

SISSY HUSBAND CAUGHT

SISSIFICATION, FEMINIZATION AND CROSSDRESSING

BY CHRISTINA BRULER

I was having my usual Friday night to myself, this was the night my wife Francis was at her parent’s house and always stayed over, this gave me the opportunity to carry out my favourite pastime, cross-dressing. I love to dress up it is something I done when I was younger then stopped for a long time but came back too after I got married. I have tried to stop many times, buying clothes, make up and wigs then feeling guilty and throwing it all away. But recently I have been getting surer this was something I wanted to do and hadn’t purged in two years. The main problem was that I have never told my wife about this pastime.

I was getting pretty good at this I thought as I stood admiring my transformation in the mirror, I had just ordered a new dress online which was delivered earlier this week. I had managed to get the delivery drivers to drop my packages into the garage without knocking on the door, which was a relief, avoiding all the questions Francis would have had. Now I was complete with the makeover I would start with a few selfies.

Tonight, I had went with the blonde wig which came down to my shoulders with short fringe, my makeup was of course which really helped with feminisation and I had been practicing any chance I got, watching lots of makeup videos and I had now mastered a specific look and always went with that, it included fake eyelashes and blue eyeshadow. As my new dress was black, I had put red lipstick and nail polish on. Luckily recently I had convinced Francis that is fashionable to be shaved all over now so my legs, chest and face were smooth, In fact apart from my head and small lading strip above my dick I was bald all over which I loved and really loved how my legs looked in these fishnet hold ups I was wearing.  To compliment the black puff sleeve mini dress, the heels I was wearing were black knotted platforms sandal which I was now thinking was a good choice as they were much easier to walk in than the other stiletto heeled shoes I had stashed at back of my cupboard.

My usual routine after getting dolled up was to take some selfies in various poses which I always found strange as I didn’t even like getting my picture taken when I was in male mode but when all feminine, I couldn’t get enough. Once I was satisfied I had at least a couple of good pictures I usually settled down to watching some porn I usually look for one similar to me and found the perfect one. It was a crossdresser in a hotel room sucking and fucking a guy with a huge cock, as I watched more and more and began to get hornier and hornier, as usual I being to crave a cock of my own and quickly reached for my wife’s top drawer, in there she had a ten-inch purple dildo.

The dildo had a suction cup on the base, so I teetered to the bathroom in my heels and stuck the dildo around waist hight on the wall facing the full-length mirror. I dropped to my knees in front of the dildo imaging it was the powerful man in the video, I began by licking and kissing the dildo as if was a real cock. I then began to open my lips and take the dildo in my mouth, in and out going a little bit further each time until the dildo started to tickle the back of my throat. I moved up and down the shaft like this each time the tip of the dildo touched my throat I would get a twitch in my dick and was sure that precum had started to leak out. Next, I started to get more adventurous and started trying to get by my gag reflex I had tried this for a while now but had not managed to take the whole thing, I tried three times each time chocking and spiting and then gave up but this had made me desperate for my real treat of the night.

I was now ready for this purple rod fuck my ass, I spun round and presented hole to the tip of the dildo I used my right hand to hold me up and my left to guide the dildo in, once lined up I pushed back and got the tip in but couldn’t get any further it was a bit tight. I stopped and decided to get the lube form cupboard, oh shit its done and the new bottle is in the car. I thought for a second what if someone catches me but I really wanted this dildo to fuck me. “Fuck it’’ I said I went to the window and peek outside there was nobody there and it was dark should be okay I will only be a second, I grabbed my wife’s long coat and put it on for extra cover ten dived out the door and clicked my way to the car as quickly as I could in the heels. Once I had the lube I ran back in the house and locked the door and double checked at the window, all clear I had gotten away with it and in fact it was quite a rush.

I returned back to the bathroom and assumed the position this time having removed the dress, as it was too nice to get covered in cum and lube, I also lubricated up my purple boyfriend. I pushed back on the dildo and this time it easily slipped all the way in, there was a little pain as it went in but this soon disappeared with the feeling of submissive slutiness that took over. I began riding the dildo faster and deeper the longer it was inside me the hornier I got, precum had now started dripping from my little cock even though it was still limp. I could take it no longer and grabbed my little penis and stated to stroke it while at the same time trusting back and forward taking it fully inside me. Just as I started to include my penis in the fun I heard my phone ringing from the bedroom but there was no way I was stopping now. I carried on wanking until my cock got hard then two strokes after getting hard I shot spunk all over the bathroom floor, still with the dildo inserted in my ass right to the base.

