacon and then made myself a turkey sandwich for lunch. You would not believe how difficult it is to eat with lipstick on.” I complained.

“Oh I know, I do it everyday.” Amy responded.

“I guess that’s true.” I giggled.

Amy rolled her eyes before walking through the living room to the stairs leading to the second floor. I followed behind her to our bedroom where she sat on the bed and took her shoes off.

“The bed isn’t made either?” Amy said to herself quietly.

I was so excited for the role play that we were about to have, I didn’t even pay attention to her comment.

I stood close to the foot of the bed with my hands together behind me. Once Amy was ready, she walked over to me and brought out her mistress voice.

“Ok sissy, what do we have today…”
I kept my head down as she circled me.

“Your hair looks fine, but you went a little heavy with the makeup. Are you trying to look like a whore?” She asked.

“No mistress” I responded.

“You’re going to need to do something about that. And those heels, they look scuffed. This is not looking good sissy. What do you have to say for yourself?”

“I’m sorry mistress, I’ll try harder.”

“You better, or I'll go find another sissy and put you out on the street. Is that what you want sissy? Do you want to go whore yourself out on the streets to feed yourself?”

“No mistress” I answered.

“I didn’t think so, now bend over the bed.”
As I walked over and bent over the bed as I was told, I remembered that I never plugged myself as I usually did before a role play.

Amy pulled my tights down followed by my panties and spanked my bottom. As she started reaching between my cheeks, I spoke up.

“I forgot to put a plug in mistress…”
Amy pulled her hand back and responded. “You what?”

“I’m sorry, I was so excited.”
“What is going on with you today sissy. I don’t even know if I should do you now.” Amy said.

“I’m sorry mistress, please use me.”
“Since I’m feeling so generous today, we’ll give it a try.” Amy said while walking to the bathroom.

She returned with the dildo, a condom, and lube. I stayed perfectly still while she applied the lube to my back end. After putting the lubricated condom on the dildo, she gently guided it between my cheeks.

Without any sort of warm up, I felt myself stretching significantly with its entrance. I let out soft shrieks as I was stretched and forced to accept the long object making its way inside of me. I gave a sigh of relief when it reached its furthest point and started coming back out. Amy wasted no time speeding up the motions and sliding the dildo in and out roughly.

After a few minutes, Amy pulled out the vibrator and held it against herself while continuing to pound me from behind. I could hear her letting out soft moans as she became aroused immediately. Matching her soft moans, I tried rocking my hips to feel a deeper penetration from the dildo.

Within a few minutes, I could hear Amy experiencing an orgasm while standing behind me. The screwing paused momentarily as she caught her breath and tried to compose herself. 
“That was good.” She said. “Now let’s see what you can do.”

Amy brought the vibrator to my middle and pressed it firmly against me. As she began sliding the dildo in and out again, I felt myself building to a release within a minute.

With each thrust from Amy I could feel myself coming closer to the edge. I did my best to hold back the fluid aching to be released, but after a couple of rough thrusts from Amy, it was over. A wave of relief came over me as my panties were drenched with fluids. I grabbed the bed and squeezed firmly as Amy pumped every bit of cum out of me.

Once we were finished, Amy brought the dildo to the bathroom and washed it off as usual. I followed her to the bathroom and began removing my wig.

“What are you doing?” Amy asked.

“I was just going to wash off?” I responded.

“I thought you were going to make dinner and clean up?” She asked.

“Yeah, I guess I can still do that after I’m done.” I answered.

“That could take like an hour?”

“No, well, I don’t know maybe.”
“I thought the whole point of you staying home was so that you could take care of things and act like a housewife?”

“Yeah and I will.”
“Well, the dishes weren’t done, the bed wasn’t made, and now you’re going to skip on dinner too? If this was your idea of taking care of things…” Amy rolled her eyes as her sentence drifted off.

“Look, these heels are killing me and I want to wash off. I can take care of everything when I’m done."
“I wear heels all day everyday, you don’t hear me complaining about it. And you should’ve already had this stuff done instead of making me wait when I get home.”
“Fine, I’ll go do it now.” I said with an annoyed tone.

“No, just wash off. If you’re done playing dress up, that’s fine.”

I was annoyed with her comment, but I really was done with crossdressing for the day. I closed the bathroom behind Amy and undressed. After using makeup remover, I jumped in the shower and began cleaning myself.

Once I was finished cleaning up, I got dressed in my pajamas and made my way downstairs to find Amy eating a sandwich. As I walked into the kitchen, I noticed that the dishes were done as well.

“You didn’t have to do that…” I said while sitting next to her.

“Yes I did. I’m always the one that does them anyway.” Amy said before taking another bite of her meal.

“I’m sorry, I don’t want to fight. It’s just, it’s like something changes after I cum and I just want to switch back to male mode. I’ve never been very good with this housewife stuff but I’ll try to get better, ok?”

“Ok, I’m sorry too.” Amy said.

After she finished eating, we turned on a movie and enjoyed the rest of the night together. As we laid down for bed, we curled up and held each other into the night. When morning came the next day, I found myself alone in bed.


Chapter 7

I had apparently slept in while Amy got ready for work and left. After checking my phone, I saw a text from her.

“Hey honey, I had to get to the office a little early today, I’ll see you tonight at the usual time.”
After responding with “No problem, I love you.” I put my phone down and took my time getting up. When it felt like it was time, I rolled out of bed and walked over to the bathroom before starting my morning routine. Once I was showered and shaved, I grabbed my outfit for the day and began getting dressed.

Slipping into a pair of pink panties and matching bra, I continued dressing with a black pair of tights and high heel boots. The boots had a chunky heel but still felt high at about four inches. After my breast forms were in my bra cups, I finished dressing with a black pencil skirt and white blouse.

Taking note of Amy’s comment the other day, I went lighter with my makeup and tried to go for a more natural look. I set out my makeup and spent the next hour putting on my face. With my foundation, eye liner, eye shadow, mascara, and lipstick complete, I made my way downstairs for breakfast.

After fixing myself a bowl of cereal, I took my time eating and tried to preserve my lips. Despite my best efforts, I still felt like I needed to fix my lipstick once I was finished eating. I washed my bowl and spoon before walking back upstairs and fixing my lips.

With the rest of the day to enjoy myself, I turned on the TV and shifted my attention between the TV and stories I pulled up in my search engine. Taking a break for lunch, I spent most of the day curled up on the couch enjoying my quiet time. I made sure to keep my eye on the clock today as it became later in the afternoon. A half an hour before Amy returned, I readied myself for the role play this evening.

With my plug inserted, I waited by the door for Amy’s return. At roughly five thirty, I heard the garage door open, followed by Amy walking up to the door. I kept my hands behind me with one hand over the other as I watched her walk through the doorway.

“Hello mistress.” I greeted.

Amy took a deep breath and answered, “Hey, how was your day?”

“It was great, did you notice anything?”

Amy looked around before noticing that the dishes were done today.
“You did the dishes.” She answered.

“Yes I did.” I said sounding very proud of myself.

“Did you have anything planned for dinner?” She asked.

“Uhhh…” I froze as I didn’t have anything to say.

“Did you make the bed?” She asked.
“I uhh…No.” I answered.

“What did you do all day?”

“Well, I had to get ready, then I ate and did the dishes and I watched some TV.”
“So in-between your hours of watching TV you couldn’t find a few minutes to clean up a little bit?”

“I don’t know, I guess I forgot.” I answered.

“I don’t know if this is working Ed…” Amy said with her arms crossed.

“What isn’t working?”
“This? How many days are you going to spend just sitting around doing nothing. Our role plays are fun, but I don’t know what this is.”
“I’m just not used to it yet. I’ll get better…” I answered.

“I don’t know, we just did something yesterday and I’m kind of annoyed with you right now. Just go ahead and get changed ok?” Amy said before walking upstairs.

I stood in the kitchen as I thought about what she was saying. After only two days, I already blew it. And now, I didn’t even get to have a release after sticking a plug up my butt. I tapped my foot as I tried to think of something.

‘Maybe I could convince her to give me one more chance, but how? What could I do to convince her I can do this?’

As I thought to myself, one of the stories I had been reading popped into my head. The sissy maid in the story was kept on a tight leash, literally, and was not allowed to cum unless she had finished her chores. The mistress used tie ups and punishments to train the sissy maid until she was an expert at maintaining the house.

I made my way over to the couch and pulled out my phone to search for the story. Unfortunately, I couldn’t locate it. After fifteen minutes of searching, I found a book called, ‘the mistress manual.’ As I read the synopsis, I began getting excited.

‘Do you have a sissy on your hands that needs training? With this book, even the most stubborn of sissies will bend to your will if you follow these instructions to the letter. You will have them walking, talking, and acting exactly how you want in no time. I guarantee you will see results within the first week…’

I was interrupted with Amy’s footsteps coming down the stairs.

“You’re still dressed?” She asked.

“Yeah, can you come sit down.”

“I’m not in the mood for a role play tonight. I’m tired and I…”
“It’s not about that.” I said cutting her off.

“Ok,” Amy said skeptically while sitting down next to me.

“I know I haven’t been doing a very good job the last couple days, but I had an idea to change that.”

Amy continued staring at me intently.

“I found this book that might be good for both of us.”
I handed my phone to her and watched as she read it. Her eyebrows raised as she read the entire back cover.

“You want me to use this on you?” She asked.

“Well, if it helps, then maybe? I’ve just had so much fun dressing up the last couple days and don’t want it to end yet.”
“But, do you really want to keep doing this all the time? I mean, what if you get bored after a while?”

“Trust me, it's been twenty years and I’m still not bored with it.”
“I don’t know, it sounds like a lot of work and I’m already tired.” Amy said.

“After we get the hang of it, it’s going to make things way easier on you. I’ll cook, clean, and take care of everything around here.”
“You already said that and look how it’s turning out?”

“Yeah, but I think this book might help…”

I could see Amy mulling it over in her mind as I eagerly awaited her response. After a long exhale, she responded.

“Fine, I guess we can try it and see how it goes.”
“Thank you, you won’t regret it.” I said lovingly.

“Let’s hope neither of us do…”


Chapter 8

Amy spent the night reading through most of the book while I made her dinner and cleaned up around the house. With a possible release still in the back of my mind, I eagerly listened to all of Amy’s requests. I made the bed, vacuumed, and dusted. By the time it was time for bed, my feet ached from standing in heels all day.

