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Chapter One

John

I hated Samantha’s business trips but also enjoyed them because her absences allowed me to explore and indulge my secret, taboo fetish. An obsession I swore I’d give up when I married Sam, but the pull, the siren call of silky, feminine attire, was too much.

On this trip, because of my work schedule as a trauma nurse, I had only one day to pamper my feminine side, so when I got up, I showered, letting the steaming water wash away the stress of my long work days. I shaved, ensuring my skin was as smooth as a baby’s bottom. Eager to get started, I dashed downstairs to the garage, popped the trunk of my car, removed the spare tire, setting it off to the side. My cock was already erect as I opened the hidden compartment I built to hide my girly gear. With reverence, I removed the newest addition to my collection, a sissy maid uniform. I got out my sissy go bag, which contained my makeup case, wig, underwear, fake breasts, and all the other necessary items for a crossdresser.

After laying everything out on our bed, I felt guilt overwhelm me. This was our bed, which we didn’t use for anything but sleeping. Our sex life was devasted because of my growing desire to be submissive. I considered purging my ‘gurly’ stuff, as I had done two or three times during our marriage…

Just this last time, and then things are going to change, and I’ll be a man and fuck my wife three ways to Sunday.

I tucked to maintain my desired smooth silhouette, even though I wasn’t planning on leaving the house. I slipped into the panties, bra, and thigh highs, and then the cherry on top was the sexy sissy maid uniform. I’d gotten good at makeup, so with steady hands and precise movements an hour and a half later, I gazed into the mirror, examining how good it felt to be sexy and pretty. I turned side to side, admiring how the dress hugged my figure, my heart racing with anticipation. As my gaze lingered on my reflection, I felt a familiar stir below, but the tight tucking job would not allow an erection, and that aroused me even more.

Looking like what I thought was the sexiest and prettiest maid on the face of the earth, I started in the living room, grabbed my feather duster, and bent over, feeling naughty with my ass exposed. The satisfaction of cleaning and the erotic feeling of being in feminine attire created a hum of satisfaction and arousal. As the morning wore on, I went from table to sofa, from pillow to curtain, every action deliberate and precise, satiating myself in the routine and the sexuality of doing my tasks in such a revealing outfit. Every click of the stiletto heels against the polished floor was a testament to my desire to be feminine. I dusted and polished, dreaming of being my wife’s sissy, letting her cuckold me, pimp me out, but how does one approach one’s better half with something like that? Sam was a traditional gal, and she’d never go for it. Not in a million years; she just might leave me if she found out what I was doing when she was gone.

This is it, the last time I told myself.

Torn between clashing realities, living a double life, my cock strained uncomfortably against the tuck, and the thought of Samantha discovering my secret gnawed at me. I wondered if I should just tell her. But I loved her to no end and couldn’t lose her. And yet, I hated lying, hiding things from her. In everything else between us, there were no secrets. I lost myself in the wash to repress the fear of losing her, battling my desire for honesty.

I returned upstairs once Samantha’s clothes were fresh from the wash and neatly dried, and the house sparkled with cleanliness. The soft scent of fabric softener lingered in the air as I folded and ironed her clothes, transforming the warm pile of laundry into neatly arranged stacks ready for her to wear.

With every fiber of my being, I hungered to serve Samantha, my wife. I remember the first time I realized it. I recall watching her commanding presence fill the room at her firm’s party. How she dominated the men in her mostly male profession and felt jealous, wondering, wishing, hoping one day she’d take charge like that at home. I craved her dominance outside the bedroom but within it as well. I wanted her to snap her fingers and demand my obedience in performing domestic chores but to please her sexually. No, more than that, I wanted her to turn me into her sissy, demanding obedience from sunup to sundown. But how could I broach such taboo acts to the woman I loved?

I picked up a pair of her silky panties, put it to my nose, and inhaled as I fantasized about being her submissive partner, kneeling at her feet, letting her tie me up, and forcing me to do humiliating and emasculating acts to prove my devotion to her. I got lost in those panties with the need growing to let my feminine side free forever without knowing the calm of being dressed in my sissy maid uniform, and the almost hypnotic task of servitude was about to be shattered.


Chapter Two




Samantha

Desperate to know what was going on with my husband, the man I loved more than anything in this world, I deceived him, telling him I was going away on business, which wasn’t unusual. But I’d remain in town this time and do some detective work. I watched John go to work, come home, and go back to work, drowning in guilt as the weight of my lie pressed upon me. What was I doing? Had I lost it? John would never cheat on me. He wouldn’t, would he? What other explanation was there for the women’s panties I found in the glove box of his car? Or the tube of bright red lipstick I discovered in the trunk of his car? There wasn’t one. John was cheating.

A surge of apprehension coursed through me as I watched him go about his life, even sleeping in my car outside the house, waiting for him to leave to meet the cheap whore who he banged while leaving me starving for sex. However, as the days dragged on, John did nothing suspicious.

A wave of unease washed over me as I monitored our home, curled up outside in a rental car to not draw interest from one of our neighbors, waiting for the moment he would leave, or the floozy arrived to rendezvous with my husband. The sun rose, and the hours of his day off stretched painfully, yet John never stirred from the house. Our house remained cloaked in an oppressive silence, shuttered and dark, with curtains tightly drawn. Outside, the distant sounds of life only broke the stillness, but no one approached our driveway, leaving me trapped in a web of strain and anticipation.

If he wasn’t cheating, what explained the damning items I discovered? I couldn’t think of one. I had been wrong, or John hadn’t met his girlfriend this time. I turned the ignition, feeling the engine send vibrations through the seat and into my core, a core that had received no sexual release for how long? Resting my foot on the brake, ready to admit I was wrong about John cheating. I looked again into our bedroom, which we rarely used for anything but sleep anymore.

Where had we gone wrong? Had I done something? Was I too aggressive? Sometimes, it’s hard to turn off. I have to be assertive at work; my job requires it. But as I thought about it, I did everything right. When I got home and walked through the front door, I slid into my role as the doting, submissive wife. I relentlessly worked on my figure, staying fit and trim, but he seemed bored and uninterested. What had happened to our relationship? I threw myself at John’s feet, offering my body to him, but he seemed uninterested in me. A fury overwhelmed me like I’d never felt before. In the window was a woman—in my house, my bedroom.

I raced toward the house, forgetting to turn the car off. Quickly I returned to the car, turned it off, and ran toward the front door, determined to toss the slut out of my house. I wasn’t sure what I’d do to John, but listen. I wanted to know what I’d done wrong. I rehearsed my speech. “What else could I have done, John? I’d have done anything to please you. What? Why?”

I barged into my home, feeling like a thief in the night, took the stairs two steps at a time and charged down the hall, intent on catching the two together. I opened the bedroom door and saw only one figure, a woman in the skimpiest maid outfit, her face buried in a pair of my panties. The maid turned toward me and said, “Sam… Uh… You’re not supposed to be home till tomorrow.”