As soon as the cum exited me I got the familiar feeling of guilt that came over me and couldn’t get my female clothes off quick enough, I jumped in the shower to get the makeup off, taking the dildo with me clean it before my wife came back. A soon as I got out the shower, I dried the dildo and put it back in my wife’s drawer then my phone rang. I walked over to check, and it was my wife phoning not unusual but what got my attention was 8 messages the fear froze me to the spot.

“SHIT!!!’’ I shouted. In the heat of sissieness I had forgotten about the doorbell camera it must have activated when I went outside. My wife’s messages read:

Are going out.

Whos that leaving our house.

Why are is there a woman coming in and out of house.

Answer your phone.

What is going on you didn’t tell me you were having anyone round, who is it?

What is going on?

I am on my way back.

Answer the phone.

FUCK WHAT AM I GOING TO DO, I quickly grabbed all my girly things and quickly stuffed them in the suitcase I had been using to store them. I zipped and locked it and fired it away in the storage cupboard. Next, I ran over to the dressing table a cleaned up all the make up making sure to put back all the stuff where I thought it belonged. I was franticly running about and not really thinking straight, I was trying to make sure everything was hidden but also thinking of what excuse I could give my wife this meant I wasn’t thinking straight and sure I would miss something.

Once I was done tidying I checked the last text Francis had sent and it was 22.00 it was now 22.30 so I knew only had another 5 ten minutes, I decided to tell Francis that it was a random women that had come to the door but wasn’t sure if I would be able to make her believe me as I was still physically shaking. I made sure I cleaned up any evidence on my phone and hid it upstairs then decided to pour a glass of wine and sit in living room as if I had been watching a movie. As soon as I settled down in front of the television the lights from her car light up the driveway, my heart started pound in my chest.

Francis burst through the door. “Arnie! Where are you?”

“Hello?” I tried to act surprised.

“What the fuck is going on? I Seen a woman coming in the house, who was it?” Francis said.

“Oh yeah that was a woman looking for directions, but she also needed the toilet that’s why she came in.” I said trying to convince her.

“Oh really” she said then started laughing. “I thought you were cheating on me I am sorry” she looked relieved.

Relieved was an understatement to how I felt but I was also a little shocked that she had believed me so easily. We sat and chatted for a while about her parent’s current escapades, her parents were very old school and right into their religious beliefs, this had rubbed off on Francis, the old school morals anyway not the religion. Francis had always been a great wife but not very adventurous especially in bedroom and that coupled with my sissy secret had made sex a little hit or miss.

“I am going to get ready for bed.” Francis said.

“Okay babe, I will be up in a second.” I said trying to act normal but I was still pretty nervous about how well I had cleared up, had I left anything out? Would she notice anything different? Would I be able to make up an excuse? 

After she went upstairs, I was franticly pacing up and down the kitchen waiting on the dreaded shout down to explain some one of her things being out of place or makeup that had been used but after a couple of minutes it never came, maybe I had gotten away with it again. It was at this point I realised how much I had been getting away this recently, what had started as a mild interest and a few internet searches about crossdressing had descended into a full-blown sissy obsession. I spent hours each day looking a sissy hypno, fantasied about becoming a full blown submissive sissy and looking for things to buy to turn me into a complete a sissy slut. 

As soon as I was feeling ready, I sheepishly creeped upstairs to see what Francis was doing. I could see her sitting at her dressing table tying up her hair she looked calm and normal. I was a bit relieved but still felt uneasy something wasn’t right but couldn’t put my finger on it. I walked into the room and lay on the bed. I casually looked about the room searching for anything I had left out of place, but everything seemed where it should be. I looked over to my closet and the door was shut all my sissy stuff safely stored inside. 

Francis jumped up “ I am going to brush my teeth” as she strode past in her fluffy fleeced slippers I noticed how sexy she looked. She had changed into a short black satin night dress that hugged her slim figure, as she walked, I could really see he peachy bum moving I knew she would be wearing her panties of choice a black lace thong underneath. As she shut the bathroom door behind her sudden fear shot through my whole body and I knew I was caught. 

I had left the wig hanging on the towel holder in the bathroom, there was some things I would be able to explain away but a wig was not one of them. Especially a wig that was exactly the same as the “woman” that had come for directions. I struggled to even say a word as Francis stood  in the bathroom door way, legs crossed and holding the wig up in the air with right index finger.

