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I’ve decided to start this diary to document some feelings I’ve been having lately. Well, not just lately… To be honest, these feelings have been growing inside of me over the last few years. I think they really started when I first moved in with Kendra.

Every morning she would wake up early to shower before me which meant every morning I would get to watch my goddess of a wife standing naked in our bedroom as she got dressed for the day. When I would watch her slip on her tiny thongs and her lacy bras… that’s really when the thoughts start creeping in.

Could I be as sexy as her if I wore those clothes?

That’s the first thought that started creeping in and, yes, I know it’s ridiculous. Her long, smooth legs, petite frame, luscious golden hair, and perfectly perky breasts are what make her so sexy. Though it is true that the right lingerie or clothes can really amplify her looks, I know that I, as a man, lack all of her perfect feminine traits and would just look silly wearing women’s clothing. Right?

How would it feel to wear those clothes? Would I feel sexy?

Those were the next thoughts to start creeping in. When I think about it with a clear head I know that having a thong up my ass or wearing a constricting bra probably isn’t very comfortable, but the way women make them look so good… it makes wearing them seem so appealing. I mean, they wouldn’t wear it if it didn’t feel good and they know they look sexy wearing it. So I would probably like it and feel sexy if I wore it, too. At least I would think so.

How would I look wearing women’s clothing?

Another silly question. I’m sure I would look terrible. I mean, I’m not the manliest man… I’m not bursting with muscles and I don’t have a big frame. I’m also not very tall and I don’t have a lot of body hair. But I’m still a man! I don’t have hour glass curves or an ass… or breasts for that matter! I would look silly wearing a dress. I’m sure of it.

No matter how rationally I try to answer these creeping questions, they won’t escape my mind. Day after day they come back. And these days they no longer just come when I see Kendra. Everywhere I go I see nothing but sexy women. Their tight yoga pants and short shorts showing off their asses. Their low cut shirts that put their breasts on full display. I can’t help but look. And I can’t help but wonder what it would feel like to be that beautiful and that sexy.

Nothing I’ve done or told myself has helped to kill the thoughts or fantasies. So lately I’ve been thinking…

Would it be crazy to try wearing panties? Maybe just once?

I’m not sure if I will do it, but just in case, I wanted to start this diary to keep track of my experience. I want to write down it feels to wear them and how I felt wearing them. But first, I will have to build up the courage to do it.


January 11th, 2021










I couldn’t deny my urges any longer. Today, when Kendra went out to brunch with her girl friends I finally did it. I tried on her panties.

The thought hadn’t crossed my mind in a few days, but when I woke up and saw her getting ready this morning my mind flooded with the desire to feel what it would be like. She was wearing pair of purple panties that conformed with her ass, making it look more round and plump. Above she had on a matching lacy bra that made her already large breasts even bigger. I watched as she slipped on tight black leggings, pulled on a black camisole, and covered it loosely with a pink and purple flannel shirt and a white vest.

As she walked out of the bedroom, I could see the outline of her panties through her leggings and my urge to experience wearing them grew exponentially. So much so that when I finally got out of bed my dick was hard and throbbing. She gasped at the sight and then grabbed it. She started stroking it as she whispered, “Good morning, Cole,” in my ear.

The touch of her hand was soft and sent shivers through my body. She kissed my neck and then kneeled down in front of me and kissed my dick. I couldn’t believe it when she took my cock in her mouth. It felt so good and was such a nice way to wake up, but it wasn’t what I wanted. I wanted to wear panties.

I pulled her head back and smiled at her, telling her that I was too tired and she was going to be late. I couldn’t believe the words I heard coming out of my mouth as I spoke them. It felt like an out of body experience. I had never turned down one of her amazing blow jobs before. Why was I now?

She looked a little disappointed, but shrugged it off and gave me a kiss on the cheek before heading out. When the stun of turning down a blow job settled and I heard the front door close behind her, I went for it. I jumped towards her dresser and eagerly pulled open her drawer of panties. Seeing all of her various colors and types of underwear was exhilarating.

I ran my fingers through excitedly until I found the perfect pair to try on, a bright pink thong. It was stretchy which I thought would be good because my frame is a bit bigger than hers. I stood quiet and still for a moment to listen for any noises and make absolutely sure that no one was around. Then, when I was certain that I was alone, I finally did it. I put on a pair of panties.

The feeling of the thong sliding into my butt crack was better than I could have ever imagined. My dick felt a little awkward being smashed inside the tight fitting panties, but once I realized that I needed to tuck it between my legs, it felt much better.

I looked in the mirror and loved what I saw. I swear they made my ass look perkier. It did look a little silly seeing pink panties next to hairy legs, but there was nothing I could do about that; she would definitely notice if I shaved my legs and it would be a little extreme to shave them just for trying on panties.

After admiring myself for a few minutes I decided to try on a bra. I grabbed one out of her drawer and tried to strap it around my back, but it was much too small. She might have big boobs, but her torso was much smaller than mine so there was no chance any of her’s would fit. Maybe I will have to get my own to try…

As I put the bra away, I started getting nervous and thought I heard the front door open. I quickly pulled the thong off and put it back in her drawer where I had found it and hastily put on my clothes. The sound turned out to be just a creak of our old house, but still, my heart was pounding at the possibility of Kendra catching wearing her panties.

Just before I started righting this I jerked off to the memory of wearing them. It was the fastest I had ever cum before. I started this diary in hopes of documenting how boring and basic trying women’s clothing was. I wanted something that I could re-read to remind myself of this in order to dissuade my urges. Well, that’s not going as planned…


January 12th, 2021










Wearing panties yesterday lightly scratched my itch, but not being able to also try on a bra has been nagging at me. I feel like I was cheated out of the full experience! Unfortunately, I won’t be able to try on any of Kendra’s bras because they are all too small so in order to give myself the full experience, I’ll need to procure my own bra.