I didn’t know it at the time, but from now on, John and I would completely upend our roles and established expectations—he, the traditional man, and I, the typical woman. From now on, nothing would be the same.


Chapter Three




John

I tensed for a moment as I inhaled the scent of Samantha’s panties. Was that the door opening? No, it couldn’t be. Sam wasn’t due till late tomorrow, and I was to pick her up at the airport; her car was still in the driveway. I returned to my aromatherapy, feeling the soft caress of the panties on my cheeks; when the bedroom door flew open, I turned to see Sam standing, her face red with anger, staring at me, my face buried in her panties.

“Sam… Uh, you’re not supposed to be home till tomorrow.”

“John?”

I stood there, caught in the collision of my two worlds: my secret life as a sissy maid, my true nature wrapped in makeup, lace, and silk. My face flushed, and shame filled me as I tried to come up with an explanation other than the cold hard truth: your husband’s a sissy. Sam’s gaze bored into me, a mixture of surprise, anger, and revulsion as she realized her husband was dressing in women’s clothes while she was away on business… There was something else there, but I couldn’t, but I couldn’t put my finger on it. Later, I would know it to be arousal.

I searched for the right words, feeling like they were slipping through my fingers like sand. Meanwhile, Sam’s expression mirrored my struggle; her brow furrowed, and her lips pressed together tightly, revealing her uncertainty as she fought to find something meaningful to say.

Finally, I said, “It’s not….” Is that not what it looks like? It is. I had pictured this moment hundreds, maybe thousands of times, even wanting it to happen. To reveal my secret, the burden on my shoulder. “You’re not supposed to see me like this. I never…. I can’t help myself.”

Sam dropped onto the bed and looked at me, “I thought you were cheating on me.”

I sat beside her and wrapped my arm around her, “I love you, Sam. But…. I don’t know what’s wrong with me.” Then I confessed all.

An hour later, Sam’s reaction was unexpectedly gentle and understanding. “John, you don’t have to hide this anymore.”

I wavered between relief and fear of what her acceptance might mean. I’ve watched thousands of hours of Femdom and cuckolding videos, wondering if I could take this that far? Would Sam take it that far, or would she be content with letting me just dress up and clean the house? “I thought you’d be angry or disgusted?”

I watched her face for reaction—fear, disgust, pity, disinterest, but saw what I would never have believed a hint of arousal. Not much, but it was there.

She said, “I have to tell you I’m shocked and sort of glad you weren’t cheating on me, but this… It might take some getting used to. I just want to understand.”

“I didn’t want to hide. I just… thought you wouldn’t want to know this part of me. I thought when we married, I could control the submissive, feminine side of me, but I couldn’t. I thought if I just did it while you were away—”

Sam interrupted with a sharp edge in her voice. Typically, she plays the role of the submissive partner at home, but now, she oozes confidence and the power of a fierce businesswoman. Her piercing gaze met mine as she leaned slightly forward, emphasizing her point.

“Didn’t you think to ask?” She challenged, her tone laced with frustration and authority. It was a stark contrast to the gentle demeanor I was used to, and it caught me off guard, and my cock sure enough twitched. All I wanted was for her to push me back on the bed and make me her bitch. Make me hers. Take control and do whatever she desires.

I was weary, sick, and exhausted from having to be the man, the alpha, and make the moves. “I was scared. Scared I’d lose you and didn’t want to hear the answer.”


Chapter Four




Samantha




We didn’t talk for a week after the incident. John’s black and white ensemble remained folded over the chase lounge in our bedroom as I tried to wrap my head around all this. I researched men who liked to crossdress, but that left me wondering if John just wanted to parade around the house dressed like a maid, cleaning, and that was it, or if there was more inside trying to get out. My research uncovered a wealth of information, and I concluded that there were lots of men that wanted to be a sissy maid. It was a popular fetish, but hand-in-hand with being a sissy maid came with other even more taboo fetishes that involved BDSM.

After a week, during a silent dinner, I broached the subject: “So you want me to sit around and just watch you pretend to be some sort of maid, and you expect me to what? Watch? What do I get out of it?”

John dropped his fork, chewed his meal, and swallowed before speaking. “I’ll do all the housework, everything you don’t have time for. I just want to wear female clothes… my maid’s uniform.”

“Fuck! John, I don’t wasn’t a maid. I want…” What did I want? I wanted John, that’s for sure, but I wondered if I could do this. Could I let him clean for me and dress like a woman, though he looked pretty all dressed up? Hell, if I… A bold, electrifying idea suddenly surged through my mind, so radical and outrageous that I could hardly believe it originated from my imagination. But what if this was just a phase John was going through?

“What? Sam, please tell me what you want. I’d do anything for you. Anything.”

As the words hung in the air, I wrestled with uncertainty about how far I wanted to take this. I’d researched all the possibilities, reading hours upon hours of eBooks and articles. I even had a few conversations with a lifestyle blogger who lived in town, exploring all the options a female-led relationship offered. God, some of the stuff sissy men, submissive men, which I suspected John fell into the category of was, well, were out there.

As I gazed at John, I wondered if embracing the role of a dominant woman at work and home would lead to growth and fulfillment for both of us. Or was I jumping into the abyss?

Three days ago, I’d asked Charlie, the lifestyle blogger, about sissy maids. “Some men just want to crossdress and express themselves in female clothes. It can be a great stress reliever, and since your husband works in a high-stress job, it might be a way to relieve that stress, and that’s all he wants. But some men…. They want more. You said your sex life has been sucked down the toilet.”

“Yes. It’s the more I want to please him, the more submissive I become….” I stopped mid-word. Was my submissiveness turning John off?

“I think you have come to the same conclusion I have. John is a beta male, submissive, and I suspect that if you were more assertive in the bedroom way more assertive, your sex life would thrive.”

“Charles… I don’t know the first thing about being dominant in the bedroom and, to be honest, having a sissy cuckold husband well….”

“I can tell by the tone of your voice you find it arousing.”

I couldn’t lie about that, and I’m intrigued by this deeply taboo fetish, one that stirred a potent mix of excitement and curiosity. Taking on a dominant role in our marriage stirred something primal, maybe even natural, inside me. Had I always been like this?

As Charles talked about all the benefits of being a dominant partner in a Dominant-submissive relationship, I pictured myself taking the reins of our marriage and exploring. I pictured John trained…. Trained? Could I do it? Did John want me to take things that far? But I couldn’t shake the fantasy that had taken hold as the forbidden taboo acts danced provocatively in my mind, playing out kinky acts as shame and desire mingled hot in my throat.

After our last conversation, Charlie’s offer hung in the air, “How about this: you have him clean my home, let him get dressed up and clean it spotlessly, and we can go out for a few drinks. I’d love to fill you in on the finer points and all the possibilities of being dominant, and this will be a good opportunity to test the waters and see how far John wants to take this.”

“Okay, I have an idea,” I said to John.

“Anything.”

“I met this guy, Charles. He has a plan for us to test the waters of this relationship. We meet him tomorrow night.”