“Well, that was interesting…” Amy said while shutting off her iPad.

“Did you finish the book already?” I asked.

“Yeah, it wasn’t very long."
“So?” I pried.

“So, are you sure you want to try this? It’s a little different from what we usually do?” She asked.

“I mean, yeah. Change can be good sometimes.”

“Yeah sometimes.”
“Come on, what’s the first step?” I asked.

“Well, I’ll have to do it tomorrow after work.”
“Ok, do I get to know what it is?”

“It said not to tell the sissy anything. It takes away from what were trying to accomplish.”
I wasn’t sure how I felt about that answer but decided to accept it. “Ok I guess. We’ll wait until tomorrow then.”

As I started undressing, Amy stopped me. 
“What are you doing?” Amy asked.

“I’m going to put my pajamas on?” I said.

“I think it’ll be better if you just sleep in what you’re wearing.”
“Ok?” I said while sitting back in bed.

“If you’re going to be a sissy housewife, you have to stay in that role all the time. You can’t just switch in and out, that’s why you aren’t acting like you should.”
“I guess that makes sense.” I said skeptically.

“Yes, so goodnight sissy.” Amy said while rolling onto her side.

“Goodnight mistress.” I said while laying down beside her.

After a few minutes of laying in bed, I could feel some discomfort from the plug that was still inside of me. I sat up from bed and crept to the bathroom before Amy jumped up.

“What are you doing?” She asked.

“I was just going to use the bathroom…” I answered.

“You need to ask before you do that…” She ordered.

“Are you serious?”
“Yes…And that’s mistress.”

“Amy, are we going to…”
“I said that’s mistress.”
I was used to Amy acting aggressive and controlling when we role played, but at night when we were about to go to sleep, I was taken back. Apparently she really was serious about continuing the game all the time.

“I’m sorry mistress, may I use the bathroom.” I asked with a curtsey.

“Yes you may, and bring me a glass of water when you’re finished.” Amy said before laying her head back down.

“Yes mistress.” I answered while giving a curtsey.

After pulling the plug out and relieving myself, I went downstairs and filled up a glass of water as requested. Bringing it back upstairs to Amy, I held it in front of her.

“Here it is mistress.”

“Amy sat up and took the glass from my hands. After drinking the entire glass in front of me, she handed it back and laid down again. I brought the glass back downstairs and set it in the sink before returning to bed.

The next morning, I woke up to an empty bed yet again. Amy had left early for work, but didn’t text me this time. I made my way to the bathroom and checked my hair after the long night. Seeing that it was a mess, I took off the wig and began brushing out all of the knots.

Once my wig was brushed and back on my head, I touched up my makeup and started the day. It felt strange at first to wake up still wearing a dress and tights, but after starting my morning routine, it felt nice. Fully dressed, I fixed myself a bowl of cereal and ate in the kitchen. With some practice the last couple days, I started to get the hang of eating while wearing lipstick.

Knowing that Amy wanted the house in order when she returned, I spent the rest of the morning cleaning the kitchen and living room. After lunch, I focused on our bedroom and the bathrooms. It felt like I spent most of the day on my knees cleaning and scrubbing everything in the house. I just hoped that it would all be worth it and Amy would be happy to continue in our new roles.

In the late afternoon, I started planning ahead for Amy’s arrival home from work. I wasn’t very handy in the kitchen, but I found some noodles and marinara sauce that I could use for spaghetti. I started preparing dinner roughly a half hour before Amy’s usual arrival time so that it would be ready upon her return.

When I heard the garage door opening just before six, I jumped with excitement. Dinner was basically ready, the house was immaculate, and Amy was sure to be pleased with me. I stood up straight with my feet together while I faced the door.

My smile turned to confusion as Amy barged in and walked past me without saying a word. She had looked around and noticed that the dishes were done and that dinner was ready, but didn’t comment on anything before walking upstairs. Feeling confused, I followed behind her and found her laying in our bed on her phone.

“Hey, is everything ok?” I asked while standing in the doorway.

Amy looked at me past her phone before returning to what she was doing.

“Is something wrong?” I asked again.

“Mistress…” she corrected, “You are supposed to say mistress when you address me.”
“I’m sorry, is something wrong mistress?”

“I had a terrible day at work and I’m not in a very good mood…”
“May I ask what happened mistress?”

She took a deep breath before addressing me, “You wouldn’t understand, just don’t worry about it ok?”

“Um, ok?” I said.

“Here, come stand next to me.” Amy said.

I walked over as I was instructed and stood next to the bed where she laid.

Amy reached up my skirt and grabbed a hold of my crotch. I jumped as I felt her squeezing me through my tights and panties. 
“You feel like you’re pretty swollen.” She said.

“I was hoping that we could do something tonight…” I paused for a moment before remembering how to address Amy, “…Mistress.”

“We’ll do something, don’t worry.” Amy said with a grin. “Why don’t you bring me dinner, I’ll eat in bed tonight.”
Amy went back on her phone as I gave a curtsey and followed her order. After fixing a big plate with plenty of noodles and sauce, I presented it to Amy at her side. She took the plate and began eating right away as I stood and watched for a few moments.

“You’re dismissed.” Amy said in-between bites.

I gave a curtsey again and went back downstairs. Fixing myself a plate, I ate while leaning against the countertop in the kitchen. Once I was finished, I set my plate in the sink before going back upstairs to check on Amy. Having just finished as well, I took her plate and returned downstairs. She didn’t tell me to clean up the kitchen, but I knew that I needed to if I wanted any chance of a climax tonight.

I spent the next half hour cleaning up everything in the kitchen and putting away the leftovers. After wiping down the countertops, I marched back upstairs to see what Amy was up to.

“I’m all finished with the kitchen, mistress.” I said while standing in the doorway.

“Ok, go ahead and get yourself ready.” Amy said while still on her phone in bed.

I gave a curtsey before walking to the bathroom and closing the door behind me.

Stepping in front of the mirror, I touched up my lipstick and brushed my wig. Having been dressed most of the day yesterday without any sort of release, I felt like I was bursting with excitement. I pulled out the plug and lube before pulling down my tights and panties.

Once I was lathered up, I slowly guided the plug into place between my cheeks. Having just been ridden two nights ago, the plug slid in easier than usual. With it sitting snuggly inside of me, I pulled my panties and tights back up and marched back out to see Amy.

Standing by the bed with something in hand, Amy had apparently been waiting for me.

“Hey there sissy, are you ready?” Amy asked.

“Yeah? What is that?” I asked.

“Come over here and pull down your panties.” Amy ordered.

I walked over and did as she instructed.

Amy knelt down in front of me and brought the device that she was holding to my semi erect member.

“It looks like it’ll fit.” She said excitingly.

“What are you planning on doing?” I said with some concern.

“I’m going to lock this chastity cage on you and hold onto the key.” Amy explained.

“But…why? What if I need to get it off?” I asked.

“There’s a little pee hole so you’ll be fine. It’ll just make it so that you can’t grow or cum without my permission.”

“But what if…” I said as Amy cut me off.

“Look, this is non-negotiable. If were going to continue doing whatever this is, you are going to have to submit to me. And that means giving up access to your little thing.” Amy explained.

I took a deep breath as I thought for a few moments. I had never felt as turned on or excited as I did the last couple days. The constant toying from Amy and wearing feminine clothes was even more enjoyable than I thought. If continuing meant wearing a metal chastity cage sometimes for Amy, I figured I could go along and try to get used to it.

“Ok I guess…” I said.

Amy spared no time sliding a metal ring around my member and fitting it into place at the base. As she brought the cage over my somewhat erect member, she had some trouble connecting the cage to the ring at the base.

“Well this might be a problem.” Amy said.

“It won’t fit?” I said with a small grin.

Amy glared up at me before answering, “No, it will fit.”

Amy ordered me to stay still while she went downstairs. Returning a few moments later with an ice pack in hand, Amy had me lay down on the bed. 
I winced as she held the ice pack to my member and waited for me to shrink. After a couple of the longest minutes of my life, she pulled the ice pack away to reveal my package back at its pre-erect state. Sliding the metal chastity cage over my member with ease, she attached the small cage to the ring around the base and locked it on with a small padlock.

“I told you it would fit.” Amy said with a smile.

I rolled my eyes in response.

“Ok now bend over, it’s time to test this thing out.”


Chapter 9

Nervously standing over the bed, I waited while Amy put on the strap-on and lathered it with lube. My member already felt like it was straining against the chastity cage from the anticipation of being ridden. I shifted back and forth in my heels as I tried to ignore the discomfort, but I knew that it was only going to get worse from here.

Amy stepped behind me before pulling down my tights and panties. With my hole exposed, she grabbed the butt plug that I had inserted and began pulling on it. Once the plug was out, she dropped it to the floor and guided the dildo strapped around her middle towards my hole. I let out a soft moan as the tip met my opening and pushed its way inside of me.

Feeling pressure from the dildo stretching me, I let out a high pitched whine and clenched the sheets of the bed. When her middle met my back end, she pulled back out and immediately gave another thrust. Usually she would start slow and work her way up to more intense thrusts, but today it felt like she was jumping right into it.

Amy quickly found her pace and began pumping behind me rhythmically. Irregular breathing and light moaning escaped me involuntarily as I felt myself getting worked up with her motions. Taking a pause for a moment, Amy reached for the vibrator in our nightstand and pulled it out. I could hear her turn it on and press it to her crotch before continuing to thrust against me.

With the hair, makeup, feminine clothes, and pegging from behind, I could feel blood rushing to my middle. But, as my member tried to grow erect, I could feel the cage constricting me. I moaned and whined as Amy continued thrusting and my middle ached in its cage.

Amy’s moans drowned out mine as she began working up to an orgasm fairly quickly. Her movements slowed as her knees became weak and she began shaking. While Amy was pushed over the edge and entered a blissful orgasmic state, I found myself frustrated and annoyed with the chastity cage that she locked me into.

Despite my inability to grow, I could feel myself building to a release from the stimulation that I was receiving. I rocked my hips back and forth as Amy came to a halt behind me. As I heard her turn the vibrator off, I started to become excited. ‘Finally, it’s my turn’ I thought to myself. I continued bumping against Amy’s crotch as she set the vibrator back in the nightstand and gave me a sharp slap to my behind.

“That was incredible.” Amy said while pulling the dildo out.