On paper that sounds so simple, right? All I have to do is go to a store and buy a bra. Piece of cake! Wrong. The idea of going to a store and buying my own bra (and why not some panties while I’m at it) is extremely nerve wracking! Would the cashier know it was for me? Would they judge me?

I’m not sure and while I know I shouldn’t care what someone else thinks, it all just feels so wrong… and naughty. Those are the feelings that make me want to do it all the more, however. Those are the feelings that make the idea exhilarating.

I’ve already spent a lot of time today browsing women’s clothing stores online on my phone, sneaking around and keeping my phone at discreet angles so Kendra can’t see what I’m doing. My heart raced whenever I browsed panties around my wife. It made me feel like such a deviant.

In the end, I think having looked online will be a big help if I ever do build up the courage to go buy some women’s clothes. I had no idea there were so many styles and cuts of women’s panties and bras! I would have been so overwhelmed if I had just gone out first. Now I feel like I would know what I want to get and could make the trip faster and less awkward.

But will I ever make that trip? Should I? Maybe this has gone too far already.


January 24th, 2021










I actually did it! I went to a lingerie store and looked through their selections of bras and panties. It was nerve wracking, but also SO exhilarating. There were so many panties that caught my attention. Thongs, boy shorts, cheeky panties; I wanted to try them all on.

While I felt prepared from all the time I had spent looking at them online, I hadn’t accounted for deciding on what colors to get. Seeing all the color options left me feeling a little flustered. Should I go for something feminine like pink or purple? Or maybe more masculine like black? Would wearing black panties make it less... weird to wear them? I wasn’t sure so I didn’t buy anything. Still, it was fun shopping for them.

Later, when I got home from work, I found that I still had some time alone until Kendra returned from the gym. I couldn’t resist trying on her panties again. This time I picked out a pair of black cheeky panties. They were snug, but really hugged my ass nicely. I liked the feeling much more than I had anticipated and ended up jerking off while wearing them and then hiding them at the bottom of her laundry basket, not wanting her to find them again until they were cleaned.

I still have mixed feelings about all of this. Is it wrong to want to wear panties and women’s clothing? I know it shouldn’t be, but what would people think? What would Kendra think? She would probably be horrified.

But they feel so good...


January 31st, 2021










I used to think that I had good self control, but now I question that. My urges to wear women’s clothing are at an all time high and becoming too difficult to resist. So much so that I’m wearing panties right now. Feelings of shame, guilt, and nervousness are swarming through me, but the eroticism I feel is winning out and making me want to keep them on.

I just couldn’t stop thinking about wearing panties today. At work, the thoughts were too distracting and I was struggling to focus on anything else. When my lunch break came I had to run out of the office and go back to the lingerie store to finally by some.

I started by picking out the panties I wanted to buy. As I did, I felt like everyone in the store was staring at me. I was a nervous wreck and felt like I was starting to sweat. I quickly found what I wanted though and then started over to the bras section. However by that time, the pressure of the eyes on me was mounting and I was beginning to think I couldn’t go through with buying everything. I decided to cut my trip in half and just buy the panties I had already picked out.

I was even more nervous when I went to check out. My hands were shaking and I dropped my credit card when I tried to pay for them. The cashier gave me an awkward smile, but I could tell by her face that she thought something was wrong with me. But once I had them and was out of the store I felt a rush of adrenaline. I actually did it!

I hurried back to my car and ripped off all of the tags. I threw them away along with the bright pink bag the cashier had put the panties in. I couldn’t risk keeping such glaring evidence around. I also couldn’t take not wearing my new panties any longer so I drove down the street to a gas station and changed into a pair in the bathroom.

I picked out a black lacy thong to wear because I figured it would be the easiest to hide under my normal black underwear. The excitement of putting them on in public was almost enough for me to cum. It was thrilling.

I hurried back to work and back to my desk where a whole new level of arousal hit me. I was wearing panties at work! I couldn’t believe it. I also felt incredibly anxious that someone might see them poking out of my pants so I was constantly pulling up my pants and down my shirt to make sure they were covered.

Luckily, now that I’m back home I feel more relaxed wearing my new thong. Hah! I can’t believe I just wrote that. My thong! I actually bought myself panties! I still can’t believe it. It makes me feel like I’m changing in some way. Or perhaps it is just something hidden inside of me that is finally coming out?

I’m not sure what though. I still find Kendra extremely sexy and arousing so nothing has changed there. I just like to wear panties now. Is that really so bad? It doesn’t change anything else about me, does it?

I still have so many questions about all of this and I’m not sure how else to find answers. Writing in my diary definitely helps, but I think the only real way to find out is by giving into these urges I have. However, part of me is scared of how far my desires will take me. For now, what I do know is that I still need to make another trip to the store to buy myself a bra.


February 5th, 2021










I’m sitting in my office writing this as I’m wearing panties… and a bra! Yes, that’s right — I now own my own bra. I broke down and bought one less than a week after I bought my panties. I felt so weak caving into my urge, but I needed to complete the experience; I needed to feel how it felt to wear both a bra and panties.

Now that I am wearing them both, I have to admit that it feels so good to wear them together. I obviously don’t have breasts or even the semblance of them, but when I put on my bra for the first time I suddenly felt like I did and I liked it more than I expected to. It’s hard to explain, but it is true. The bra is black with lace trim, size 36B. I picked that size so that it would fit around my frame while having small cups for my flat chest. I did, however, get one with lots of padding which definitely lifts up my chest a little. That’s probably what is giving me the feeling of having breasts.

After I had admired how I looked wearing my new bra, I decided to try putting a shirt on over it. When I looked in the mirror, it actually looked like I had breasts. Little bumps extending off of my chest, pressing against my shirt. I couldn’t resist feeling myself up and doing so didn’t feel silly at all. It felt nice.

Now that I’m starting to accumulate all of my new clothes, I’m growing worried that Kendra might find them. I need to keep everything somewhere hidden and safe. I’m thinking up high in my office closet. I’ll cover it with some old workout clothes. I can’t imagine she would ever look up there.