Chapter Five




Samantha




Charlie waved at us from a cozy corner table in the back of the bustling Gilded Lily, a popular venue known for its dim lighting and vibrant atmosphere. The sound of laughter and clinking glasses filled the air, creating an inviting ambiance as we made our way through the crowd toward him. At the table, Charlie nodded toward me.

Charlie ordered a round of drinks for us and wasted no time. “I assume your wife has filed you in on a few points, leaving the details to me.”

John shifted nervously, eyes darting around the room before settling on Charlie, a middle-aged man with grey hair and a muscular frame. “Yes. I’m a little embarrassed.”

“You should be,” Charlie said, a matter of fact. “You have a gorgeous wife.” Charlie put his hand on my knee, rubbing it sensually.

John’s eyes popped open.

“If she got down on her knees and offered her body to me, I’d be as hard as a rock in no time. No matter.” Charlie’s hand remained on my knee, even inching further up my inner thigh.

“I believe we have an opportunity here for all of us to get what we want. The arrangement is straightforward. John here will clean my home and any other friend I choose where he can engage in his fantasy. Meanwhile, Sam, you join me for social outings….”

Charlie’s hand slipped further up my thigh, and John’s eyes widened with what should have been anger, or like a man, he should be on his feet demanding the stranger remove his hand from his wife’s leg. But he didn’t, and it struck me that I wasn’t protesting; I was enjoying the game. “It’s a balancing of needs, so to speak. And, of course, Sam, you get paid for your husband’s services.”

Silence.

John answered first, “I think I’d like that. I mean, just cleaning, right?”

Deeply familiar with my husband, I could tell the subtle shift in tone, hinting at unexpressed desires I still hadn’t fully wrapped my mind around. But this wasn’t just about cleaning for John; as Charlie hinted in our previous conversations, there was more beneath the words, perhaps a desire to submit to more than cleaning. Maybe Charlie understood my husband better than I did.

I held Charlie’s gaze as his hand massaged my inner thigh, so close to my throbbing pussy I suspected he might feel the heat and need searing inside me. I slid down in my chair, but Charlie teased his hand away. A smile tugged at my lips. I wanted this. I wanted to… To what? Be in charge? I considered all that the lifestyle came and said, “I suppose it’s worth a try.”

Charlie raised his glass and said, “To exploration then.” We clinked glasses and sipped our wine, and Charlie added another tidbit of information. “You will refer to Sam as Mistress from his point on, and you will obey her every command.”

John looked at Charlie and then at me. John nodded and said, “Yes, Mistress.”


Chapter Six

John




Sam and I talked a little throughout the week. All I could think about was that our relationship had improved for me, but was Sam feeling the same way?

When the day came, I stared at the neatly arranged uniform Charlie and Sam had selected for me. My hand ran over the silky hem.

“Put the stuff in the car. You’ll dress at Charlie’s.”

Charlie’s home was sophisticated. The moment Sam and I entered, my maid uniform hung over my shoulder, and the bag hanging in my other hand contained the unmentionables that would tease my flesh with arousal. The gleam of polished hardwood floors reflected the soft, romantic light. Sexually explicit artwork vividly depicted a variety of BDSM scenes adorned the walls, each piece capturing the intricate dynamics of desire, power, and intimacy. As I soaked in the surroundings portraying dominance and submission, I gulped, nervous and excited, wondering how far Sam would take this.

Charlie wasted no time, “Shall we get started? John…. John, that’s no name for a sissy maid. What shall we call you? Any ideas, Sam?”

“Jenna is what I’d come up with.”

“Good for now; maybe try for something a little sluttier for our other plans.”

I realized they’d left me out of the decision-making process but didn’t protest.

Charlie pointed to a plush maroon sofa. “Sam, let’s make ourselves comfortable on the sofa over there; Jenna, stand before Sam.”

Sam and Charlie flopped onto the sofa as I fidgeted in the middle of the room. I dumped my stuff on the coffee table next to some things that made me reconsider briefly the fork in the road standing before me. Go left, down the road to submission, and there’s no coming back. Turn right and go back to what? Sneaking around? Hiding from my true nature? Pretending?

Turning left meant wearing the pink chastity cage and a butt plug. I stared at the items, torn between curiosity, arousal, and a desire to flee, to swear to Sam I’d never crossdress again, but I wanted this, to explore, to let go. My eyes roamed the room, landing on a painting of a sissy maid adorned in pink on her knees, worshiping a gigantic cock that was almost as big as her.

“One of my favorite pieces. Does it arouse you, sissy?”

“Uh…. Uh…. I’m not sure.”

Charles turned to Sam, “I’m sure it does. Don’t worry, though.”

Sam said, “Now what? Are we really going to lock his cock up?”

“We? No. You. Oh yes, you’ll have the key to decide when he should… Use it. Use it as if it was yours. Or, don’t use it. Find another man, a man that will please you.”

“Cheating? Breaking my wedding vows?”

“Oh, no! It’s not cheating. Trust me, this little sissy wants you to fuck other men. Look!”

Charlie pointed to the tent pole in my pants. “He’s hard just thinking about it. You can choose to let him out when you wish to… well… you know, or you can choose to have him remain in chastity and find other means to please yourself. It will be your decision. You will find, though, that he will become putty in your hands and wants nothing more than to please you sexually and domestically. Jenna wants to be your slave and wants your complete dominance. So, we are at a fork in the road for both of you. Make a choice, and if you do, be stern and let the dominant woman you are at work shine.”

Sam looked at me, determination in her eyes, “Strip.”

“Here? In front of him? Maybe I go to another room and come back.” Though I argued the point, my cock twitched with arousal.

“Seems Jenna here can add exhibitionist to her long list of kinks. Be uncompromising; from now on, you must have him refer to you as Mistress.”

Sam sucked in a breath, “Strip! Now!”

“Yes, Mistress.” I unbuttoned my shirt, wondering how far this day would go. Was I truly going to surrender my control? I glanced at Sam and let the fabric fall from my shoulders. I kicked off my shoes and socks, then slowly unbuckled my pants; in one fluid, quick motion, I was naked, standing with my arousal at this humiliating act painfully obvious.

Charlie said, “Now it is essential to maintain control of his orgasms, throw honor out the door because you can’t have your sissy masturbating until you want him to if you want him to. So, chastity is key. Give him the command.”

Sam cocked her head, “Do it.”

Charlie guided me, using what he called the stocking method, and with lots of lube and finagling, I had my cock nice and secure and a lock on it. I bounced on my feet, feeling… well, submissive.

Charlie leaned forward and wrapped his hand around the base of my cock, “This is the first step to creating a submissive and feminine sissy. Feel it. He’s aroused.”

Charlie removed his hand, and Sam wrapped her hand around the base of my groin, straining to send arousal into my locked flesh. Sam said, tension in her tone, “Damn. This is fucked. When I got down on my knees, submissive and offering him anything, he wasn’t this aroused.”

“He’s a sissy.”