Whipping my head back, I watched as she walked to the bathroom. I was completely dumbfounded as she removed the strap-on and began washing off the dildo.

“Um, mistress?” I said.
“Yes.” She answered while scrubbing the dildo.

“Are we done already?” I asked.

“Yeah, you did great.” She answered.

“But I didn’t get to…” I said trailing off.

“Didn’t get to what?” She asked.

“Well, you know…” I answered.

Amy set down the dildo and stared at me through the bathroom mirror while waiting for me to continue.

“Aren’t you going to let me cum too?” I said softly.

Amy remained still as she stared at me and thought for a moment.

“What are you?” She asked.

Feeling taken back by the question, I thought for a moment.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“You know what I mean, what are you? With your makeup and hair and your clothes…”
“I’m a sissy.” I answered softly.

“And what are sissies not allowed to do?” She asked.

“I don’t know, a lot of things…” I answered.

“You know the rule…” She said.

I knew what she was getting at, but I didn’t want to say it.

“What are sissies not allowed to do?” She asked firmly.

“Cum.” I answered.

Amy stared at me with her hands on her hips as I stood up from the bed.

“But that’s just like part of the game, we usually end with a release anyway…” I said before getting cut off.

“You’re the one that wanted to do this all the time and gave me a book to follow. This isn’t just a little game anymore. If you want to be a submissive sissy, that’s how I’m going to treat you.” Amy explained.

“Well yeah sometimes, but can’t we take a break sometimes?” I asked.

“That’s not how this is going to work. As soon as you cum, you turn into a lazy couch potato. A real sissy is always on her heels and eager to please her mistress.”

“So you’re saying as long as we keep doing this you aren’t going to let me have a release?” I asked.

“Not necessarily, there is one exception to the rule.”
“And what is it?” I asked.

“You are allowed to sissygasm as much as you want.” Amy said.

“What are you talking about.” 
“It’s a way for you to cum while staying in sissy mode. I’m going to fuck you everyday from now on, and if you manage to cum without touching yourself while locked in your cage, I won’t punish you.”

“But what if I can’t?” I asked.

“Then better luck tomorrow.” Amy shrugged.

“Well, when are you going to take this thing off of me?” I said while gesturing toward my chastity cage.

“We’ll see. Now, go get me a drink of water, I’m going to lay down.” Amy said while walking to the bed.

I stood with my teeth clenched as I thought about our conversation. As Amy turned on her phone, she turned and glared at me.

“I said go get me a drink of water, sissy.” Amy ordered again.

I pursed my lips and exhaled as I gave a curtsey and followed Amy’s order. I wasn’t ready to give up on being a sissy housewife yet, but I was incredibly frustrated to say the least.


Chapter 10

Falling asleep with a swollen member locked in a metal chastity cage was just as difficult as it might sound. I tossed and turned in bed for a few hours before finally drifting off into a restless sleep. Waking up a few times through the night, I found myself having a difficult time getting used to the new feeling. I hadn’t realized just how many times I popped a boner through the nighttime and morning hours until I had something preventing me from doing so.

When morning finally arrived, I made my way to the bathroom and tested using the toilet for the first time. With a small pee hole in the cage, I managed to relive myself without too much of a mess. Returning to bed, I laid back down and closed my eyes a little longer before starting the day. Amy had gone to work earlier than usual again and I had the house to myself until her return.

Running through my new morning routine of touching up my makeup, fixing my wig, and finding a new outfit, I had myself ready to start the day be late morning. Having been home the previous few days, there was not much to clean around the house. Once I was finished with breakfast, I did the dishes right away and cleaned up around the kitchen.

After eating lunch and doing my dishes again, I found myself with plenty of time to enjoy myself before Amy returned. I turned on the TV and pulled out my phone as I sat on the couch in my red flared skirt and black long sleeve top. With my tights and high heel pumps on, I sat properly and ladylike as I began pulling up sissy fantasy stories to read through the afternoon.

Around four thirty in the afternoon, I began preparing for dinner. I had never been much of a cook, but there were a few items that I had learned how to prepare through the years. After making sure all the ingredients were there, I began preparing fajitas for Amy and myself when she returned home from work.

I seasoned a couple chicken breasts and let them marinate while preparing the lettuce, tomatoes, onions, and peppers. At five fifteen, I began cooking the meat and laying everything out. Like clockwork, I was finished making dinner just five minutes before Amy arrived. Keeping everything covered and warm, I waited eagerly by the door for my spouse to walk in.

Amy’s face lit up as she walked through the door to dinner, a clean home, and her submissive sissy housewife. I gave a curtsey and offered to take her briefcase and purse while she sat at the dinner table. After taking her things upstairs, I served her dinner and sat across from her at the table.

“So how was your day?” I asked.

“Extremely busy. Goldberg had to let Phillip go and now Jeff and I have to pick up the slack.” Amy explained.

“Does that mean you’re getting a promotion?” I asked.

“I don’t know. He’s been dangling this partnership position in front of us for months, but now it’s just me and Jeff fighting for it.”

“You’re way smarter than Jeff is.”

“Thanks sweetie, but let’s hope Goldberg sees that.” Amy said. “It looks like you’ve been pretty productive around the house.”

“It took me a couple days but, I feel like I’m starting to get the hang of it.” I responded.

“Have you been giving any more thought to what you want to do?” Amy asked.

“About what?” I said.

“About your job? Aren’t you planning on getting back out there and finding another sales position?”

I poked at my food as I looked down at my plate. “I don’t know if I’m ready yet…I mean, I feel like I’m just starting to get the hang of this housewife thing.”

“Dinner does taste great tonight and I love how clean the house is…but, do you really want to keep this up?”

“I don’t know, why not?” I responded.

“Well, is this who you’re going to be full time? What if you need to go shopping, are you planning on going out and presenting yourself as a sissy? What are our friends and family going to say?”

I looked down at my plate again as I processed what she was asking.  I hadn’t really thought about the long term implications of what we were doing. Being able to crossdress freely everyday had been exhilarating, but I honestly didn’t know how long I could keep it up. The thought of stepping out while crossdressed scared me and the idea of seeing my friends or family while dressed up scared me even more.

“I don’t know if I could do this forever.” I responded. “I just know I’ve been having a lot of fun and would like to keep going for now…”

Amy stared at me for a few moments before responding, “I’ve been having fun too and I’ll keep it up as long as you want to. I just want to make sure we’re on the same page.”

“I think we are.” I said.

“In that case…get your ass upstairs.”


Chapter 11

Amy practically dragged me up the stairs after finishing with dinner. She ordered me to bend over the bed and keep my butt in the air while she grabbed the strap-on and vibrator. I eagerly obeyed her and waited as she got ready. 
With my hands on the bed, I watched as she approached me from the bathroom with the dildo sticking straight out from her middle. After pulling my skirt up, she pulled down my undergarments and exposed my behind. My knees shook with anticipation as she used plenty of lube on the dildo and applied some to me. Without any warning, she plunged the dildo forward and slid it inside.

Usually I would’ve warmed myself up with a butt plug beforehand, but with how active we’d been, I didn’t feel that it was necessary. However, I could feel myself stretching to accommodate the large object that began moving in and out of me repeatedly. Once she felt that I was sufficiently warmed up, I could hear Amy turn on the vibrator and bring it underneath her.

Knowing that I only had until she was finished, I tried to think sexy thoughts and do anything I could to climax before Amy. I shifted my behind back and forth while trying to find the spot that would push me over the edge. As I started feeling myself getting worked up, I could hear that Amy was well on her way.

While racing Amy to an orgasm, I found myself having difficulty getting there while the small metal cage stood in my way. As I attempted to grow, I could feel myself pressing against the inside of the cage. After a few days of crossdressing without any sort of a release, my member was aching to be free and explode.

I tried to ignore the discomfort I was feeling from the chastity cage, but it was no use. The constricting feeling held me back as Amy began breathing heavier and experienced an orgasm behind me. I continued rocking against the dildo as she jerked back and forth from the sensations from the vibrator.

After a few minutes, she pulled herself out and stepped back from me.

“Once again, that was incredible…” Amy said.

I hung my head as I was frustrated and aching for more.

“Do you think we can keep trying mistress?” I asked.

“It’s been a long day…But I guess we can keep going.” Amy said before stepping back up to me.

The dildo slid right back in without any resistance as she picked up right where she left off. My member had shrunk slightly in the cage, but quickly tried growing again as I felt Amy pumping behind me. Without the vibrator in her hand, she kept all of her focus on me. In no time, I could feel my member pressing against its cage once again.

Feelings of arousal were overcome with frustration and discomfort from the chastity cage I was locked into. It felt like no matter how much I tried, I couldn’t turn my arousal into an orgasm. I kept my focus on the dildo sliding in and out of me as Amy did her best to push me over the edge.

After nearly ten minutes of pounding from Amy, I could feel the pressure in my cage subsiding. The arousal was still present, but my middle had seemed to give up on growing temporarily. With some relief in my cage, I kept all of my focus on the sensations coming from Amy.

I began breathing heavier as the pent up frustration turned to feelings of eroticism. Moaning began to escape me as I felt myself working toward a release. I shifted my weight from my heels to the balls of my feet as Amy continued thrusting behind me. If I had received even the smallest amount of stimulation to my member, I knew that I would explode immediately.

I reached down and poked at my chastity cage with one hand while holding my weight on the other hand. Feeling my skin through the bars of the cage, my member twitched back and forth. As Amy noticed what I was doing, she stopped abruptly and pulled out.

“What do you think you’re doing?” She asked.

I put my hand back on the bed before answering her.

“It’s so close, please just…Keep going.” I answered.

“You aren’t allowed to touch it. That’s why you’re in that cage to begin with…” Amy said.

“I just wanna go so bad. Can we just…”
“No!” Amy said cutting me off. “You’re the one that wanted this.”

“Yeah,” I answered while still bent over the bed. Looking back at Amy I continued, “but the chastity cage is driving me crazy.”

“Then why would you give me a book that starts the first chapter with mandatory chastity. I mean it was in the description.”

“I had never done it before, I didn’t know what it would be like.”
“It’s kind of straight forward, it isn’t supposed to be easy to cum.”

“Fine, I’m sorry. Can we just keep going?” I asked.

“It’s been like twenty minutes. I’m tired and done for tonight. We’ll try again tomorrow.” Amy said.