In order to hide it though, I would have to first take everything off and I’m not ready to do that yet. I know I will have to eventually when Kendra comes home, but until then I think I’ll savor the feeling while I have some privacy.

Wearing the bra and panties is definitely satiating my urges but I have little doubt that a new desire will soon grow and implant itself into my mind. With Valentine’s Day coming up soon I’m seeing ads for lingerie everywhere. These beautiful goddesses strutting around in red and pink lace teddies and underwear. As a teenager I would jerk off to these ads, but these days… I actually find myself more jealous of what they’re wearing than I find them attractive. Not to mention that the ads should make me want to buy lingerie for my wife, but I only want to buy it for myself. What has happened to me?


February 7th, 2021










Shit, shit, shit! Today I may have made a huge mistake. I wore my favorite black thong all day while at work (yeah… that’s a thing I do now), but then stopped home to change into my gym clothes. I was short on time so I quickly undressed, taking the thong off along with all of my work clothes, changed into my workout gear, and hurried off to make my spin class.

However, on the way to the gym it suddenly dawned on me that wasn’t sure what I did with the thong. Did I just leave it on the ground in a pile with my other clothes next to the bed? Did I put it away, back in its hiding spot? Did I put it in my dirty laundry hamper?

I wracked my brain, desperately trying to remember, but I couldn’t recall for sure what I had done because I was in such a hurry when I changed. What I did know was that I couldn’t risk Kendra finding it. I quickly turned around and rushed back home in panic, nearly getting into two accidents along the way. Little did I know that the panic I felt on that drive home would be nothing compared to the fear that struck me when I returned to our bedroom. There I found Kendra casually sitting on our bed, looking at her phone.

She gave me a weird look, clearly confused as to why I was home again. That was understandable though because I must have looked like a mess as I stood there in terror, wondering if she had found my panties or not. I blurted out some excuse (I don’t even remember what I said) and she shrugged and went back to her phone. If she did find my panties, she gave me no sign so I’ll just have to assume that she didn’t. What’s strange though is that I haven’t been able to find that thong since. It wasn’t with the other clothes I had changed out of, with my gym clothes, or in my secret stash. I’m still a little freaked out that she may have found it and done something with it. If she did, hopefully she just thought it was hers and put it in her laundry. I’ll have to check the next time I get the chance.


February 15th, 2021










Well, it didn’t take long for a new desire to take its hold on me. It has only been 10 days since I bought my bra and already I need more. Damn, I’m weak.

Once again my inspiration came from seeing Kendra and how sexy she looked last night when we celebrated Valentine’s Day. Needless to say, when she emerged from our bedroom ready to go on our date, she looked absolutely stunning. She was wearing a tight black dress that stopped well above her knees and sheer black pantyhose which made her legs shine and look even sexier than normal.

Since we first started dating, she has rarely worn pantyhose. On the occasions when she had, I always loved how it felt to touch her legs; they were so soft and silky and felt good rubbing against my legs. Last night was different though. I didn’t think about touching her pantyhose. Instead, I thought about how the pantyhose would feel to wear.

The thoughts made me feel guilty over the course of the night. Here was my beautiful wife all dressed up for my sake and all I could think about was how it would feel to wear her clothes and look as sexy as her. It really made me wonder if I was becoming a terrible husband because of my secret and my evolving desires.

On the plus side, by the time we got home I was hornier then ever and very ready to use all my pent up sexual energy on her. The second the front door closed, I picked her up in my arms, carried her upstairs, and threw her on the bed. She quickly pulled off her dress to show off her little red teddy that left nothing to the imagination. Well, nothing other than how it would feel to wear it myself.

The pantyhose were actually thigh highs attached by garters belts connected to the teddy. That made them even sexier. I ran my hands up the stockings, up her thighs, and along the teddy until they reached her breasts. I squeezed them firmly and listened to her moan softly. I wondered what it would feel like to be desired in such a way as I desired her in this moment.

But the thought was fleeting as her hands hastily unbuttoned my pants and stripped them off of me. We shared a night of sweaty, primal passion which felt good. For the first time in weeks I felt like a man again which made me realize that I had been feeling differently lately. Maybe I just need to focus more on lusting after Kendra and other manly things and these desires to dress up will just go away and I will feel more like a man again. But then again, is that really what I want?

When the night was over and she finally took off her teddy and thigh highs to change into her pajamas, I watched carefully as she put them away, making a mental note of which dresser drawer she stored them in. I don’t know if it would be wise to wear her lingerie, but I now have a strong desire to wear thigh highs and I know it won’t be long until I have to do just that.


February 20th, 2021










Fuck. I’m so weak. I feel like I can’t win against these new desires. I give into one and another just takes its place. It’s like rolling a ball of snow, the whole thing just keeps getting bigger and bigger the more I go along with it. Not only that, but my desire to wear my bra and panties is increasing. I have even worn my panties to work a few more times in the last couple of weeks. I tried to resist the urge at first, but I found that when I did, I couldn’t stop thinking about wearing them all day to the point where it distracted me from my job. It was easier to just give in and wear them. It also felt much better.

As far as new desires go, ever since Valentine’s Day I knew that I needed to try more. It didn’t help that I knew exactly where Kendra kept the lacy teddy and thigh high stockings that she had worn. The image of them and the thought of wearing them was burning in my mind. I desperately wanted to try them on even though I knew that they they likely wouldn’t fit or I would stretch them out and get in trouble.

I debated what to do for a couple of days before deciding to shop online instead of buying pantyhose in a store. Doing so was a dangerous proposition, however, as it resulted in me spending far too much time browsing clothing online in addition to buying more than I had planned. When I was finally done, my shopping cart contained thigh highs, a garter belt, and a dress. Yes, a dress!