The longest time past I just sat there staring at her, she eventually said “ do you want to explain this”. At that moment I wanted to tell her everything on the slim hope that she would be able to accept this part of me but the fear held me back and I went into denial mode again. “It’s not mine” I said accusingly trying in vain to go on the defensive but I already knew the game was up. 

“What do u mean it’s not yours” she said with a smile. 

“I just looked back over the door camera footage, and I don’t know how I didn’t see it before” 

My heart was now racing 

“It’s you in the video, isn’t it?” 

I squirmed “eh”

“Just be honest with me. I just want to know the truth.” She sounds so reasonable there was no point denying it any longer, I had been wanting to tell her and now was my chance. 

“Yes, it’s me in the video, I am a crossdresser” as soon as the words left my mouth I did feel a large sense of relief but also fear I felt exposed what was Francis going to do with this information. 

“How long have u been doing this?” she said as she threw the wig onto our king size four poster bed. 

“A while.”

“You fucking little sissy bitch, you mean to tell me every time I go away you are dressing up as a fucking woman. Have u been wearing my clothes?”  She screamed. 

Fuck now she was mad, I tried to compose my self but was now getting emotional myself. Was this the end of our relationship. I hoped not I really loved her and didn’t want to lose her.

“I am sorry. I should have told you sooner. I have been doing it for a couple of years now, and no I don’t wear your stuff, I have bought my own.”

“What the fuck Arnie, are kidding me. I knew something was off our sex life has been shit the last few years, but I didn’t expect this.”

“I know I wanted to tell you but didn’t know how.” I said.

“Okay then where is all the stuff.” She said looking surprising interested.

“It’s in the cupboard, I have a suitcase at the back” I said.

“Okay get it out I want to see it.” She demanded.

So I headed straight to the cupboard to get it out, she actually seemed interested and had calmed down from the initial outburst which I put down shock, which was understandable. I dragged out my secret suitcase and laid on the floor next to the bed and opened it. Francis didn’t hang about and was straight into it, lifting out all my female clothes and accessories onto the bed. She was smiling and when lifted out the French maid outfit she looked over at me and laughed.

“Really” she said, I went red and shrugged my shoulders what else could I say.

Once everything was laid out I could really see how much my obsession had taken hold, there were lots of outfits and so much accessories but Francis didn’t seen bothered in fact she seemed to be intrigued.

“What is it you do when you are all dressed up” she enquired?

“I just like to see myself dressed up; I love to feel feminine” I said feeling a little more confident.

“On you go then.” She said pointing to all the clothes on the bed.

“What you want me to dress up now?” I said now panicking a little.

“Yes on you go, I am going down stairs to have a glass of wine shout me up when you are ready.” She said as she strolled out the bedroom.

Shit! This was exactly what I had hoped for but now it was here I was fearful, Francis hadn’t said she was okay about it or why she really wanted me to cross-dress but this was my opportunity to do it with her so I wasn’t going to let it pass me by.

I looked through all my stuff and new instantly what to wear, I wanted to look passable and not to slutty as it was the first time she would see me like this but also wanted her to be impressed.  I picked out my pink boucle suit that had a front crop jacket with gold buttons and a matching mini skirt and laid them to the side. I packed all the other clothes away. I repainted my nails white this time and put on my tan stockings with pink lingerie set with matching garter and attached the stockings.  Next, I put on my makeup following the same routine I always did. I put on the suit and my wig from earlier and checked myself in the mirror, I looked hot. I tried a couple of poses in the mirror and then picked out a pair of pink platfrom stiletto heels and practiced walking a bit. Finally I choose pearl necklace chocker and some rings to finish off the look. When I looked at myself in mirror I felt I looked good but I had wave of fear rush over me, what was Francis motives, was she going to be ready to take pictures and expose me to everyone? was she going to throw me out the house dressed like this? I pushed away the thoughts and just went for it. I sat legs crossed on the chair in the corner of our bedroom and her a text. “I am ready.”

“Wow” Francis said, she looked impressed. She went over and sat on the bed not taking her eyes off me as she walked. She sat on the bed and summoned me over with her finger, I dutifully done as requested, walked over and sat next to her on the bed. I could feel the sexual tension and Francis was looking at me like she had not done in a long time. She look my hand in hers and  I leant for the a kiss, it was erotic and intense and soon our hands were traveling all over one another.

I quickly moved my left hand down stair and could feel how wet she was through her pants I rubbed her through her pants and brought my right hand up to the back of her neck holding her head as we kissed. “Ohh Yeah” she whimpered as she snuck her hand up my blazer into the pink bra and started to caress my nipple then stated to pinch and rub it, it was not something she had done before but I was loving it and really turned on.