I hung my head before answering. I couldn’t make her continue and knew I had no choice but to go along with what she said.

“Fine.” I answered.


Chapter 12

On Friday morning, Amy had left early once again and left me to wake up alone. I took my time getting up and stayed in bed until the late morning. When I finally made my way to the bathroom, I noticed something strange. The chastity cage was not locked onto me. Instead, it was placed on the bathroom counter with a note.

‘I know you were frustrated last night and so was I after twenty minutes of focusing on your sissygasm. But, I’m not mad. I just want you to make a decision and stop complaining. We can keep going with this sissy housewife fantasy you have, but you will need to agree to a few things. First, there will be no more complaining or talking back. What I say goes and that’s that. Second, you will wear the chastity cage at all times unless I decide to remove it from you. But, you can’t ask to take it off or play with it. Third, to know you’re serious about this, you will shave your entire body before putting the chastity cage on. Then you will continue keeping yourself hairless from the eyebrows down. If this is too much for you, throw the chastity cage away and we’ll just go back to normal. We’ll both work during the week and have some fun on the weekends. I hope you make the right choice. I love you sweetie.’

I stood in the bathroom reading over the note multiple times and thinking through what Amy was saying. If I decided to continue playing the part of a sissy housewife, I would have to become much more submissive than I already was and wear the chastity cage semi permanently. Having to shave all of my body hair would make it much more difficult to hide my female persona if I decided to quit at some point. Since I had never shaved everything before, it felt like a test that Amy was giving me.

On the other hand, I could just toss the chastity cage in the garbage and go back to what we had before I quit my job. Living my male life through the week and acting out my fantasies on the weekend, Amy and I could reclaim our usual routine. We would pretend I’m not allowed to cum even though I would after each of our role-plays. Then when we were finished, I would go back to my male persona.

Although I had been incredibly frustrated with the chastity cage the last few days, I had never felt so perpetually aroused. Wearing my feminine clothes everyday, doing my hair and makeup, and acting out the sissy fantasy that I have had for years was awakening something in me. I wasn’t crazy about the chastity cage or shaving off all of my body hair, but I still didn’t feel ready to quit yet. I was so close to achieving a sissygasm the night before and with some more practice, I knew that I would get there eventually. If these were the terms that I had to agree to, I would do my best to go along with it.

After undressing myself, I stepped into the shower and took the first step toward completing Amy’s requests. Lathering my legs with shaving cream, I used Amy’s razor to clean every bit of hair off of my lower half before moving north. With just a few nicks and scratches, I shaved every bit of body hair as I was instructed. My legs, arms, torso, back, and member were completely free of body hair as I stepped out of the shower and dried myself.

Once I was completely dry, I grabbed the metal chastity cage and slid the base around my middle. Bringing the cage over my member, I connected it to the base of the chastity cage and pressed it together. Grabbing the lock from the countertop, I slid it into its hole and clicked it shut. Without a key in sight, my decision was final.

I felt some anxiety creeping up as I stared at my locked member. Knowing that it may be trapped for a long period of time, I began getting nervous. I still hadn’t achieved a release while locked and was now at the mercy of Amy to free me when she chose. As I held it in my hand, I began having second thoughts.

Shaking my head, I tried to distract myself with my makeup. I began with my foundation and spread it around my face. Having extra practice this week, I found it easier to create an everyday look and not go too far overboard with the base. After using some setting powder, I began focusing on my eyes.

Using eye liner, eye shadow, and mascara, I kept my eye makeup light as well. Instead of going overboard with tons of dark makeup around my eyes, I kept it light while making my eyes look much more feminine. Once my eyes were presentable, I applied blush up high on my cheek bones before finishing with my lips.

Using my bright pink lip stain, I carefully outlined my lips and made sure that they were perfect. Although I loved doing every part of my makeup, my lips were my favorite thing to focus on. Nothing made me feel more like a sissy than having brightly painted lips.

With my makeup finished, I grabbed my wig and brushed out any knots that I could find. Once it was laying straight, I put it over my head and secured it in place. As I stood in front of the mirror with my hair and makeup done and only a chastity cage covering me, I felt like I truly embodied the word sissy.

I walked to the closet and pulled out a pair of pink panties and matching bra. After slipping my underwear on, I set my breast forms in place and readjusted my bra. With everything sitting properly, I grabbed my tights and began sliding them up my legs.

As I felt the material rubbing against my freshly shaven legs, a realization hit me. I didn’t need to wear tights to cover my hairy legs anymore. I sat on the bed and stared down for a moment before taking the tights back off of me. After putting them away, I grabbed a pink flared skirt and long sleeve black top. With my clothes on, I stepped into a pair of black high heel pumps to complete my outfit.

Standing in front of the mirror, I couldn’t believe the reflection that I saw. My smooth hairless body added a whole new element to my look that made me feel incredibly feminine and delicate. I truly felt like there was no going back now as I had taken a step that I never took before. If anyone saw me now, I would have trouble explaining the absence of hair on my body regardless of what I was wearing. I just couldn’t wait to see Amy’s face when she walked through our door later in the day.


Chapter 13

The day passed slowly as I waited for Amy to return. Around three in the afternoon, I couldn’t take the anticipation anymore and decided to text Amy. Letting her know that I agreed to her terms, I sent a message with a photo of my hairless legs. She saw the message not long after but did not respond.

Seeing that Amy read my message without replying only made my anxiety worse as I waited for her to come home. I couldn’t help feeling like I made the wrong decision as my mind played tricks on me.

‘Was she expecting things to go back to normal?’ I thought to myself. ‘She said she hopes I make the right decision, but what if I made the wrong one. I mean, I can’t just put the hair back on my body. It’ll take a while to grow back. What if she’s angry at me when she comes home?’

I paced around the house as I tried to distract myself from my worries. As I watched the minutes tick down to five thirty, it felt like time continued to move progressively slower.

When Amy finally returned home, I stood eagerly in front of the door. I had thrown a four cheese pizza in the oven and it would be done any minute. As the door opened and I saw Amy’s face, I was relieved to see a gleaming smile.

“Hi there.” I greeted.

“Hey…Sissy.” She said.

“Do you like the new look?” I said while turning my legs from side to side.

“You definitely look like a sissy.” She responded.

“And the cage is locked on. I promise I won’t complain about it anymore.” I said eagerly.

“Ok if this is really what you want.” Amy said.

“It’s been really fun, mistress.” I answered.

“Well, you’re going to love this news then.” Amy said as she set down her briefcase on the kitchen countertop. “Goldberg decided to make me partner.”

“Are you serious?” I said with excitement.

“Yeah, they said I’ve been doing such a great job and when they heard you were out of work, they said it was time. I’ll be making enough that you don’t need to work anymore.” Amy explained.

“That’s…incredible.” I responded.

“Yeah, I had my reservations about this sissy housewife thing, but maybe it was exactly what we needed.”
I began feeling butterflies fluttering in my stomach as I processed what Amy was saying. I was both excited for her and nervous about my decision. When I locked myself into the chastity cage, I figured that it would be a means to an end. We wouldn’t have been able to support ourselves on Amy’s salary and our savings forever, so I figured I would go back to work eventually no matter what. But now, I wouldn’t need to ever go back to work. The room began feeling smaller as my decision started feeling more permanent by the minute.

“So when is the promotion official?” I asked.

“It already is!” Amy responded.

“Wow…I almost can’t believe it.”
“Well you better believe it, now get your little butt upstairs, I want to celebrate.”

After taking the pizza out of the oven, Amy took my hand and led me to our bedroom. I hadn’t seen her in such a dominant mood in years as she pushed me onto the bed and began kissing my neck. I put my arms around her as she moved up to my lips and forced her tongue down my throat. She was in charge and she made sure that I knew it.

Grabbing my right arm with her left, she forced it down to the bed next to my head. Doing the same with my other arm, she sat on top of me with her knees on each of my arms. I licked my lips as I stared at her intently. I didn’t know what she was going to do next, but I was loving the attention.

As Amy began unbuttoning her pants, I started to see where this was going. She shifted her weight back and forth as she pulled her pants down, followed by her panties. Still sitting on top of me, she smiled before moving her middle over over my face. I puckered my lips as I came face to face with her most intimate of body parts.

Although I had given her head once previously, she knew that I wasn’t the biggest fan of it. There were many ways to give her an orgasm but eating her out was not on the top of my list. I stared up at Amy as my lips met her and tasted her scent. I took a deep breath before opening my mouth and pleasing my mistress.

Amy’s eyes closed and her head fell back while I used my tongue to find her special spot. I could feel shivers running up her spine as she twitched and shook on top of me. Since I had not had much experience in this area, I was surprised at how quickly she began working up to a release. In a matter of minutes, I had her on the edge and ready to fall into a state of bliss.

As I stared up at Amy, I watched as she grabbed her hair and began whining loudly. I continued twirling my tongue while she moaned and contracted her abdomen. Pleasuring her to the best of my ability, I would not quit until I knew that she was done.

After pleasuring her for several minutes, she eventually came down from her orgasm and began to breath normally again. She slid off of me and laid on the bed while I wiped some of the excess liquid off of my lips. Amy laid on the bed as I went to the bathroom to wash my face and clean up. My lip makeup was a mess which I reapplied promptly. Walking back to Amy, I gave a curtsey in front of her.

“How was that mistress?” I asked.

“Very good sissy, why don’t you bring me a piece of pizza.” Amy said.

I marched downstairs immediately and did as she asked. Bringing up two plates, I sat on the bed beside her while we ate.

Both of us had a huge appetite to fill as we devoured our food together. After the fourth piece, Amy broke the silence.

“You know, those nail’s don’t look like a sissy’s.” Amy said.

“They don’t?” I asked while looking at them in front of me.

“Yeah, they’re boring. They should have some sort of color on them.”

“What color do you think?” I asked.

“Well red is classic, but pink would suit you as well.”

“I’ve never really painted my nails before though.”

“Well there’s no time like now, let’s go downstairs.” Amy suggested.

Bringing the plates with us, I set them in the kitchen sink before joining Amy at the kitchen table. She set out clear nail polish, nail polish remover, and an array of colors to choose from.

Staring down at all of the colors, I began feeling nervous again. Like shaving my body, this would be difficult to hide if I wanted to go out as a male anytime soon. I had never painted my nails for that very reason. 

“So which color do you want to go with, bubble gum pink, or classic red?” Amy asked.