Holy cow! I still can’t believe I went through with the purchase. I have all of this being delivered soon and I’m so excited! I’m probably equally as nervous that I’ll be discovered though and that thought terrifies me. What if Kendra finds the delivery before I do and she finds out? Maybe shopping online was a bad risk to take… Shit, now I’m starting to regret it.

I know that the more I buy, the more I’m rolling my snowball and building up the risk, but I’m just so curious as to how it will all feel to wear… Ultimately, I do feel good about my purchase though. Instead of going out and buying pieces one at a time, now I’ve just bought the rest of an outfit.

Surely that will satisfy these urges, right?


February 25th, 2021










My package arrived today. I was checking the tracking code constantly and when I finally received the alert that it was delivered, I could feel my heart pounding in my chest. I was still at work so I had to sneak out of the office early to go home and make sure that I got to it before Kendra did. Luckily, I did. When I got home, the package was sitting the porch and I felt a huge sense of relief. I grabbed it and hurried upstairs to my office to open it. I was as giddy as a school girl (I shouldn’t have written that, now I may need a school girl outfit).

Inside was exactly what I was hoping for and everything fit well and felt so nice. The thigh highs felt better than I had expected. They were so silky and smooth when I ran my hands up and down them. They slipped at first, but that’s why I got the garter belt. Well, that and because they looked so sexy on Kendra. The dress was form fitting, a little tight, but it had a stretch to it which helped it fit and conform to my body. It was dark purple with black stripes down the sides.

I dressed myself in my entire collection of women’s clothing so that I was wearing my first full outfit (first? Was that a slip or a sign of what’s to come?) and then went to a mirror to check myself out. I knew that I didn’t look as sexy or beautiful as Kendra does (I can’t compete with her curves), but I felt sexy looking at myself dressed up my reflection. I ran my hands down my body and down my legs, feeling all of my new curves. It felt so good. I would love to feel hands on me, groping me, desiring me like that. Just as I have always done to Kendra. How would it feel to be so desired, so lusted after?

The arousal I felt towards my own reflection was astronomical. It didn’t take long until I had to go jerk off. I didn’t even need to watch porn to do so. I just imagined myself as a beautiful woman being lusted for as I ran my offhand all over my body. It really felt so good (despite how ridiculous it feels to write about it).

Now that I have a full outfit, where do I go from here? So far, every time that I have given into a new urge a new one sprouts in its place, but what else could I possibly desire after this? Perhaps I shouldn’t think about that yet. I should probably just enjoy what I have so far. I also need to make sure that I don’t get lazy and let someone find out my secret. My sexy little secret.


March 5th, 2021










This last week has been unbearable. Kendra has been working from home and hasn’t left the house at all. I haven’t had a single chance to dress up. My urges are building up and causing a lot of tension inside of me. I’m starting to feel resentment towards her for not giving me time alone. I know it’s not healthy for our relationship, but neither is suppressing desires.

I did manage to sneak wearing panties to work a couple times this last week, but that’s no longer enough. I need my bra and my thigh highs. I need to feel sexy in my dress!

Wow. I can’t believe I just wrote that, but it’s the truth. It’s only been a couple of months since I first tried on panties, but that opened the floodgates. This is part of my life now. It’s part of who I am. And I need more of it.

And I need Kendra to leave the damn house so I can do it!


March 15th, 2021










Kendra finally resumed going to her office this week. The first day she did, I left work early and rushed home to get some extra time to myself. The second my thigh highs touched my skin felt like an instant relief. The thong in my butt, the garter straps across my cheeks, the bra pushing up my chest… they all felt amazing to wear again. The built up desires finally oozed out of me and I felt more at ease.

I have to wonder, is this how smokers feel when they take their first drag off a cigarette after a long time? That’s actually probably a good analogy because I feel like my urges have quickly turned into an addiction, although a seemingly harmless one. I mean, I’m just wearing different clothes and sometimes jerking off. It’s not hurting anyone, right?

I guess I do spend a lot of time thinking about it, browsing clothes online, and dressing up which is time that could go towards other areas of my life… I could be working out and improving my health or something. Maybe I just need to try to find a good balance with everything, or at least find ways to sneak wearing women’s clothing while I’m still productive in my life. If only it were more acceptable for men to wear those sexy, tight yoga pants to the gym. That would be a great way to be productive while dressed up.

Ugh. I shouldn’t even joke about that because I’ll want to do it and won’t be able to stop thinking about it. The more these thoughts consume me, the more likely I am to get caught and I can’t let that happen. I’m still confident with my hiding spot, though it has become very full with my increased wardrobe. Luckily, Kendra never goes into my office let alone searches my closet. I know that’s not the real risk though. The real risk is her coming home when I’m dressed up. Would I be able to hear her in time to change my clothes? And if I did, how quickly would I be able to get undressed and then put my normal clothes back on? Maybe I should run some trials to ease my mind.


March 27th, 2021










Today I had a revelation. It was raining this morning so I wore my bulky winter jacket to work. I arrived at the office at the same time as my coworker Jenna, who was also wearing a large coat herself. We walked in together and as we stepped into the office, we each took off our jackets.

Suddenly, Jenna’s bulky jacketed frame transformed into a petite, curvaceous one. Her large breasts pushed against her white silk blouse and her round ass was on full display in her tight gray slacks. Seeing her made me long to wear her clothes and feel as sexy as she looked. To be her. I probably stared at her far too long… I hope she didn’t notice.

While I know it isn’t possible to look as petite and feminine as her (or Kendra for that matter), it did dawn on me that wearing a heavy jacket can hide a lot — it managed to hide her perfect body after all. It made me think that I could go out in my big jacket while wearing a bra underneath and nobody would be able to tell. Maybe I could even wear more!

I know I shouldn’t. I know that doing so would vastly increase my risk of being caught, but the thought of it is so arousing. So naughty. I think I might have to try it at least once…


April 3rd, 2021










I feel so alive. Seriously. My hands are shaking as I write this. I can’t believe I just wore women’s clothing out in public! It felt amazing.