The next hour was a blur of exhilarating sensations. As I dressed in my maid uniform and slipped the tiny butt plug into my ass—trying to maintain its position as it occasionally popped out—I knew that there would be no turning back from this newfound world of pleasure, humiliation, and ecstasy.

Once dressed, Charlie and Sam slid into the backseat of Charlie’s vintage Cadillac with me behind the wheel. As I drove to an unknown destination, Charlie and Sam whispered and laughed, sitting comfortably close. The butt plug pressed against my prostrate, and the chastity cage crushed the arousal I shouldn’t be having watching Charlie make the moves on my wife. As I meandered through the city, I wondered what they’d be doing while I was cleaning. Were they going back to Charlie’s house? Would Charlie fuck my wife? The more I thought about it, the more arousal I felt, the more arousal I felt the more my cock tried to muscle its way out of the confines of its plastic prison.

Charlie caught me stealing a glance in the rearview mirror at the stoplight. With a playful grin that hinted at mischief, he leaned in, gently cupping Sam’s chin in his hand, and kissed her softly. The kiss was tender, but an underlying passion seemed like a sign of things to come.

We drove up to a sprawling mansion, its towering façade glistening under the sunlight, surrounded by meticulously manicured gardens stretching endlessly. The lady greeted us, and Sam instructed me to address her as Mistress Ginger. Mistress Ginger exuded an air of elegance and authority. Her eyes, sharp and discerning, assessed me as she handed Sam a crisp hundred-dollar bill for my services. Her smooth yet commanding voice cut through the air as she asked Sam, “Are there any limits I need to be aware of?”

Sam flustered. Charlie grabbed Sam’s arm and answered for Sam. “For now, she’s to be treated as a service slave.”

Sam looked at Charlie, and Charlie nodded, then Sam said in a dominating tone that turned me on to no end, “You’ll be scrubbing Mistress Ginger’s house until it sparkles. You’ll ensure it’s spotless while I hang out with Charlie since you’re no longer up for taking me out on a date.”

Sam paused as if what she had to say next would be out of the norm for her. “If there are any complaints, discipline will follow. Clear?”

I said, arousal rolling like waves through me, “Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Ginger said, “A sissy needs to curtsey, and I want to see you do it today.” She showed me how to curtsey a few times and made sure I practiced until I got it right.

Charlie leaned in and whispered in Mistress Ginger’s ear. Mistress Ginger grinned. It was a sadistic smile. Charlie and Sam left, leaving me alone with Mistress Ginger.

“Well, get busy, sissy. I’m told you know how to clean a house.”

I cleaned every inch of Mistress Ginger’s massive home, and after I completed each task, Mistress Ginger inspected every inch of my sissy duties. She even used a white glove and ran her hand across each surface I’d cleaned. When even a speck of dirt showed on her once pristine white glove, she said, “Tsk, tsk… I’ll have to report this.”

After the first failure on my part, I tried with every ounce of my being to focus on my sissy duties and keep my mind from wandering, but it slipped away, drifting into fantasies about what Sam and Charlie were up to. Charlie seemed interested in more than teaching us about the lifestyle, and to be honest, Sam seemed more interested in Charlie than she did in helping me explore my femininity.

I attacked the marbled entryway, the cool marble hard on my knees, my skimpy skirt barely covering my ass, leaving me feeling vulnerable, exposed, and obedient. I enjoyed the moment, yet my mind kept drifting back to what the fuck Charlie and Sam were doing? Fucking? Was Sam sucking Charlies’s cock?

Thinking about it didn’t make me feel jealous like most guys probably would, or even angry. Instead, it stirred up a sense of arousal in me. Every few minutes, Mistress Ginger would pop in and make comments about my sexy ass. If she noticed my butt plug slipping out, she’d shove the toe of her stiletto heels into my crack. “Keep those cheeks clenched and that butt plug up in there.” When she removed the pressure of her foot, I found myself wishing for its return.

As I checked off task after task, I couldn’t shake the thoughts of what Charlie and Sam were doing. Mistress Ginger helped little, taunting me, easing me. “I wonder what your wife is doing? Charlie, you know, has a big, fucking cock dangling between those legs. From what I hear, it’s legendary, and yours is not so much.”

I quit polishing the kitchen floor, my ass in the air, exposed as Mistress Ginger desired, and said, “I’ll have you know—”

Mistress Ginger buried her toe in my balls, “Get back to work.”

Her toe crushed my tender balls until I returned to my duties, “Yes, Mistress.”

I was done with my duties eight hours later. Sam and Charlie returned from doing whatever they were doing to pick me up. Sam didn’t greet me or say hello. How was your day? Nothing like that, she immediately asked Mistress Ginger as I stood, head down, arms, legs, and back sore from cleaning, cock aching from the denied arousal I’d been experiencing. “How did he do?”

Charlie interrupted, “She. Get used to referring to him as she.”

“Yes. It’s going to take some getting used to. How did she do?”

Mistress Ginger listed my errors, which I informed Sam I corrected. I tried to express how hard I worked but was tutted back to silence. Charlie nodded to Sam. Sam nodded to Mistress Ginger, and Mistress Ginger disappeared.

Sam looked at Charlie; Charlie nodded as if to tell her this would be necessary if she desired to continue down this path.

Sam steadied herself, then, with the authoritative tone that turned me on so much, said, “Remove your panties, place your hands on the table over there, and present your ass.”

I obeyed. As I stood there, my heart racing, I wondered what was coming next. The sharp crack of an implement hitting someone’s palm implied I would learn a lesson today.

Sam said, “You will learn, Jenna, that when I send you out to clean… is that not what you wanted? To clean? To dress as a woman? Do you want to continue?”

I hesitated, but today, despite the humiliation, I wanted more. But I wanted to know what Charlie and Sam were doing more, and I wanted to watch. Should I ask? No, maybe at home later, I’ll ask.

“Yes, Mistress. It might have been the best day of my life.”

“Mistress Ginger told me you were having trouble focusing on your duties.”

“Mistress, I was thinking about you and Charlie, what you were doing.”

I stared at the tabletop, my ass exposed as Charlie showed Sam how to spank my ass. Touching me, teasing my ass which only increased my arousal. “Okay, you want to land most of the blows right here. “

His hand massaged my left cheek, then smacked the fleshy part of my bottom. The smack was more playful, almost erotic, than anything else. I was looking forward to it until he started his speech.

“Sam, a spanking should be a memorable experience. Don’t be concerned about how red his backside becomes. The more color it shows, the more effective your effort is. Ignore his cries, pleas, and promises; he’ll say anything to make you stop. Let him wriggle within reason, but if he becomes too unruly, a couple of swats on the back of his thighs will do the trick. When administered properly, a spanking should leave lasting visible results even a week later.”

I gulped. I turned and said, “Sam?”

Sam looked nervous and concerned. She turned toward Charlie and said, “I don’t know, Charlie. I mean, a spanking?”

Charlie pointed to my ass and said, “If you feel or show even a hint of sympathy for him during this, crush it. A submissive man, a sissy like your husband, craves a woman who is unyielding and commanding, not weak or tolerant. He cleaned a stranger’s home while we went on a date, and how fast did he shed his panties and lock his cock up in the company of strangers?”