As I stared down at the choices, I was having trouble getting the words out. Looking back and forth between them, I just blurted out the one I was looking at, “Red.”

“Good choice, it is way more versatile with different outfits.” She said

Amy started with a base coat for each of my nails and let is set. Once they were ready for the next coat, she carefully painted each of my fingernails and made sure to keep it neat. After applying a second coat, she let my nails dry before applying the final top coat. Since she used a quick dry nail polish, they were finished relatively quickly.

Without sparing a minute, she had me remove my high heels so that she could paint my toenails in the same color. Starting with the base coat, she applied two coats of the red nail polish before finishing up with the top coat again. Looking down at my fingers and toes, I felt outside of myself. I couldn’t believe I had painted nails and that Amy was the one to do it.

She was always supportive of my crossdressing fantasies and eagerly played along with our role-plays. But she was typically on the same page when it came to switching back to my male self. It felt like something had changed as she was having me do things that made it more and more difficult to make that change if I wanted to. However, if she was willing to go along with this fantasy that I wanted to pursue, I couldn’t be the one to stop it.


Chapter 14

Waking up early on Saturday morning, I began running through my morning routine of doing my hair and makeup while Amy slept in. We had watched TV late into the night and fell asleep toward the end of a movie on our watchlist. Amy must have stayed up much later since she was still out cold as I finished getting dressed in my red body con dress.

Wearing my strappy stilettos, I chose to show my bare legs and painted toes for Amy. I crept down the stairs to the kitchen and tried to keep the noise to a minimum while I made her eggs and bacon. Once the skillet was fired up with the bacon crackling, I could hear Amy moving around upstairs. I finished preparing her breakfast before walking up to our room and finding Amy nearly dressed.

“Good morning, I have breakfast for you.” I said with a plate in hand.

“Thank you.” Amy said as she walked over and took it from me. “You know, I was thinking. If we’re going to keep this sissy housewife thing going, you might need a few more outfits. That’s the third time this week you’ve worn that dress.”

“Oh…Yeah, that would be nice.” I replied.
“Yeah, and you really don’t need all of those boxer’s in your drawer, why don’t you just throw those all away.” Amy said while sitting down and taking a bite of her breakfast. I stepped in front of my underwear drawer and opened it. As I looked down at my folded up underwear, I began feeling anxiety creep up again.

“Is there something wrong?” Amy asked.

“No, it’s just…you want me to throw them ALL away?” I asked.

“That’s what I said. I mean, why would you wear those under a dress or skirt anyway?”

“I guess I wouldn’t…” I responded.

“So, go grab a garbage bag and take care of it…” Amy ordered in-between bites.

I walked downstairs and grabbed a garbage bag as I was told. Upon my walk back upstairs, I could feel a pit in my stomach. It was only underwear, but it felt like much more as I took one slow step after another. ‘First she had me shave my legs.’ I thought to myself, ‘then she painted my nails, now I have to throw away all of my underwear. It’s like she’s trying to make this permanent, which is weird cause I was the one who brought her into the sissy world. I don’t know what’s gotten into her?’

As I stepped onto the second floor, I walked down the short hall to our bedroom and stood in front of my underwear drawer. Amy watched intently as I began pulling out my boxers one by one and stuffing them into the bag.

“Make sure to throw out those gross socks too. You won’t be needing those anymore either, Right?” Amy said while working on the last few bites of her breakfast.

After taking a deep breath, I stuffed everything from my underwear and sock drawer into the garbage bag and tied it off. Amy followed me back downstairs where I took the garbage bag to the bin in the garage. Once I dropped the bag with all of my male underwear in the garbage bin, I felt like my fate had been sealed.

“Wow, you really are serious about this sissy housewife role. I didn’t think you had it in you.” Amy said.

I stayed silent as I stood in the kitchen with Amy.

“Are you ready?” Amy asked.

“For what?” I responded.

“To go shopping?” Amy said as if I were dense.

“Like, in a store?” I asked.

“Where else would we go?”

“You can shop online?” I responded.

“Yeah but, I need to see the skirts and dresses on you to know if they’ll fit. You can’t do that from a computer.” Amy said while setting down her dish in the sink and grabbing her purse and keys. “Come on, I’m driving.”

I stood frozen in the kitchen as Amy walked into the garage and opened the door. The anxiety I had been feeling was nothing compared to what was hitting me now. I clenched my stomach and tried to control my breathing as I thought about stepping out in public while made up and dressed like a woman.

As Amy sat in the vehicle, she stared at me through the windshield. Gesturing for me to come and sit in the front seat, I took one small step after another out the door toward the vehicle. I couldn’t believe what I was doing as I sat in the front seat and buckled up.

Pulling out of the driveway, I tried to shield my face incase any neighbors were around. Luckily, we made it out onto the main roads without anyone seeing us. As we made our way toward the store, I unconsciously tapped my heels on the floor of the vehicle.

“What’s wrong? Are you nervous?” She asked.

“Uhhh no…Well, maybe a little…” I responded. 
“Do you really think anyone would recognize you as a man with the way you’re dressed? I mean look at you.”
As I looked down at myself with my shaved legs, painted nails, full chest from the breast forms, and wig hair hanging past my shoulders, I still had second thoughts. With my frame, would someone still recognize me behind everything I had done. I peered out the window and sat silently as we made our way to our destination.

Pulling up to the mall a few minutes later, Amy found a spot between a mini van and a pickup truck. After putting the car in park and turning the engine off, she turned to me.

“Are you ready?” Amy asked.

I stared out the window toward the front entrance. People were coming and going constantly as we sat in the parking lot.

“Uh, I guess.” I said.

“Are you sure? You know there’s no harm in turning back now. You don’t have to go through with this.” Amy said.

As I sat with my heart ready to beat out of my chest, I was seriously considering turning back. This was a step I had never taken and would never be able to take back. What would my friends or family say if they saw me shopping for women’s clothes in drag. I didn’t know if I wanted to find out the answer to that question.

“Look, this whole sissy housewife thing was fun, but maybe were better off just having fun with it on the weekends sometimes…” Amy said with her hand on my shoulder.

“But…it’s fun doing it everyday.” I responded.
“Yeah, but how long can you keep this up…”
“I’m not giving up…”
“You really want to walk in there and shop for new dresses and skirts and high heels…”
“Yeah…let’s go.” I said while opening the door.


Chapter 15

Walking into the mall in a dress with my bare legs showing was the hardest thing I had ever done as a sissy. Feeling the lingering eyes watch me step up the curb and walk through the door was almost enough to make me turn back and leave. But, I pushed through and did my best to ignore the curious people around me.

I had felt on the fence about walking into the department store and shopping for new clothes, but Amy’s comments had a way of pushing me over the edge. I couldn’t escape the feeling that she was still testing me. It was like she was trying to push my limits so that I would back down and give up on this fantasy. Shaving my legs, painting my nails, and throwing away my underwear were each small tests before the big one. Amy knew that I would have reservations when it came to stepping out in public dressed as I was, but I couldn’t back down now.

With Amy walking right beside me, we made our way to the underwear area first and began picking out a few pairs of panties and matching bras. I could feel a few women watching us as we looked for my size and held up a few bras to my chest. Doing my best to ignore the strangers around me, I kept my focus on my new wardrobe.

After finding a few pairs of underwear that were my size, we picked out a few pairs of pantyhose that would show my legs underneath. I typically went for the opaque tights that would hide the hair on my legs, but I didn’t need to worry about that anymore. We picked out a few pairs and made our way to the skirts and dresses.

Once we picked out a few skirts in various styles, Amy held onto the underwear and tights while I went to the dressing room. Stepping out with each skirt, Amy either approved or disapproved of the options. After finding a few skirts that I just had to have, we searched for some matching tops. Trying to find options that hid my broad shoulders proved to be difficult, but with some searching, we found a few that would work. After making sure everything fit, we turned our focus to some dresses.

Amy made sure to pick out an array of dresses for formal and casual wear. Trying on each one, Amy approved of five out of the ten that I had tried on. Up until now, I had searched for cheaper clothes that I would wear a few times and eventually throw away. But after our shopping trip, I would have formal floor length dresses that could be worn at the fanciest of restaurants.

With our hands full, we dropped the clothes at the counter with one of the store workers before stopping at the shoe section. After spending over an hour in the store, I was having so much fun that I stopped paying attention to the people around Amy and myself. We picked out several different pairs of high heels with varying styles and made sure that each had a heel height of at least four inches. After finding a pair of stiletto boots, chunky heel booties, three different colored stiletto pumps, and two pairs of strappy sandal heels, we made our way back to the counter.

I felt like we bought out the store as I watched each of the items get scanned and put into bags. When the total was read out for us, I jumped back and nearly lost my balance.

“You are sure about this right?” Amy asked again before handing over a credit card. 
I shook my head yes in response.

“I mean, it barely puts a dent in that hundred thousand anyway, right?” Amy said.

“Yeah I guess that’s true.” I answered.

After paying, we headed to the car before making our way back home.


Chapter 16

Upon returning home, Amy and I carried my new wardrobe upstairs and laid it out on the bed. Seeing everything in our home only made it feel more expansive as I looked over the skirts, dresses, tops, underwear, and shoes that we just purchased. I couldn’t believe that Amy was ok with spending so much money on my new wardrobe and that she made me shop for it in person.

Standing next to our bed, Amy turned to me.

“Well, we better make room for your new wardrobe.” Amy said.

“Do we have any more hangers?” I asked.

“We have plenty?” Amy said. “Your other clothes are hanging on them.”

“Oh, I guess I could get rid of a few things I don’t wear anymore.” I responded.

“If you have all of this and you’re going to be a sissy housewife from now on, you won’t be wearing any of those clothes anymore.”

“Well, not all the time, but maybe sometimes?” I said.

“No…You’ll have to get rid of everything. We didn’t just spend several thousand dollars on a little hobby that you have fun with sometimes. Either those clothes go, or these do.”

“But, that’s like…permanent.” I responded.

“Yeah…That’s kind of the point.” Amy said.

“Do I really need to get rid of everything?” I asked.

“Look, I honestly didn’t think you were going to go through with any of this. When I said for you to shave your whole body, I thought you’d give up then. Then when you threw away your underwear and I said to get in the car to go shopping, I was certain you wouldn’t get out of the vehicle. And even now, we could still go back and return all of this stuff. You’re running out of opportunities to get back to normal. I just have to ask again, are you sure you want to keep going with this?” Amy asked.