It started this morning after Kendra left the house early to have brunch with some girlfriends. I was getting dressed to go run some errands when I noticed the sound of rain starting outside our bedroom window.

I shrugged it off at first, but as I grabbed my rain coat I was quickly reminded of the possibilities. I set my jacket back down and stripped off my clothes eagerly. I grabbed a pair of dark purple cheeky panties and put them on, just as I had many times before. Wearing those in public wasn’t as much of a thrill these days, but I still loved how they felt.

The new experience was what else I wore with my panties. I next put on my bra which I had never worn outside of the house before. I started shaking at the idea of doing so, adrenaline coursing through me. It felt so good. I probably should have stopped there, but once I got started I couldn’t stop. I slipped on my thigh highs and attached them to my garter belt to hold them up.

It’s funny to say, but wearing my full set of lingerie almost feels more right than wearing my normal underwear; it’s certainly more comfortable and puts more of a skip in my step. I really don’t get why men can’t wear these types of clothes!

Anyways, once I had my preferred undergarments on, I covered them up with my man clothes. I first put on jeans and noticed that I could still see my stockings on my ankles so I covered them up by wearing high socks. I next put on a t-shirt. I could easily still see the outlines of my bra, but that was quickly resolved by putting on my puffy winter jacket.

My paranoia made me check myself out in every angle in the mirror, making sure that I couldn’t see any sort of sign of my secret. If I pulled my jacket tight against my body I thought I could see faint outlines of the bra straps, but just barely and who would think that was what they were on a man?

I felt so naughty as I made my way out to the car. I was so turned on that I almost couldn’t make it out of the house without jerking off! The feeling of arousal only increased as I backed out of our garage and made my way out into the world. Damn, it was an intoxicating feeling.

While I was out, every time I saw a beautiful woman I felt a new kind of kinship with them, as if we were two of a kind. I couldn’t help but wonder what panties they wore and if they were as sexy as mine. I noticed that I stared at women’s asses a lot more during my outing, but not to ogle them. It was more to see if I could spot their panty lines and figure out what they were wearing.

I managed to go about my errands as normal despite the distraction of my secret. However, by the end my mind was so wrapped up in it that I couldn’t resist making an extra stop. During my previous stop I had seen a woman carrying a bag from a popular lingerie store and that was my tipping point. I needed to go.

The store smelled strongly of perfume. Between the scent and the vast collection of lingerie, it was overwhelming. The store was filled with women. Other than me, there wasn’t a man in sight. I could feel my own bra and panties tingle and my dick grow as I made my first steps inside and started browsing the shelves of lingerie. Doing so was far more exhilarating than it should be; I was both nervous and excited. I loved it.

I ended up picking out a few new pairs of panties as well as a black lace bodysuit teddy. I was trembling as I stood in line and paid for everything, but was all worth it. As I walked out of the store with my little pink bag in hand, I was exhilarated. I was so excited to wear some of my new clothes that I nearly had to find a place to change into it before I got home.

I was hoping to try it all on then, but by the time I returned home Kendra was already back. I was in despair when I opened the garage and saw her car already inside. Instead of getting to try on my new clothes, I had to strip down in the garage and take off all of the women’s clothing I was already wearing. The complete opposite of what I wanted. I hid all of my secret clothing in an old tool box where she likely wouldn’t find it.

My new lingerie will just have to wait.


April 4th, 2021










In a stroke of luck, I managed to find a spare hour to myself today after Kendra went to the gym. I walked her out to her car in the garage, waved goodbye and smiled like a good husband, then the second the garage door closed behind her, I grabbed my stash of clothes that I had hidden yesterday.

I hurried upstairs and ripped off my clothes. My heart pounded hard as I pulled out my new lingerie. My body shook as the lace of the teddy touched my bare skin. My dick swelled up as the back seam of the teddy slipped into my butt crack and the cups of the bra push up my chest ever so slightly. It fit perfectly. It felt amazing.

I next put on my old garter belt and thigh highs and checked out myself in the mirror. I looked like a lingerie model, or at least I imagined I did… I felt sexy like one anyways. I loved it.

I couldn’t resist running my hands all over my body, feeling up my chest and rubbing my tucked dick through the lacy teddy. Needless to say, it didn’t take long before I had to go jerk off. I didn’t even need to watch porn, I just stared at myself in the mirror; one hand on my dick and the other rubbing my breasts.

I never thought I was the type of guy to have a fetish (if that’s what you would call this), but I’ve been learning a lot about myself in the last few months. I’m still not sure where this will take me or how far I’ll go with it. For now, I’m just going to enjoy the ride.


April 17th, 2021










Well, shit. This evening Kendra sat me down for a talk. She said that I’ve been acting strange and distant lately. She said that my sexual appetite has diminished to the point where she hasn’t been feeling sexy or desired. She even said that she has noticed me getting excited when she leaves the house. She asked me if I still loved her. I felt terrible hearing my goddess of a wife ask me that. So terrible and so selfish.

It’s obvious to me that my new kink is the cause of all of this. All the time that I spend aroused by this new stimulus, all the times that I orgasm by myself rather than with my wife. I never thought it might be effecting our relationship, but I suppose I was so engrossed with myself that I never consider how it might effect her.

I apologized profusely and told her over and over again how much I loved her and how beautiful and sexy she was. I told her that I had been stressed out at work lately because of a new project. Yes, I lied, and I felt worse for doing so, but I think it helped and I wasn’t ready to tell her the truth. To be honest, I’m not sure I will ever be able to tell her about this. I can’t even imagine what she would think of me if she found out I liked to wear women’s clothing…

My reassurance seemed to put her at ease, but I could still tell that she didn’t quite believe me. I told her that we should go to bed early so I could prove it to her, but she said she wasn’t in the mood. The rest of the night was very awkward.