Sam nodded, “He got hard when we locked his cock up.”

“Right! And look at him. He’s standing, his ass exposed, draped over a table. Would he have done it if he desired anything less than your unyielding discipline? This isn’t about a child being forcibly held in place—this is about a grown man who yearns for a relentless, punishing spanking. Deliver it with intense determination, ignoring his pleas for mercy. The more intense and prolonged your discipline, the more profound his adoration for you will grow.”

I turned around and shut my eyes, every muscle tense, preparing for that first sharp blow.

Sam said sternly, decisively, which turned me on so much, “We’ll start with twenty-five. Count.”

I watched my knuckles turn white as I gripped the table's edge, waiting for the first blow.

When it struck my ass, “Oh fucking shit! I’m sorry, Sam, I’ll do better! I promise. I was just so—”

Charlie said, “He forgot to call it out. Start from one.”

Two struck home, and it stung more than I imagined. I gritted my teeth. “One, Mistress.”

When the paddle hit home for number three, I yelped and thankfully remembered to fight through burn and said, “Three, Mistress, I’ll do better at cleaning next time. I swear. Please, just stop.”

As we passed the count of five, Sam said, “Did that hurt?”

She hit me again, this time with even more force. “Seven, I swear, Mistress, I will obey you.”

The torrent of punishment drilled into me, each stroke propelling me further into submission and an unquenchable desire to please her, obey her, and despite the pain, I loved this new Sam.

After I called out fifteen, my ass tenderized I thought I’d created a monster. “Please stop, Mistress.” But despite the burn and the throbbing, I could feel my cock pressing against the tightness of my chastity cage.

Another ten reigned down on my ass before it stopped.

“Now stand.”

I turned to face Sam, Mistress Ginger, and Charlie, my heart racing as a wave of humiliation washed over me. The sting of the spanking still lingered, intensified by the knowledge that three pairs of eyes watched the humiliating act of a grown man get spanked, and yet the entire scene seemed to only add to the arousal. I stood, silent, head bowed, branded by her; I let submission’s hold grip me tighter.

Before we left, Mistress Ginger rubbed some aloe on my ass. It helped some, but I still had to shift from cheek to cheek on the drive home, trying to ease the ache.

That night, I tossed and turned all night. The tension of being deprived of a nighttime erection and the burning in my ass was too much to get a good night’s sleep. I committed to not making any more mistakes at my next cleaning appointment.


Chapter Seven




Samantha

As the scent of sizzling bacon filled the air, I thought about the last month, watching John crack three eggs for my breakfast naked except for the sexy, frilly white apron, struggling to keep the thicker and longer plug in his ass.

The domestic part of the dominant-submissive lifestyle I’d settled into pretty effortlessly. I loved having a servant waiting at my beckon and call, and knowing it gave John pleasure to be dressed in such a humiliating way added to my pleasure. But, all the perks of being dominant in a female-led relationship, the sex part I hadn’t cracked.

I continued to do what I’d done over the last year of our sexless marriage and taken care of myself, though I made John watch. Indeed, Charlie, in our weekly dates, berated me constantly, “You’re missing out, Sam; make John take care of that ache between your legs with his tongue.”

In today’s scene, that would all change if I didn’t back out. My heart hammered against my chest, and my pussy fluttered as I watched John cooking my breakfast, thinking of how much the butt plug was stretching him open and the way his calves flexed in the six-inch stiletto heels I kept him locked in while performing his domestic duties.

Duties: when completed, I loved inspecting. Running my white glove over each surface, inspecting, sadistically knowing in just a few moments, I’d get to create a sadistic piece of artwork on his ass with my growing repertoire of spanking implements. All purchased from the money I’d been making from pimping out my sissy maid. Feeling sadistic this morning, John’s moans drowned out the crackling of bacon as I cranked up the speed of the remote-controlled plug, sending his sissy ‘G’ spot into a spasm of ecstasy. His moans only increased the feeling of heaviness I felt.

“You like that, don’t you, you dirty slut?”

John mumbled something as he scrambled my eggs. A river of sweat flowed down his bare back, the stream running between his ass cheeks. I enjoyed edging my husband, teasing him, taunting him, especially today, knowing what I had in store for him.

With tongs, John placed the bacon strips on the plate as I upped the ante on his prostrate. John gripped the edge of the counter. The butt plug popped out and bounced on the sparkling tile floor. John whirled around in a panic, dropped to his knees, picked it up, and looked at me, wondering what discipline would await him for this infraction.

“When you’re finished serving me breakfast, stand in the corner and think about your failure.”

John lubed up the plug and returned it to its mandated place between his two sexy white cheeks and, served me breakfast, then took up a position in the corner. As I chewed on my bacon, done exactly as I liked it, I admired John’s ass, the thought of pegging his ass less repulsive than it had been a month ago.

“Bend over, grab your ankles, slut.”

I hit the button till the anal invader hit full driving force and vibrating intensity. John’s balls retracted into his sack. He was so close to being milked for the first time. I dug my fork into the fluffy scrambled eggs as I soaked in the sight of the pink chastity cage John had worn for over a month now. For me!

“Are you dripping precum?”

“Yes, Mistress, thinking about today’s new… uh twist? May I inquire what you have planned? I can’t wait.”

I lifted the steaming eggs to my mouth and thought, one of us is. I wasn’t sure.

“You may stand but remain in the corner.”

As I finished my breakfast, I considered it might have pained me more to have kept in chastity than it did him because I think he was enjoying the discomfort and humiliation.

After a four-hour drive, we pulled up to Mistress Vanessa’s townhouse—most spent in sharp-tongued banter with Charlie that left my cheeks sore from smiling. I exited Charlie’s car, followed by Jenna. I stepped back and inspected my sissy, up and down, admiring how sexy she looked in her white stockings, adding a hint of naughtiness. She’d be naughty today, and so would I. I adjusted Jenna’s collar one final time, centering the words inscribed in white rhinestone above the layers of ruffled lace of her skimpy maid dress.

“We are taking things to a new level today. Are you excited?”

Jenna nodded without lifting her gaze. I knocked on the door, and in seconds, Mistress Vanessa opened the front door, nodding at me. Then she grabbed the leash and pulled my sissy. I followed, leaving Charlie waiting. Mistress Vanessa wore nothing more than black silk robes parted loosely at her chest. Her short-cropped hair looked sculpted rather than styled, her sharp eyeliner cut across pale cheekbones.

Vanessa’s eyes roamed over Jenna without comment until they stopped on me. “She’ll do,” she said. No hello. No pleasantries.

“She already knows the basic protocol,” I said while pulling out my phone to show her photos from last week—one featuring Jenna kneeling, scrubbing baseboards, her sexy ass on full display.

“Today’s twist has all been set up,” Vanessa said before slipping folded cash into my waiting palm without counting it. “And she doesn’t know what it is?”

“No, she wants to be surprised by it,” I said truthfully while watching Jenna flinch.