Although I knew I was turned on I wasn’t sure if I was hard yet as it didn’t feel like I have a full erection but I knew how turned on I was so was sure I would be hard soon. I then flipped Francis pants to the side and started to rub her up and down soon slipping one finger then another she was getting turned on I could see it in her eyes so I carried on for serval minutes really playing with her, then she turned my head and whispered “that’s it Anabelle.” I was shocked but also loved it. “is that what you want to call me?” I asked. “you want to dress like a girl, then you need a girl name.” she said while panting and pushing my head down until in between her legs.

I knew my task now and got right to it, I slipped her pants off and started to lick and flick until I got into a rhythm that was getting a good response from her, then I  slipped two fingers inside her and got them going in rhythm with my tongue licking her clit stopping every few minutes to kiss the inside of her leg or butt.  I moved my tongue lower and started to her lick butt hole then when wet enough slipped a third finger in anal passage, she loved it and started thrusting more. After a few minutes she suddenly stopped grabbed my head and pulled me up towards her.

As we lay side by side on the bed she lifted up my skirt and pulled my panties a side and started to rub my cock it was semi hard an could feel it getting harder she then got on top of my face so we were in a 69 position with her on top I began to lick and play with her as she took my cock in her mouth this didn’t last long before she stopped, I tried to move my head to see why she stopped but Francis said “don’t stop Anabelle” so I didn’t I got straight back to pleasuring her with my tongue while grabbing her wonderful ass cheeks.

After a couple minutes I felt her hands return to my cock but only giving me a couple strokes before I felt her hand cup my balls then creep lower to my butt hole, she started rubbing my hole and prodding the entrance. This was getting me really turned on, I could feeling my hips thrusting on the fingers and started to moan femininely, “mmm”.

“Oh you like that Anabelle” Francis said.

“EH Hm” I tried to respond but with her mounted on my face it was a struggle.

Francis then slipped one finger in and started to play with my anus, she was working her finger in and out and side to side, opening me up. Next she slipped in a second finger in repeated, every few minutes she would give my cock a few strokes which would just add to my ecstasy I was feeling so feminine.  As she was working on my back passage, she was also spreading legs to make sure she could deeper I felt so submissive lying on my back with my legs spread and my wife finger my ass.

As my moans were getting loader and deeper I could no longer concentrate on licking Francis I just kept both my hands on her bum cheeks and licked the best I could and hoped she would never stop working my anal pleasure points.  I could feel my self-getting closer to climax and then it would subside it was the most intense pleasure and frustration at the same time. I could feel her spare hand which had been resting on inside of my thigh move off and feel around for something, then she took the two pleasure fingers out my hole, I felt empty and didn’t want her to stop. “Please don’t stop” I begged.

“Don’t worry you little slut, I am not stopping now” she said with a smile as she picked up the purple dildo and lubed it up with her mouth, she brought It down to my hole and I felt cold familiar feeling as It contacted my entrance. I had a fleeting thought, I hope it doesn’t go in to easy she will know I have done this before, but there was no going stopping now. I was in complete submission to my wife desperate to be fucked with her dildo while she trapped my face between her legs.

She pushed the dildo in and it slipped in easy, one inch, then two and all the way to the base, far to easy for me to be a anal virgin. I could hear the surprise in Francis voice when she said “that went in easy”. But I could only moan in response I was in heaven and Francis knew it. She then began working the dildo in and out then getting faster and harder, I was loving every second and completely lost all control of myself, I completely gave up my duties of pleasuring Francis and was completely over taken by the lust of wanting to be fucked in the ass.

“Oh yeah fuck me Francis” I moaned. “Harder baby please” I Begged. She was now pumping the dildo in and out forcibly and it was hurting a little but the pleasure was overcoming the pain. I could feel my self about to climax and couldn’t hold any longer, I brought my hand down as I was going to give my cock a few stokes to finally come and give myself the relief but it was too late. I came all over Francis and myself without even touching my cock. I was done.

“Stop, stop” I pleaded with Francis to stop fucking me with dildo as it was hurting now I had climaxed. She slowed down then stopped. Then pulled it out. I felt empty and a bit ashamed.

“Well at least I know now” Francis said leaving the bed.

“What do mean” I said

“Now I know how much of a sissy you are, you dressed up like a slut, let me fuck you in the ass with my dildo, then even came without your cock being touched” Francis said it such venom I knew my marriage and life was never going to be same again.

THE END OF PART 1
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