I learned a very important lesson today and I now know that I need to find a way to come to a happy medium. I need to find a way to satisfy my new needs while also satisfying my wife. At the end of my day she’s my everything and I would be devastated to lose her. I would do anything for her and I need to find a way to prove that to her.


April 28th, 2021










After our talk, things have still been awkward between Kendra and me. Everything I do to try to prove my love and attraction to her feels forced and like a performance. It’s not though, I’ve simply tried to shift my attention back to her to better appreciate her and her beauty. Everything I’ve tried recently, like grabbing her ass in passing or sneaking up for groping hugs, are things I’ve done throughout our marriage, but now she is receiving them with indifference. I feel like I’m in a lose-lose situation. How do you show your love, appreciation, and attraction towards someone who thinks all of your attempts are fake? It’s been increasingly frustrating.

I’ve been fighting my urges to dress up and jerk off as well which just makes matters worse. I feel so pent up and horny while all my advances towards Kendra get the cold shoulder. I have the gut feeling that the moment I finally give in and jerk off will be the day she’s finally interested in having sex again then I won’t be able to perform well enough to satisfy her. What am I supposed to do?

I guess there is nothing I can do until it works itself out one way or another. I really wish there could be some way that I could combine the two. Would Kendra really be that horrified if she knew I liked to wear women’s clothing? Would it be so bad if I wore a bra and panties under my clothes? I doubt she would even notice. But I would and I would enjoy it.

The thought of telling her… admitting to her… it’s still terrifying. I can’t imagine my secret will live on forever though. Especially the way things are going.


May 5th, 2021










Apparently things haven’t improved enough for Kendra’s sake. When she sat me down again to talk tonight, I couldn’t blame her. I’ve felt the awkwardness and distance continue growing between us, too.

She wants us to try counseling. I told her that I would think about it, but I don’t see how it would help. Maybe it would become a safe space for me to finally admit my secret. Or maybe it would be just one more person that I have to admit it to.

I know that’s what it all comes down to though. It’s my secret. It’s tearing my life apart. I still believe telling Kendra could make things even worse though… Or maybe I’ve just built it up in my head so much that I think it’s much worse than it is. I do wish I had someone to talk to about this and Kendra has always been so supportive of me, but I don’t see how she could possibly relate or understand.
For now I just need more time. I’ll figure out something. I have to. It may come down to me either needing to embrace my urges and admitting them to her or getting over them. Either way, I can’t keep having this secret from her.


May 9th, 2021










I can’t believe it. Holy. Shit. There are so many feelings swirling inside me right now. I feel like I’m ready to explode! Let me just write it out as it happened to try to make sense of it all.

Yesterday, when I came home from work, the house was unusually dark and quiet. I walked around looking for Kendra and eventually found her sitting in the living room next to a pile of clothes. As I walked closer, I quickly recognized the clothes. They were my secret stash of women’s clothing.

I wanted to turn and run. I wasn’t ready for this confrontation. But I didn’t have a choice. She had discovered my secret. Kendra looked at me with a crooked smile and then down at the pile of clothes and asked me to explain it.

I rambled manically and paced around the room for what felt like an eternity until she stopped me and told me that she also found and read my diary - yes, this diary! It felt like my heart stopped for a second when I heard her words. The hurt of her invading my privacy was quickly outweighed by the fear of what she now knew. I’ve admitted so much in this diary; so much about what I’ve been doing and how I’ve been feeling. I can’t believe she read it all!

She told me that she didn’t know how to feel about it, though she was flattered that I was so envious of her looks. I tried to explain to her that it’s just something that arouses me and that I’m still the same guy otherwise. But I could tell that she didn’t quite understand or trust my answers which was worrisome.
After struggling to explain it, she took me by surprise again when she asked me to put the clothes on. Specifically, she told me to put on my sexiest outfit. I wasn’t sure if it was a trap so I declined. I said I didn’t want to (even though I really did). When she further insisted that I get dressed, I caved and went along with it. Well, insisted may be the wrong word. To be honest, it was more of a demand.

I took off my clothes and felt nervous while naked in front of my wife for the first time since we just started dating. My hands shook as I picked out my favorite black teddy, my garter belt, and my thigh highs and put them on. At the same time, my body tingled with arousal and I had to quickly tuck my dick down in the teddy before it could get hard.

Kendra watched me and asked if tucking my dick like that made me feel like more of a woman. I played it down and said it just felt and fit better. She was right though, hiding my bulge did make me feel sexier when I looked at myself dressed up in the mirror.

Last was my dress. I slipped on my tight, form fitting dress and pulled it down into position. I took my time doing so, afraid to look at Kendra and see her final reaction. When I finally did, her face looked… amused. Before I could say anything she was on me, pushing me down onto the couch. She mounted me and grabbed my chest, fondling me as if I had real breasts. She growled at me and asked if I liked it, if it made me feel like a naughty girl. I did and it did.

She leaned back and let her hand slide down beneath my dress. She started to rub my tucked dick between my legs. It quickly grew hard and strained against the teddy. I remember she said something like, “It’s been years since I’ve rubbed someone else’s pussy. Does this feel good?”

My arousal was unlike anything I had ever felt before. I felt out of control with lust and desire. I pushed myself up and grabbed the back of her head, pulling her lips towards mine. I kissed her and she returned it. We made out passionately as she rubbed my dick and I held her tight, keeping our lips locked while our chests rubbed against each other. I could feel her bra on mine.

It didn’t take long before I needed more. I flipped her around and down onto the couch. I ripped off her pants and let loose my hard cock from under my lingerie. I climbed over her and felt my thigh highs brushing against her smooth, feminine legs. Then I grabbed her wrists and pinned her down as I thrusted my dick inside her.

She gasped and told me that I wasn’t being very lady like, but I was beyond that. I needed her. I wanted her. I took her. Unfortunately, after our foreplay, my arousal was so high that I came quickly. Probably far too quickly to be honest, but it felt amazing nonetheless. I felt a euphoria like never before.