“So you’ve just been testing me this whole time?” I asked. 
“Obviously. This was always just a little kink that we played with, I didn’t exactly expect it to become a full time thing.”
“Then why were you pushing me to make it so permanent?!” I asked.

“Because, you were supposed to say no at some point! I mean, we just went out in public and saw a ton of people. How are we supposed to explain that.”

“Who do we have to explain ourselves to?” I asked.

“I don’t know, maybe our friends or family that we like to hang out with. Are you really going to go see your parents dressed like that…”
“We never see my parents anyway. What do I care?”
“Really, you don’t care…So you’d walk into their house in your little high heels and makeup and wig, and sit all ladylike in your dress and just pretend everything is normal?” Amy asked.

“Maybe I just won’t go over there…” I responded.

“So you’re just going to cut people off?” Amy asked.

“If they don’t understand me and just want to judge me, then maybe. I don’t know, but why am I in the hot seat. You’re the one that orchestrated all of this. You’re not like an angel in this scenario either.”
“I went along with what you wanted and supported you every step of the way. I even read that stupid book you gave me and followed every step. You want to know where these ‘tests’ came from. The book YOU made me read.”

“This was really all in that book?” I asked.

“Yeah, where do you think I got the idea for a chastity cage from. I mean, what am I supposed to do with that. I want you to stick it inside of me not lock it up.” Amy said.

“And the part about shaving my body, and throwing away my clothes?” I asked.

“Yeah, all in the book…it’s supposed to make you choose between being a full time sissy and living your male life. I just didn’t think you would actually choose what you did.”

“Well maybe you don’t know me as well as you think you do.” I said. 
“Maybe I don’t.” Amy responded.

Amy stormed out of the room a few moments later and made her way downstairs. I could hear the door open to the garage followed by it slamming behind her. After the garage door opened, Amy pulled out and left the house. I sat alone in the bedroom with my new wardrobe while contemplating the choices that lead me here.

My suspicions were correct. Amy had been testing me this whole time while secretly hoping I would fail at every turn. Instead of being honest with me, she kept playing games and hoping that I would change my mind. Instead, it felt like each decision brought me deeper into a world I couldn’t turn back from. Amy’s plans had backfired and now I was sitting with thousands of dollars of clothes that I didn’t know if I could keep.

Amy clearly wanted us to go back to our version of normal, but I wasn’t sure if that was enough anymore. After tasting the lifestyle, it was so much sweeter than I imagined. If I gave up now, when would I ever have an opportunity to try it again. We had plenty of money in the bank, Amy received a promotion that could provide for both of us, and I didn’t even have a job to go back to. Going back to normal just sounded depressing.

I felt like I was doing so well even though I was only one week into my new role. Amy had always been afraid of change, and I couldn’t help thinking that’s what this was really about. Trying something new could be scary, but I was ready for something different. If Amy was going to make me give up the last part of my male life to keep pursuing this dream, that was exactly what I was going to do.

I spent the next hour pulling down my clothes from the closet and stuffing them into garbage bags. Once everything was clear, I hung up my new clothes and neatly folded my underwear in my underwear drawer. After taking the bags down to the garage, I snapped a picture. Snapping another picture of the closet, I sent it off to Amy with the words, “They’re gone, mistress.”

Amy stayed out late into the afternoon without any indication of when she would return. I decided to shower and freshen myself up while waiting for her. After cleaning my face, I shaved my body again before laying down for a bath. Soaking in the warm water, I took my time before getting out and dressing myself again.

Putting on a full face of makeup, I stood in front of the mirror and stared at the reflection. Seeing myself with my lips painted and my eyes outlined with dark makeup was starting to feel normal. I held my chastity cage in my hands as I turned my head from side to side and checked myself out.

Walking to my underwear drawer, I pulled out a pair of red lacy panties and matching bra. After sliding into my underwear, I set my breast forms in place and made sure that they were sitting just right. Picking out one of the pencil skirts and a blouse that we had just purchased, I finished getting dressed and stepped into a pair of navy stiletto pumps. After putting my wig on, I walked downstairs and began looking for things to clean.

I vacuumed the house, scrubbed down the kitchen countertops, and dusted all of our furniture while still waiting to hear back from Amy. As the afternoon turned to dusk, I pulled out my phone and stared at the last text that I sent my spouse. She had read my message but chose not to respond to me. I didn’t want to pester her, but I was starting to get anxious.

I typed out “When are you coming home?” But didn’t press send. I continued staring at my phone hoping that Amy would respond or walk through our door. As I sat for five minutes with my heart pounding, I eventually decided to press the send button. As I watched my phone, I could see that she read my message again, but chose not to respond.

I threw my phone against the couch and crossed my arms. I was furious that she left halfway through our argument and was ghosting me. I preferred to clear the air immediately as opposed to running away and hoping things would work themself out. Tapping my foot, I pursed my lips and let out a deep breath.

Having skipped lunch, I start to become very hungry around dinner time. Not wanting to cook a whole meal, I threw a frozen pizza in the oven and let it cook. A few minutes after putting the food in the oven, I could hear the garage door opening. I remained sitting on the couch as she entered the house. 




Chapter 17

Amy marched through the kitchen and past me in the living room with a bag in hand. We both kept silent as she went upstairs to our room. After checking the pizza, I could see that it still had a few minutes left. So, I decided to wait downstairs for it to finish. I could hear Amy moving around upstairs, but I tried to hold in my curiosity as to what she was up to.

Once the pizza was finished, I pulled it out of the oven and let it cool on the stovetop. With news that dinner was ready, I marched upstairs to notify Amy and see where she had been all day. As I stepped into our room, I was shocked at the sight in front of me.

Amy was standing next to our bed wearing black lace panties and a matching bra. Wearing knee high stiletto boots, one foot pointed directly at me while the other pointed to her left. She must have had her makeup done professionally as it resembled how she looked on our wedding day. Holding a tassel whip in her right hand, she stared at me with intensity.

Bringing her free hand up, she used one finger to call me over to her. I put my head down and gave a curtsey before walking over as instructed. Amy put her hand on my back and pushed me toward the bed. Bending at a ninety degree angle, I put my hands down and stuck my butt out for her. Amy gently rubbed the tassel whip against my behind while keeping one hand on my lower back. Without warning, I felt a sharp whip across my behind.

Feeling surprised with her sudden change of heart, I jumped forward before reclaiming my position. Amy gently ran the tassels across my skirt before giving another hard hit to my behind. She continued toying with me and kept me guessing when the next whip would come. After a few minutes, she stepped back.

“Take your skirt off sissy.” Amy ordered.

I turned my head back before standing up straight and doing as I was ordered. 
“And the blouse…” Amy said.

I paused for a moment before doing as I was ordered.

Standing in only my red panties, bra, and navy high heels, Amy bent me back over the bed and resumed her punishment of my behind. She took turns caressing my cheeks while rubbing the tassels against them and whipping my behind as hard as she could manage. After nearly fifteen minutes, my cheeks matched my bright red underwear.

Seeing that I couldn’t take much more, Amy stood me up and turned me towards her. Pulling out a pair of handcuffs from her bag, she took my hands and locked them in the handcuffs in front of me. Once they were locked on, she had me stand next to the bed and wait for her while she walked to the bathroom.

Returning a few moments later with a strap-on attached to her middle, I became giddy with excitement. Amy pushed me onto the bed and pulled down my panties. While laying halfway on the bed, she squirted lube onto me and set the bottle down on the nightstand. I could feel her sit on top of me and guide the dildo between my cheeks.

With my wrists cuffed together, Amy grabbed the handcuffs and pulled my hands behind my head while laying on my back. I could feel her holding my cuffs tight as she pressed the dildo inside of me and slid it all the way in. My behind had become acclimated to the dildo over the last week, but I could still feel myself stretching upon its entrance.

I let out a soft moan as she began rocking back and forth on top of me. I didn’t know what had gotten into Amy, but I loved where it was going. I gave small tugs against the handcuffs as she held them with a tight grip. I had never felt so submissive as she held me down and starting pumping in and out of me faster with each thrust.

After a few minutes, I could feel her giving everything she had as she slammed her middle against my cheeks. My member tried to grow, but the cage kept it small and only semi erect. However, the discomfort from the chastity cage did not stop me from becoming even more aroused. Despite my inability to grow, I could feel something working up inside of me.

As I felt myself coming closer to some sort of release, Amy slowed down her thrusts and caught her breath. I whined as I felt my climax slipping away yet again. Amy slapped my behind for “complaining" and reached for the bag again. With her still on my back, I could feel something coming around my mouth and pressing against my lips. As I opened up, I felt a ball gag enter my mouth and force its way in. Amy latched the ball gag behind my head before continuing her thrusts at a slower pace.

Feeling like my arousal had to start over again, I bit the gag and pulled against the hand cuffs as she pumped in and out of me. Although my member began to ache in its cage, I was able to ignore it and start moving toward a release sooner this time. With nearly a week of pent up frustration inside of me, I felt like I could burst at any moment.

Amy picked up her pace and began thrusting against me with an intensity I had never felt before. I tried focusing on releasing what was inside of me as she screwed me as hard as she could manage. As I felt myself at the cusp of the most intense orgasm of my life, small drips of liquid began escaping me.

With my member locked in its cage and the only stimulation coming from my hole that Amy was dominating, the climax was much different than what I had grown accustomed to. I could feel liquid being pushed out of me while I remained entirely aroused and aching for more. By the time my member had released everything inside of me, I felt exactly the same as before I had my “release”.

Amy continued pumping for a few more minutes to make sure that I was finished before pulling out and standing up. I continued laying with my face planted in the bed while Amy walked to the bathroom and washed off the dildo. As I stood up, I could see the large pool that had formed underneath my chastity cage. It looked like I had three releases from everything that came out.

Amy stepped out of the bathroom and crossed her arms while staring at me. I put my head down with my arms still in handcuffs and a ball gag stuck in my mouth.

“Do you feel better now?” Amy asked.

I shook my head yes in response.

“Do you still feel like a sissy?” She asked.

I paused for a few moments as I didn’t know how to answer. Although I had been drained of all of the pent up arousal inside of me, I still felt like the same sissy I was thirty minutes ago. I wasn’t sure how she would take that answer, so I kept my head down as she stared at me.