Vanessa smiled wickedly, “You may show yourself out.”

Back in the car, “Ready?” Charlie asked as he brushed his thumb along my bare thigh.

“For dinner?” I asked with half a laugh as I reapplied lip gloss.

“For what comes after,” he clarified while putting his hand back on the wheel.

I nodded. “I am.”


Chapter Eight




Jenna




I cleaned Mistress Vanessa’s house as I had the other homes I had over the last few weeks, paying attention to every detail or trying to. This time, things were different, as Mistress had said there’d be a surprise waiting for me afterward. As I scrubbed, polished, and wiped, I couldn’t help but wonder what the twist would be. The only clue she gave me was that my limits would be tested.

As I moved from room to room, scrubbing the floors over the watchful eye of Mistress Vanessa, my imagination ran wild. I’d been begging Sam to peg me, to find a bull and let me watch, but Sam, being the traditional girl she was, wasn’t ready. I didn’t complain because I could dress in my skimpy outfits and clean; something about the monotony of cleaning and being dressed naughtily erased the stress and anxiety of my stress-filled career. I told Sam how good it would be if I could be her full-time maid, cleaning and serving her instead of how we were doing things now, having to work around our work schedules.

Sam only said, “I’ll think about it.”

I scrubbed, scoured, and washed for four hours in silence, only interrupted by the doorbell ringing. Mistress Vanessa said, “Your treat is here. Go on, answer the door.”

I opened the door, wondering what my goody would be. I turned the doorknob, my heart racing, my sissy clitty straining against its prison and soaking my panties with precum as my imagination ran wild. Standing before me was the prettiest sissy I’d ever laid my eyes on. I’d not met another ‘gurl’ like me in person, but I’d seen thousands of pictures, and this ‘gurl’ was the prettiest, sexiest thing in the entire sissy world. I swear by the panty gods, she was. It was more than sexual attraction; I appreciated the art. The art of crossdressing, to see a man looking so effeminate and sexually desirable as a woman. This was gender-bending to the max.

At that moment, I committed to being more like her. I wanted it more than anything. My gaze traveled up and down her figure, wrapped in a pink, form-fitting club dress that hugged a stunning figure on two of the most captivating legs I’d ever seen. Around her long feminine neck was a pink collar with white shimmering rhinestones that proclaimed her purpose in life: sissy slut. A pink version of the one around my neck.

So lost in the ‘gurl’ standing before me, I hadn’t noticed Charlie holding the other end of the pink leash and standing beside Charlie, my mistress and wife, Sam. Despite my Mistress standing there outside waiting for me to greet her, my attention returned to the sissy, gaping at her in awe. She was so pretty, prettier than me.

From behind me, Mistress Vanessa said, “Well, let our guests in.”

With a deep bow, I stepped aside as Mistress trained me, letting the two strangers inside as I wondered what scene would require another sissy. Charlie entered first, gently tugging on the sissy slut’s leash. Sam followed.

Sam said, “Mistress Vanessa has been kind enough to allow us to use her chambers, and I have developed a scene for you that will seal the deal on our relationship, taking it to a new level.” Sam’s hand moved to my aching cock, a place aching, so deprived of attention for the last month. “My dear Jenna, since you have been so good, I have arranged a reward for you. Let’s go.”

‘Sissy Slut’ strolled past me, walking sensually as Charlie led her down the hall. Sam grabbed my leash and pulled me behind Charlie as my mind ran wild with the possibilities of what was to come.

We ended up in a room, a dungeon, a room designed for one purpose: to explore dominance and submission. I felt we’d be exploring and testing how far my submission would go.

Sam strode into the dungeon, pulling me behind her with gentle tugs of my leash. Being on a leash and a collar symbolized my surrender and devotion to Sam. My blood surged with a thrilling, sensual blend of vulnerability and undeniable satisfaction. I had a feeling my surrender would be complete after tonight’s festivities.

The dungeon was low-lit, with red lights giving off a sultry vibe. The shelves along the walls were packed with all sorts of toys, lotions, and restraints. In one corner, there was a St. Andrew’s Cross, and a few chains were hanging on the wall nearby. Right in the middle of the room was a big four-poster bed sitting over a cage, with maroon sheets, pillows, and a bedspread.

Charlie said, “Prepare yourself.”

“Yes, Master.” ‘Sissy Slut’ said, knowing her role in all this. She was one step ahead of me because I had no idea what was happening. Of course, I’d agreed to it, even wanted a surprise. Slowly, seductively, the pretty ‘gurl’ peeled off her clothes, each movement deliberate and precise as if she’d practiced stripping for hours on end. She took her time, exposing herself, making sure all our eyes remained glued to her. It was such a sensual act my cock strained against the plastic chastity device. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, ‘Sissy Slut’ stood naked except for her towering pink stiletto heels, matching thigh highs, garter belt, and pink chastity cage, leash, and collar.

Charlie kneeled and, with care and tenderness, unlocked his sissy slut. ‘Sissy Slut’s’ cock responded eagerly to the newfound freedom, swelling to an impressive size, a striking contrast to her effeminate, fem-boyish frame.

“So, slut.” Sam said to me as she dropped to a knee, my chastity key in her hand. Sam unlocked my chastity device, ‘Sissy Slut’ lay down on the bed, knees up, legs spread, cock throbbing.

Sam waved like a game show model at ‘Sissy Slut.’ ”Your surprise, act one of a very long play awaits.”

‘Sissy Slut’s’ cock pulsed and throbbed as my deprived flesh rose to the occasion. Sam positioned me so that I was straddling ‘Sissy Slut,’ my cock hanging over hers. Sissy Slut, and my eyes locked. She smiled, aware perhaps of what the scene entailed. I still couldn’t put my finger on it. Was I to fuck her? Honestly, that was the last thing I wanted. Over the last month, I realized I was all beta male, wanting to embrace my submissive side and let go of all things alpha, like fucking another. I wanted to be dominated instead of the dominator, ravished instead of ravishing.

I glanced at Sam. Please don’t make me fuck her. My eyes traveled to Charlie. God, I’d love to watch them fuck. Shame filled me. What kind of man was I wanting to watch another man fuck my wife?

But despite the shame, my cock throbbed in rhythm to my pounding, excited heart. Behind me, Sam and Charlie whispered. What were they whispering? What was I supposed to do? God damn, ‘Sissy Slut’ looked so sexy. Her cock throbbing below me seemed to call for my lips. I wanted to touch it, but I wanted to know what Sam and Charlie were doing.

I turned my head, Sam said, “Turn around.”

I obeyed, my submission complete. The bed bounced. Charlie and Sam had sat behind me. Gentle moans accompanied the soft, wet sounds of lips meeting. Holy fuck, Charlie was making out with my wife. My aching, deprived cock pulsated with need. ‘Sissy Slut’s’ cock oozed precum. What was I supposed to do, sit here and listen?

Sam said between the passionate sounds of her lips meeting and parting with Charlie’s. “Wrap your hand around your sissy clitty, slut, and masturbate. Aim your cum for the sissy’s clitty.”