I held her on the cramped couch until we both fell asleep, her head nuzzled between the cups of my bra. We were both exhausted from the massive amount of emotions that we had just released.

I woke up feeling different. In a sense I felt lighter, like a large weight had been lifted off of me. When she woke up we crawled off of the couch and I quickly realized that I was still wearing my dress and lingerie. I didn’t really want to talk about it anymore and would have rather just soaked in the bliss of last night, but it was hard to avoid when I was still dressed up.

Amazingly, Kendra gave me a kiss and told me that she was okay with it as long as I did it on my own time. She said that she might be up for more experiences like last night on a rare occasion, but ultimately she didn’t want to see me prancing around in a dress all the time. I laughed happily at her answer as I felt a rejuvenated love for her.

She is amazing. Why did I ever doubt that she would be anything other than supportive of me? I definitely feel like a fool and like I’ve done her a disservice by hiding my secret and harming our relationship over it. 
But now that my secret is out in the open and she is okay with it… now I need to do anything I can to prove to her that I still love her and want to be with her.

I’m also going to have to hide this diary in a new place so she can’t find it again.


May 22nd, 2021










Everything was seemingly going back to normal between Kendra and I; our love life was improving, the awkwardness between us had dissipated, and the burden of my secret had left me. But sometimes I feel like good is never good enough for Kendra…

Earlier today she asked me how often I dress up. I asked her if she really wanted to know the answer because she told me she wanted me to keep it a secret. She insisted on knowing. I lied and told her two or three times a week when the actual answer was that I at least wore panties every day.

I wasn’t sure if she believed me, but even my lie seemed to unsettle her. I’m not sure why she couldn’t just let it be. I thought this was all behind us, but now it seems to be right in front of us again.

Now the awkwardness is back and I’m sure she will reject any attempt at sex I initiate because she will be so focused on whatever is bothering her. I guess for now I’ll just have to give her some time to figure things out. I just hope she can forget about my kink and let it return to being my little secret.


May 25th, 2021










Well, my life just got a lot more interesting to say the least… Kendra sat me down once again and this time she gave me an ultimatum. I mean, she didn’t outright give me an ultimatum, but it definitely felt like if I didn’t do what she said then our relationship would take a catastrophic hit. But I guess it needed to be that way in order for her to get me to agree to her crazy request.

It was seriously crazy. I still can’t believe I agreed to it.

Basically, she said that after thinking about it more, she didn’t like the idea of me dressing up in women’s clothing and jerking off. She said that in a weird way it felt like I was cheating on her. I don’t necessarily get it, but I can understand how she would be hurt by such a feeling.

Anyways, she said that she would still be okay with me dressing up as long as I didn’t jerk off when I did it. It certainly wasn’t an ideal request as I enjoy doing it, but at the same time, she would never be able to know if I did jerk off so I agreed. That simple, right?

Wrong. She pulled out this weird plastic device that was shaped like a small dick with a big ring in the back. She told me to put the ring around my balls and dick and then slip the cover over my dick. I must have looked at her like she was out of her mind because that’s certainly how I felt. I was even more floored when she then said it would lock on.

I told her there was no way I would ever lock something over my dick. But then she had to use her charm. “Just try it. For me,” she said to guilt me into it. Just try it, sure… She will just give me the key right back and let me unlock it, right?

Wrong again! What an idiot I am. So yes, I still have this ridiculous cage locked on my dick as I write this. Not only can I not touch my dick with this thing on, but it can’t even get erect! My limp dick barely fits into it so when I get turned on my dick pushes against the cage and can’t get hard. It’s so weird and so cruel. To make matters worse, she had to give me a pink one. It’s so girly! Although, maybe that’s why she picked that color for me? I do have panties that would match it pretty well…

She told me it was called a chastity cage and that, yes, it would be used to help me be chaste and abstain from jerking off. She said that I was free to do whatever I want in my free time as long as I saved myself for her. When she put it that way it was hard to argue; it seems like such a romantic and sweet request. But I’m used to jerking off all the time and a man needs his release!

I really hope she lets me out of this thing soon. I don’t know how long I can put up with it.


May 28th, 2021










Okay, it’s official. I really hate this cage. I wake up in the middle of the night when my dick tries to get hard, it’s hard to pee with it on, and, most annoyingly, I can’t touch my own dick or jerk off! It’s maddening.

To make matters worse, Kendra doesn’t seem to be acting any better around me either. I thought that if I agreed to her crazy request that our relationship would continue improving. But it’s not so I’m not sure what the point of this is.

If I’m going to “save myself for her” then shouldn’t she want to use my dick more? Apparently it’s having the opposite effect because now she seems even less inclined to have sex despite my many pleas for it.

I’m not sure what I’m going to do if I can’t get her to take it off soon. It’s not like it’s hurting, but it’s definitely uncomfortable. AND I REALLY WANT TO CUM!


June 1st, 2021










It has now been a week with my dick locked in a cage. A week. I feel like I’m horny all the time. All. The. Time. My dick is constantly straining against the cage and driving me crazy.

I’m growing more and more desperate, too. I find myself jumping at any opportunity to help Kendra and have been going out of my way to be extra nice; surprising her by making her dinner, bringing her gifts, and even preemptively doing chores that I know she will ask me to do. She seems to be perking up at my efforts so I guess I will have to keep at them until I can convince her to take this cage off. If this is how it’s going to be when she locks me up, however, I don’t think I would ever let her put it back on me.

Hah! When I reread what I just wrote I feel like I’m writing one of those lost in space survival novels... It’s been a week since I lost contact with the USS MyDick. Despite numerous attempts, it feels like all efforts are futile. I’ve calculated my chances of survival and, sadly, they’re looking slim. Still, I hold on to hope that contact will soon be made and that I’ll finally be able to get back to my crew. Keeping this transmission short to keep airways open. Signing out for now. Over and out.