“You really want to keep going with this?” She asked.

I shrugged my shoulders in response.

“That’s not an answer, its yes or no…” Amy said.

I took a few moments before shaking my head yes.

Amy shook her head before walking over. “Fine, but now its my turn…”


Chapter 18

Amy stepped in front of me with the strap-on in hand. After pulling my panties up, she had me step into the strap-on before tightening it around my waist. Having an appendage hang off of my middle that wasn’t mine was an entirely new feeling as I hadn’t ever worn a strap-on before. After Amy pushed me down onto the bed, she pulled down her panties and crawled on top of me.

Sitting on top of the dildo, she began rocking back and forth while on top of me. With my arms cuffed in front of me, she grabbed the cuffs and held them above my head. Although I was the one that was penetrating her with the strap-on, she was still making me feel like I was the one being dominated.

Finding her rhythm, Amy continued rocking back and forth while I tried to thrust against her. As I heard her whining getting louder, I knew that she was getting close to a release. I tried my best to thrust against her, but the strap-on seemed to have a mind of its own. When I moved too much, it would slip out without me even realizing. Amy would stop me before readjusting and starting again. After a few minutes, she ordered me to stay still while she finished.

Her moans became louder with each motion that pushed her toward the edge. I watched as she closed her eyes and basked in the sensations that she was experiencing. As the orgasm came over her, her motions came to a screeching halt. I gave a few hard thrusts as she began shaking and jerking on top of me. Coming down from her pleasurable experience, she slowly opened her eyes back up and stared down at me.

Locking eyes with Amy’s, we sat in silence with each other. Breathing heavily from what we had just done, we both were aching for more. I gave a couple of small thrusts underneath Amy before a smile appeared on her face. Bouncing up and down on the strap-on attached to me, Amy picked up her pace and plowed her way to another climax.

It felt like Amy reached her second orgasm faster than the first. Still feeling like she had more in her, we continued until she found her third and fourth orgasms. By the time she was finished, she slinked off of me and laid on the bed breathing as if she had just run a marathon. I turned toward her and held her hand as she stared at the ceiling.

After taking a few minutes to catch her breath, Amy sat up from the bed and pulled me to my heels. Amy removed the strap-on from me before cleaning it in the bathroom and sliding it back up her legs. I assumed my position bent over the bed and stuck my butt out for Amy. Stepping behind me, she pulled down my panties and applied some more lube.

As I waited for her to start pounding me again, I felt her reach around to my middle and grab hold of the chastity cage locked onto me. After sliding the key into the lock, she unlatched the chastity cage and pulled it off of me. My member finally felt like it could breath again as it was released from its captivity.

Amy dropped the cage to the ground before plunging the dildo into my back end. I flinched as I felt the phallic shaped object slide right back into my hole without any resistance. In no time, I felt myself heating up from Amy’s motions. Although she was clearly tired from our never ending love making session, she pushed through and gave everything she had behind me. I felt myself becoming incredibly aroused, but I didn’t know how anything more could possibly spout out of me.

Although she had drained almost everything out with the last pounding that I had received, I started to feel a hint of something creeping up. After ten minutes of continuous hard thrusts, I began to feel my member rising in front of me. Without anything holding it back, it became erect and started to work its way toward a climax. Amy continued bumping into my behind as my breathing sped up and a release started to approach from the distance. Amy unlatched the ball gag in my mouth and let it fall in front of us.

“How does that feel sissy?” Amy asked while continuing her motions.

“It feels amazing mistress, please don’t stop.” I said.

Amy slapped my cheek as she continued, “Shut up slut, you don’t get to tell me what to do.”
“I’m sorry mistress, please use me how you like.” I responded.

“That’s better sissy. Tell me what you are.”
“I’m a sissy slut mistress.” I said in a high pitched voice.

“What else are you.”
“I’m a whore that likes to be used mistress. Please keep using me.” I said before letting out a moan. The stimulation was working its way to my member despite the lack of attention that it was receiving.

“Do you like when I screw you, sissy?” Amy asked.

“Yes mistress, please cum inside of me.”
“I’ll cum wherever I like, maybe on your face. Would you like that sissy?”

“Yes mistress. I am such a whore mistress.” I whined.

As I was swept away with our conversation, I hadn’t realized that Amy had grabbed the vibrator and brought it to my middle. I jumped as I felt her turn it on and press it against my member that was pointed straight ahead.

“You’re going to make me cum mistress.” I said while trying to hold back the release that now felt imminent.

“You better not. You know sissies aren’t allowed to cum. Do I need to put you back in that chastity cage?”
“Yes mistress, I can’t control myself mistress.”
“I know sissy, now shut up and take it like a woman.” Amy said.

“Yes mistress.” I responded.

Amy gave a sharp slap to my cheek. “I said to shut up sissy.”

I let out a high pitched whine as I felt pressure building inside of me.

After nearly fifteen minutes of Amy thrusting into me, it sounded like she was about to collapse. She pushed me forward onto the bed and laid on my back with the dildo still pressed into me. Breathing heavily on my neck, she started bouncing up and down again with the vibrator pressed against my member.

Her motions sped up as she thrusted against me with everything she had left. In my blissful state, I moaned to show my enjoyment and bounced my butt into her crotch. I could feel her running out of energy as her thrusts began to slow down. Just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore, a climax overtook me.

I squeaked and squealed as the last bit of juice I had left was forced out of me. My body went limp as Amy continued with slow but hard thrusts into me. I felt a tingle in my crotch that traveled up and down my body as Amy’s thrusts came to a stop.

Amy’s sweaty body laid on top of mine as we didn’t have anything left for each other. She brought her arms under my chest and held me tightly while we were still connected with the strap-on. I closed my eyes and took in the moment as I had never felt closer to Amy.

Without any energy to get out of bed and grab the keys to the handcuffs, she left them on me and slid between my arms. We held each other tightly as we both drifted off to sleep. Amy and I slept soundly through the night and didn’t wake until late the next morning.




Chapter 19

As my eyes fluttered awake, Amy was still holding me close. I waited for her to wake up before speaking.

“Good morning…Mistress.” I said with a smile.

“Good morning…Sissy.” She responded.

“You’re excited this morning…” I said.

Amy looked at me confused before I glanced down. She had fallen asleep with the strap-on around her which was poking me in the lower abdomen.

“Oh, I’m sorry.” Amy said before scooting her butt backwards and giving me some room. “That was…Intense last night.”

“Yeah I know. I don’t think we’ve ever gone that long before…” I said in agreement.

Amy looked down before continuing, “I’m sorry for leaving yesterday…I was just upset and didn’t want to say something that I would regret.”

“It’s ok, I guess I’m sorry for not picking up on all of your hints you were giving me.” I responded.

“I could’e been more clear with my expectations for our relationship, but I might as well just say what I’ve been thinking.” Amy said before pausing. “I don’t know how I feel about you being a full time sissy housewife. It’s been fun and last night was great, but can’t we just keep it to the weekends and go back to our regular life?”

I looked down as I listened to what she was saying. Although I felt like I could keep going forever, I could see that this was taking a toll on our relationship. She married me knowing that I was a crossdresser, but not a woman trapped in a man’s body. I wasn’t looking to transition into a female by going on hormones or having surgery done. I just wanted to live out my fantasy for a while and I guess I had don that.

“I’m ok with just having some fun on the weekends and going back to normal during the week, but does that mean I have to take everything back?” I asked.

“Well, maybe not everything. You did make over a hundred thousand last week, if you want to spend a few on some clothes, I mean, why not? Maybe update your male wardrobe too while you’re at it?”
“Yeah and maybe we could take that trip to Italy we’ve always talked about.” I said.

“Oh my god I would love that…” Amy said in agreement.

“I just, I don’t know why there’s something inside of me that’s always looking for more with this crossdressing. It’s like, when I put a dress and high heels on and I’m waiting for a release, I become another person. But once I get that release I snap back.”

“That’s probably why the book said to keep the sissy in chastity 24/7. If you never have a full release, you never snap back.” Amy said.

“Yeah, you’re probably right. I could probably stay in sissy mode forever if you never took it off.” I said in agreement.

“You know, it is still the weekend…” Amy said. “If you want to stay in sissy housewife mode until tomorrow, I’d like that.”

“How did I get so lucky with you?” I said while giving her a warm embrace.

After getting out of bed, Amy ordered me to get dressed and make breakfast for both of us. I happily obliged and brought a warm plate up to Amy in bed. Once I had cleaned up after breakfast and straightened up around the house, we had the rest of the day to spend as we chose. Amy kept her focus on me and ordered me around the house while she watched and “punished” me often. Having such a loving and supportive spouse that explored my fantasies was all that I had ever dreamed of. Although I drooled at the idea of crossdressing and roleplaying everyday of the week instead of working, I came to realize that there was something much more important than satisfying myself. Amy truly was the best thing to ever happen to me.


Books By This Author

Maid to be Mine

Have you dreamt of becoming a sissy maid for a dominating woman? Have you wondered how a man can go from a couch potato to the sissy maid everyone wants in their house?
Maid to be mine explores the sissy maid lifestyle from the perspective of a woman who is learning about it for the first time. After her boyfriend tells her about his little secret, she decides to give the female led relationship a try. She quickly learns how exciting and empowering it is to have a sissy maid that cooks, cleans, and does anything she asks. Having your own sissy maid doesn't come easy though, she learns that the secret to controlling your sissy is with chastity and complete control of his body. Once he is locked away, he will do anything for one more release. Watch as this sissy learns that sissies are maid to be shared. Join this sissy as they find out just how hard it can be to serve their masters.

Life in Her Heels

Have you ever wondered what it would be like to experience life as women have experienced throughout human history? To be told what you can wear, where you can go, and what you are allowed to do with your body?
In ‘Life in Her Heels’, the patriarchy is turned upside down when a charismatic female leader is voted into presidency. Running a campaign based on putting men and women on equal footing, she is voted into office with a large majority in Congress to support her. To right the wrongs of history, the new leadership puts laws into place that force men to experience what women have experienced throughout human history. The protagonist of the story finds himself living through this historic moment of the country and must endure the new rules as they are written. While living with his wife, the young man must turn in his pants for skirts and shoes for high heels. After he is given a new job that requires him to alter his body, he struggles with the changes that are occurring and how to express what is happening to him. As he slowly changes from a man to a feminized sissy, it starts to become impossible to hide his new “assets”. When the sissy finds himself locked up in a chastity belt after becoming completely feminized, he becomes unrecognizable as the man he once was. The protagonist must come to terms with his new life as a submissive sissy to the woman who owns him.