I grabbed my cock, and stroked, fighting my release, more aroused than I ever have been in my life. I spit in my hand, stroked as the bouncing of the bed, and the whisper of zippers, the pop of buttons, and the moans of Sam and Charlie drove me wild.

“Do not cum without my permission, slut.”

That command only made my pulsating cock race faster to a long-overdue climax. Over the slick wet sounds of my hand gliding up and down my cock, I distinctly heard the soft slick and wet sounds of flesh behind me. What were they doing? I wanted to look as the need to explode rose. The room filled with heavy breathing behind me as the bed creaked and bounced. I tried to hold back, save my orgasm for when I could watch Sam and Charlie go at it, but I couldn’t hold back any longer.

“Mistress, please let me cum. Please, I beg you.”

“You may cum, but get every drop of your slutty seed on the slut’s cock.”

While soaking in the sight of the sissy slut, so god damned sexy, I bucked and moaned as I sprayed my seed all over the ‘Sissy Slut’s’ pulsating cock.

“Oh my,” Sam said. “Now suck her off.”

I looked down at the creamy mess. The bed creaked, bounced as I took a deep breath and dived in, running my tongue up and down ‘Sissy Slut’s,’ hot, creamy flesh.

As I ran my tongue up and down ‘Sissy Slut’s’ cock like it was a cum-flavored lollipop, Sam repositioned so she lay down next to us, naked. God damn, my wife was gorgeous. Sam kicked her legs up, and Charlie straddled her. While I continued to clean up my mess, Charlie licked his lips, positioned Sam’s legs against his chest, reached down, and pressed his thick erection against her opening, teasing her, rubbing without entering. Sam’s eyes fluttered, her hips pleaded for entry, but Charlie wouldn’t give it to her.

With all my seed cleaned up, I wrapped my hand around ‘Sissy Slut’s’ erection while watching the action next to me. I was eager to taste cock for the first time but even more aroused to watch Charlie fuck my wife, to pound her, to please her, to bring her to an orgasm. I slid my hand up and down the length of ‘Sissy Slut’s’ cock, while flicking my tongue over her pink head. A little fluid leaked from the tip, which I devoured with surprising enthusiasm. I doubted ‘Sissy Slut’ would last long.

Sam glanced at me, her legs wide and ready for Charlie’s cock. Charlie forced his cock into her. Sam’s eyes fluttered, and then she said, “I want your eyes on me as you suck off the sissy, thinking of me, thinking…”

Charlie drove into Sam with a raw, primal intensity. Sam screamed at the top of her lungs, “Oh fuck. Fuck. Fuck yeah.”

Charlie thrust into Sam, the tendons on his neck standing out in primal heat. Sam matched Charlie’s intensity, gyrating her hips, matching his pace, gripping his naked ass pulling him in deeper, coaxing him on. Sam turned toward me, bliss filled her face, “Suck it, slut. Suck it. Show me how….”

This was so hot. The hottest thing I’d ever done. My lips moved toward ‘Sissy Slut’s’ erection as my eyes remained locked on my wife, getting her world rocked. I took ‘Sissy Slut’ in my mouth, at first the soft, slick head. I lingered on the tip for a time as Charlie hammered Sam. The bed bounced in rhythm to his thrusts, pushing ‘Sissy Slut’s’ cock into my mouth.

Sam wailed, “Suck it! I want to watch it.”

Wanting to display my submissiveness, I dropped and took the sissy slut’s cock into my mouth. It was so big and thick I choked on it. There was no doubt or shame as I embraced the fact that getting used would be my role from now on. There was no turning back. I hoped Sam was enjoying herself. But when she screamed, “Deeper! Harder.” Loud enough to wake the dead, I wasn’t concerned.

I loved not only cock in my mouth but watching my wife get jackhammered by another guy. I bobbed up and down in a frenzy, desperate for ‘Sissy Slut’s’ creamy juice.

“Slow down.” ‘Sissy Slut,’ said.

I complied, feeling peculiarly aware of how much I had yielded over the past month, even to someone I barely knew. As I licked her shaft with feline precision, I watched Charlie relentlessly thrust into Sam, each motion a rapid, intense assault. I sensed Charlie’s mounting urgency, the inevitable peak of an earth-shattering orgasm drawing nearer. Yet, I couldn’t shake the turmoil within me, questioning how I’d come to this point of submission and where it might lead.

‘Sissy Slut’ said while her hips bucked and her ass tightened, “I’m going to cum.”

Sam said, panting, gasping for breath, “Swallow it. For. Oh fuck. Oh fuck, Charlie, fill me. Fill me with your seed.”

I stroked and sucked until her body jerked hard, every muscle coiled tight, shooting her hot, creamy seed down my throat. Seconds later, Charlie burst into Sam with a growl of pleasure.

Sam wasted no time moving with the ease and confidence of a woman who was sure of her desires. She rose, adjusted her positioning, and lay beside me, already setting the pace with a hunger that made her even more beautiful. Her hands found mine with the precision of a practiced Mistress, securing me tightly, fastening the leather restraints, already secured to the poster of the bed, around my wrists without missing a beat. She was staking her claim, sure that I was hers to command.

She wasted no time, and I already felt the pulse of my helplessness, a need that ached through my whole body. Sam straddled my face, planting her soft, wet pussy against my mouth, eager for me to clean her out. I could taste Charlie’s seed as the creamy wetness trickled down, and my tongue found its way to her slippery, throbbing clit.

Sam’s legs closed in on my head, pressing against my face with increasing force. Her thighs enveloped me, smooth and insistent, leaving no escape except the sweet, desperate task at hand. My senses flooded with the musky, intoxicating scent of her desire, and I drowned under the slickness of her need. The pressure mounted as she shifted, forcing my hungry mouth to devour her.

Her voice broke loose, a low, guttural groan as I gasped for air, my breath stolen by the insistence of her hips and body weight. I drank sweetness with a desperation to keep up with her insatiable need. She was wild above me, untamed and claiming, her desire as fierce as the tightening of her grip.

Sam’s groans came faster, urgent and unrestrained, as she ground herself with mounting intensity against my breathless mouth. Her thighs squeezed my cheeks, a persistent vice, squeezing tighter as the pleasure built within her. She rode me like she owned me, and I suppose she did. Despite the discomfort and the shameful act of being used, my cock slowly began its journey to another erection.

I flicked relentlessly as she rode my face mercilessly, wild and unwilling to relent, subjugating my face and tongue with the raw force of her overwhelming hunger. This frenzy pushed me to the edge of breath and sensation. She gave no reprieve until I felt her orgasm ripple through her; her toes curled, and her back arched as she came in waves.


Chapter Nine




Samantha

I wasn’t done. I couldn’t believe it after all that happened. I wanted more, but I did. I had one more act to seal the deal, to stake my claim on my husband and make him my sissy. I removed the restraints.

“On your hands and knees. Now! You’re going to love how this feels, slut.”

“Oh fuck. Thank you, Mistress. Thank you.”