Black(E)Mail

Have you been keeping your sissy life a secret? Have you ever thought about what you would do to keep your friends and family from knowing what you look at on the internet? 
In ‘Black(E)Mail’, a sissy finds themself on the other end of a hacker who is blackmailing them. With access to their internet browsing history and webcam footage, the protagonist finds themself following orders so that their secret doesn’t come to light. Still living with his parents who are very conservative, the sissy protagonist finds himself doing increasingly strange things to keep the blackmailers happy. Having to throw out all of his underwear and begin wearing panties and a bra is only the tip of the iceberg. The protagonist soon finds himself getting waxed, having his hair, makeup, and nails done, and walking around his local mall in a dress and high heels to practice looking feminine. As the protagonist follows the orders being given to them, they can only hope that everything will work out when it is finished. Enjoy this fast paced story that takes a secretive young man and turns him into a feminized sissy.

Sissy Maid Camp

Have you ever wondered about being trained as a sissy house maid? Have you fantasized about going to a camp where you're trained to wear the highest of heels, a maid’s dress, and makeup at all times with other sissies?
In ‘Sissy Maid Camp’ our protagonist learns exactly how much his life can change over a summer. After a double dinner date with his wife and her friend’s from work, this sissy learns about a camp where men are sent to be trained and taught how to do their hair, makeup, and nails. While they’re at camp, they are trained to cook, clean, and serve their mistress diligently. A set of rules are instilled in the sissies which requires them to stay quiet, curtsey, wear chastity, and act as girly as possible at all times. If a sissy disobeys or strays from the rules, they are punished swiftly. Over the course of the summer, our sissy learns that nothing will be the same when they return home from camp. They will be a sissy maid forever and there is nothing that they can do about it. Nothing is off the table when it comes to sissifying the campers, even breast augmentation. Enjoy the tale as you witness the complete feminization of a young man into a sissy house maid eager to serve.

Becoming the Girl of His Dreams

Have you ever had sissy dreams when you fell asleep? Have you ever wished that those dreams of crossdressing, wearing makeup, and walking around in high heels would come true?
When a young man who is hiding the sissy inside has a strange encounter, he is told that all of his dreams will start to come true. After falling asleep and dreaming of having his nails done and painted bright pink, he wakes up to discover that his nails have become bright pink and painted in real life. When he dreams of having a large set of boobs, the dream manifests before his eyes. As the story progresses, the dreams completely feminize the young man until he is no longer recognizable as one. Unable to process the changes in his fragile male psyche, he denies what is happening and tries to fight back against his female dominator. Will the sissy convince her dominatrix to reverse the changes that are happening or will the sissy have to learn how to live as the woman that they have always dreamt of being?

The Doll Designer

Have you ever wondered what it would be like to become a real life Sissy Doll? Does the thought of wearing a latex bodysuit and high heels excite you?

In ‘The Doll Designer’, we follow a young man who is getting to know a woman that he just started dating. He can’t help but feel inadequate as this rich beautiful woman would typically be out of his league. As he gets to know her, he finds out that she is a ‘consultant’ and lives in one of the wealthier neighborhoods in town. After one of their dates, she invites the young man back to her house to take their relationship to the next level. Once the young man steps into her house, he falls into a world he never knew existed. The naive young man believes that if he goes along with what she is asking long enough, they will eventually make love. As he is painted with makeup, dressed in high heels and lingerie, and bound, he starts to realize that she may have other plans for him. While tied up and unable to fight back, she marches him to her basement where she uses sissy hypnosis to mold his brain to her desires. The sissy tries to fight back as she punishes him and uses everything in her power to break his will. But, once the sissy is stuffed into his latex doll bodysuit, escape will become near impossible. Will the sissy accept his role as a mindless sissy doll or try to fight back and break free at any opportunity that presents itself.

Cat and Mouse

What happens when you lock two sissies in a room together and shut off the lights? How would you react to a mob boss's daughter taking you under her wing and turning you into her personal play doll?

Let me introduce you to the next title in forced feminization stories 'Cat and Mouse.' Bona is down on his luck and has just been accused of being a rat against his mob family. Before he is "disposed of", he is taken under the wing of the mob boss's daughter. He loses all control of his body and his will as Elaina turns Bona into her little sissy play toy. Little does Bona know, he is not the only play toy that she owns. Bona has to learn to get along with his new roommate and potential lover as he is tied up and completely feminized. Follow the story as Bona is trained by this 19 year old girl and is completely humiliated in front of his old co workers and boss. Forced to wear the highest of ballet heels, Latex dresses, Makeup, collar and leash, this sissy is going to have to learn what it means to be Elaina's little sissy toy. When it comes to altering this sissy's body and chest, nothing is off the table for Elaina. Will our sissy learn to accept their role and listen to what they're told, or will they try to fight and run away?

His New Toy

Have you ever wondered what it would be like to be the sissy lover to a rich, powerful, and sexy man? Have you ever fantasized about being a submissive sissy and crossdressing everyday for the man of your dreams? Have you ever wished that your lover would bound, gag, and completely dominate you?
Let me introduce you to a sissy that is about to explore every little sissy's dreams in 'His New Toy'. Having been out of luck in the dating scene with woman, this sissy decides to branch out and look for someone who will encourage his crossdressing. The sissy not only finds someone ok with his crossdressing, but someone who encourages crossdressing daily. With a closet full of dresses, skirts, high heels, bras and panties, this sissy has everything they ever fantasized about. Follow the story as this sissy tries to break through the tough exterior of their new lover and learns what it means to be completely dominated. The sissy learns to accept chastity as well as being plugged at all times; But, the one rule that surpasses all others is submitting to complete and total feminization. Watch as the sissy becomes unrecognizable to the male that they once were and learns just how far the world of tie ups and gags can go. You may want to buckle up for this one, this sissy is about to get what she deserves.

His Favorite Toy

Have you ever fantasized about serving a rich and powerful man? Have you ever wondered what it would be like to dress as a French maid and act as the personal servant to the man of your dreams?

‘His Favorite Toy’ follows up on the characters of ‘His New Toy’ with a new twist. When we left off with Rachel, she was bound and ready to depart for Conner’s private island where she would service Conner’s every need with his other girls. Upon arrival, she meets Bridget who shows her the ropes. Falling into a completely new world, Rachel must learn quickly how to become the perfect maid for the love of her life. With only so much love to go around, jealously starts creeping in and cutting between some of the women living with Conner. Even with the exhilaration that comes from being tied up and made love to by Conner, there is always someone that wants more. Embark on the journey with Bridget, Rachel, Conner, and many more characters as they try to make their unique lifestyle work for everyone. 

Paying Lip Service

Have you ever thought about becoming a real sissy slut? Do you think it would be easier to earn your income by Paying Lip Service to clients?

A down on his luck small town store owner is on the verge of losing his business when an unexpected journey is thrust upon him. After making cutbacks and laying off everyone in the store, he finds himself working alone over the holiday weekend. When a young woman walks into his empty store, he believes that his luck might finally turn around. Unfortunately, his luck turns from bad to worse as he becomes indebted to a pimp in town. After being taken to his new boss, he is made into one of the prostitutes to work for Daddy and pay off his debt. In his new job, he must Pay Lip Service to his clients and pay down his debt one customer at a time. The protagonist must learn to accept his new role as he is forced feminized and tied up in his boss’s home. Follow the story as we watch the complete transformation from unsuccessful business man to full-blown sissy prostitute. Be warned, this story is not for the faint of heart.

My Body Swap With Candi

Have you ever wondered what it would be like to swap bodies with an escort for a week? Have you wondered what it would be like to leave your male body behind and inhabit a sensual and sexy woman's body?

In 'My Body Swap with Candi', our stubborn protagonist meets up with an escort at a motel. After visiting the motel numerous times and having plenty of 'sessions' with different ladies, he meets a very special lady named Candi. As he is 'getting to know' Candi, our protagonist starts to learn that this is no ordinary girl. He believes she is becoming delirious as they make love in her room. After they finish their session, he realizes that he has made a huge mistake and tries to escape. While trying to process what just happened, the protagonist receives a phone call that will change his life. As the story unfolds, our protagonist learns that he has fallen into a situation more complex than he could possibly imagine. The protagonist's consciousness is placed into Candi's body while her consciousness inhabits his body. He must learn to follow the rules and live out Candi's life while fulfilling her duties. Will he do as he is told and return to his male body, or be stuck as Candi forever?

Past the Point of No Return

Have you ever wondered what it would be like to be a sissy slut? Have you ever fantasized about dressing up as a sissy maid, doing your make up, wearing a wig, and high heels? Have you thought about meeting someone who would tie you up and do what they wanted with you?
In Past the Point of No Return, the main character finds out exactly what it is like to be tied up and completely changed into a feminized sissy slut. Our protagonist makes the mistake of responding to a phishing email from a mysterious dominatrix. After meeting up and letting his guard down, he finds out that he can never go back to his old life again. He will now be made to wear the highest of heels, stockings, matching pink panties and bra, and form fitting latex dresses for the rest of his life. As the sissy progresses, he is hypnotized by his masters until he becomes a full fledged sissy bimbo that obeys every command. The story explores Forced feminization, Feminization surgery, Bimbofication, sissy hypnotism, sissy prostitution, bondage, and much more. If you are still reading this and haven't been scared off, this may be the book for you.

How to Spend a Day as a Sissy (A Crash Course in the Sissy life)

Are you an experienced sissy looking for ways to spend your day while crossdressed? Are you new to the sissy lifestyle or just curious what a sissy might do all day?

In ‘How to Spend a Day as a Sissy (A Crash Course in the Sissy life)’, we take an hour by hour approach in instructing exactly how a sissy should conduct themself for a day. Starting at the break of dawn and continuing until the sissy is ready for bed, instructions are given at every hour on how they should dress, what tasks they should perform, and how they should think. Depending on the comfort level of the sissy, the guide can be molded to their specific needs. Beware, if you follow the instructions exactly as they are written, you may experience what sissy’s call a sissygasm. Once you taste this lifestyle, you may be spending many more days as a real life sissy crossdresser. 
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