Jenna appeared in a near trance, her eyes glazed and unfocused. Her cheeks glistened with a sheen of my juices, giving her skin a dewy appearance. Streaks of black mascara ran down his face like rivulets of ink, mingling with the vibrant red lipstick smeared over her lips, creating a blurred, chaotic mess of submission. She obeyed and waited. I found my harness, slipped into it, and attached the dildo.

As the anticipation simmered within me, I carefully applied the cool, silky lubricant with precision to my cock. Gazing down at my cock, a tingling rush flowed through my veins—an intoxicated blend of dominance and authority that mirrored the thrill of sealing a deal at work.

I’d been on the edge about pegging, unsure of if I’d enjoy it, but as my slick cock parted my sissy husband’s white cheeks, I knew I just might enjoy this as much as he would.

“Oh fuck Mistress, use me.”

My cock hit his tight hole. Jenna bit back a whimper and fisted the sheets as the tension of her tight muscles pushed back against my pussy, giving me a strangely satisfying pleasure. I pressed forward until my cock disappeared an inch. I halted, smacked Jenna’s ass, “Tell me how bad you want it.”

“Oh God, Mistress, I want it.”

“This is what you get when you dress up sexy like a girl.”

I pushed another inch. Jeanna moaned. I paused, pushed another inch, and then, with one nightmarish thrust, I was inside. The sight of my cock buried in Jenna’s sweet, sexy ass sent a wave of power through me, and the sensation of the dildo pressing my core filled me with a sexual gratification I wasn’t expecting. It was not just power—it was supremacy. I owned my husband, and that he loved being owned by me only made this more satisfying. I grabbed the leash, pulled back on it, and took my sissy husband for a ride unlike any other, and I knew after tonight, he’d no longer be a man, but my bitch, my slut, my property.

As I pounded away, hammering her sissy hole with dominance, staking my claim of ownership, Jenna, at first, just let me invade her ass, but as time passed, she moved eagerly, matching my thrusts. I was ruthless, plowing into Jenna, driving deep, unsure of what ended all this. It ended when I simply wore myself out. Soaked, worn out, and aching from wild, passionate sex, we showered, said our goodbyes and thank you’s, and went home.

Spooning, we talked about our night for an hour, discussing what we liked and disliked. I worried I had gone too far, but Jenna wanted more—more intensity, more humiliation, more dominance, and some things she wanted to try…. Wow! How taboo.

I fell asleep thinking I had a lot to learn.

THE END
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Hidden Desires: The Making of a Sissy: Feminized College, Reluctant Feminization (Femdom Feminization)

"An unexpected twist of fate ignites a forbidden love between a student and his seductive professor."

In a world he always felt comfortable in writing, academia, and introspection, Cary, an infatuated, naive virgin eighteen-year-old student, uncovers his sordid desires under the guidance of his dominant, seductive literature professor, Mrs Delgado.

Cary’s forbidden passions ignite under gentle pressure, sometimes not so mild. Will he sacrifice what was once sacred, his masculinity, for a taste of his English Professor? Will he let her turn him into her and her husband, Jerry’s sissy cuckold?

He must decide, give up his masculinity, and succumb to Mrs. Delgado’s forbidden desire to feminize him and offer him to her husband, Jerry, to please him. Will Cary give in? Surrender his masculinity and embrace his feminine side to win her admiration, or leave and forget her?



Demoted To Sissy Cuckold 

Carter has desires he thinks his wife, Ella, won't approve of. He secretly pursues his passion for being feminized during his frequent business trips. He wants to tell Ella about his desire to become her sissy. To become her cuckold. To be her sissy maid, he chickens out every time he gets the nerve.

Ella fantasizes about dominating and feminizing her husband, Carter. She has urges and fantasies that revolve around bondage, feminization, humiliation, and cuckolding. Because her fantasies are extreme and she's insecure about losing Carter, she never reveals her secret.

My Sissy Cuckold Husband: Book Five : Rekindle The Romance Tour

Morgan loves her husband, Blair. Morgan also loves men—especially wild, muscular, handsome alpha males. Not just one or even two. Morgan wants them all. Being married hasn’t stopped Morgan from pursuing her desires.

One day, Morgan wants something else. Morgan intends to feminize Blair, which won’t be hard. Blair is a beta male, effeminate with lots of femininity to work with.

Morgan has kept her cheating a secret until one day; she doesn’t. She flaunts it. Blair seems more aroused by it than angered. They go on a vacation that Blair calls “Rekindle the Romance Tour.”

Morgan refers to it as “Turn My Husband Into My Sissy Cuckold.”

A Sissy's Special Punishment: Forced Crossdressing, Femdom, First Time Feminization

Jake Barlowe has just won a high-profile case for the wealthiest man in the world. He should be happy, but he isn’t. He hates his client, Sebastian Oliver. He hates how he destroyed Oliver’s accuser’s reputation again. But his job as an attorney is to defend his clients, even scum like Oliver. After a night of drinking with Oliver, Barlowe leaves the party drunk and drives home. With two DUIs under his belt, he can ill afford another one, which would be a felony and possibly send him to prison.

On his way home, he’s pulled over by Sheriff Avery, the sister of the woman Oliver harassed and the woman he embarrassed on the witness stand. Sheriff Avery has a special punishment lined up for Barlowe, or he can accept the more traditional and legal penalty for driving drunk, a year in jail.

For starters, Sheriff Avery dresses Barlowe up as a naughty schoolgirl and forces her to perform community service on two of the prisoners in her jail. But his special sissy punishment isn’t over. It’s just beginning. Follow Barlowe’s new life as Kandy, as Monica Avery and her sister Sheriff Avery teach Barlowe how to be a good sissy and serve their kinky desires.


Something Shameless Something Different: Femdom Forced Feminization (Femdom Feminization)

Molly yearned for change, something to break the monotony of her love life. She liked men, but something was missing. She needed something different. She's a trainer for the stars, and when she meets Gala Armenta, she knows what that is. She needs a sissy.

Paul's had two desires, one for Molly and the other for the pop superstar Gala. He would do anything to be with them.

Molly and Paul are best friends until Paul decides to try to figure out what something different is that Molly wants. He was willing to do whatever it took to be by her side, even if he didn't fully understand what that entailed. He was ready to explore the depths of "anything" and discover the meaning of "something different" just to make Molly happy.

When Molly, Gala, and Paul spend the night together, Paul learns what something different and something shameless is.

Feminized By The Landlady

Mr. Gay, a tenured college psychology professor, pretends he's conducting a study on sexual kinks, specifically about crossdressing and feminization. He acts like he's interviewing a stripper and dominatrix at a local bar. In reality, he's too scared to take the first step toward his secret desires to be feminized and crossdress. To talk to Kitty, he has to buy her drinks at the bar, and this causes him to get behind on his rent.

Fed up with his delinquent rent, Ms. Martinez, his landlady, and a highly skilled special effects and makeup artist, plans to get her rent money and transform Mr. Gay into a woman.
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