June 7th, 2021










Yesterday, I once again tried to initiate sex… okay, let’s be honest, I was practically begging for sex. Anyways, she said something like, “Wouldn’t your energy be better put to use by cleaning the kitchen? Maybe washing the dishes, cleaning the counter, and vacuuming? The house has become such a mess and it’s so hard to think about sex in its current state… but if the house was a little tidier, then maybe I would feel more in the mood.”

I asked if she was going to help me clean and she said no, that she was just going to rest. That sat a little sour in my mouth, but I was dying to get my cage unlocked so I did all of the cleaning myself.

After an hour spent cleaning the kitchen and making it shine, I returned to her to let her know. Do you know what she did? She actually went to examine my work! And not just casually, she did a thorough inspection. While she examined the kitchen, she didn’t let on if she was impressed or not. It was quickly becoming panic inducing and I was actually growing worried that I didn’t do enough to please her! Luckily, at the end, she turned to me, took my hand, and led me upstairs to our bedroom.

I was practically shaking with excitement as we approached our bed and she started taking off her clothes. I joined in and jumped into bed, naked other than my cage. She pulled out a small lockbox from beneath the bed and entered a combination to unlock it. From inside she pulled out a necklace containing a key. The key to my chastity cage.

She dangled it in front of me as she slipped under the bedding and into bed, but as my hand reached out to grab it she quickly snatched it away. “Me first,” she said as she pointed down towards her pussy.

Fuck, that was sexy. I threw off the bedding, crawled down between her legs, and started eating her pussy with the passion of a thousand burning suns, my dick straining and encouraging me the entire time. With her legs propped up over my shoulders, she writhed and moaned as my tongue tickled her clit and my dick throbbed in its cage. I could barely contain myself. I was so turned on that I thought I might cum in my cage (if that’s even possible).

When she eventually orgasmed, I was exhausted, but also exhilarated. I was hornier than ever and it seemed like I was finally going to get unlocked from my cage. She definitely made me sweat though. She gave me a line about how much I had just tired her out and how she was ready for bed after such an amazing orgasm. I didn’t buy it though and I’m glad I didn’t give in. I climbed on top of her and started kissing her. Starting on her neck and working my way to her lips. I built her drive back up and she couldn’t resist.

But before she allowed me to fuck her she stopped me and made me make a promise, one that I definitely now regret making. She pushed me back and held up the key. She told me that if I wanted to use it that I had to agree to her terms. “I’ll let you out of your cage and we can have sex, but you have to agree to put the cage right back on afterwards and you have to agree to a new set of responsibilities around the house, like cleaning kitchen regularly since you did it so well tonight.”

I’ll admit that in that moment, her having that power over me was pretty sexy and aided in my decision. I definitely didn’t want to put the cage back on, but I also felt extremely desperate. I needed to cum. I had to cum. So I had to agree.

She gave me the key and let me remove my cage. Touching my dick again felt so weird. It felt so spongy. When her cold and soft hands touched it my whole buddy shivered in delight. After so long without being touched, my dick felt so sensitive. It only took a second for it to get hard in her hand and then the game was on. I didn’t want to miss my chance so I jumped back on top of her and slipped my hard cock inside her.

The warmth of her pussy on my sensitive dick felt so good. I felt like a I was a virgin again, experiencing it for the first time. It felt amazing.

Unfortunately, it may have felt a little too amazing and I again came in record time, just like I had when I fucked her while dressed in lingerie. The combination of not cumming in 12 days and the sensitivity of my dick was too much to overcome. But it was amazing while it lasted, for me at least. I recall briefly feeling bad for another poor performance, but I think the heightened euphoria quickly clouded my mind and distracted me.

She did seem a little disappointed at first, but her smile returned when she reminded me to be true to my word and lock the chastity cage back on. I didn’t feel great about doing it, but I was relaxed enough to give in. To be honest, I was also a little intrigued to see if I could have that great of an orgasm again after being caged. She took the key and locked it back in her box and told me that she would come up with a list of chores that I would need to start doing around the house if I wanted to get unlocked again. I felt powerless to argue so I didn’t bother and instead I drifted off into my best sleep in weeks.

This chastity cage is suddenly resulting in a lot of work for me, but last night was really sexy. Her control and power over me, the amplified feeling of my dick inside of her, and my supercharged orgasm. If she continues to insist that I wear this cage, then perhaps it will just become a sexy new game of ours. If it stays fun and sexy like tonight, then I think I might like wearing this cage after all.


June 12th, 2021










I. Am. Exhausted. After a few days went by, I thought that maybe Kendra had forgotten about giving me my new list of chores, but today I found out that I was not so lucky. Not even remotely lucky.

This morning she brought me her list, or well, two lists really. The first was my daily chores; what she now expected me to do every day. It included making the bed, washing the dishes, cleaning the kitchen, and making dinner. The second was my weekend chores; what she expected me to get done on the weekends. This list was much longer and included vacuuming the house, cleaning all surfaces, deep cleaning the kitchen and bathrooms, and laundry - even her laundry!

I asked her why I needed to start doing her laundry and she told me that if I wanted to know what it felt like being a woman, then I needed to take over everything that she did around the house. I rolled my eyes and said that’s not what I meant, that I just liked dressing up. I expected her to laugh at my response, but she winked at me and gave me an intriguing look… a look that made me curious enough to do as she said.

She suggested that I do all of the weekend chores in one day to get them over with so that’s what I did today. All day. And now I’m beat. You might be wondering what Kendra did while I cleaned… Well, she went to the gym, took a long, hot shower, then made a big lunch and left a mess for me to clean. She was no help at all.

While I cleaned, I thought a lot about what is happening between us and I just couldn’t understand it. I thought it might help if I wrote it all down so here it goes…

First, she found my diary and read it which resulted in her discovering my secret desires to wear women’s clothing. She then told me she found out and told me to dress up for her. I did so and then we ended up having amazing sex. Afterwards, she told me that she didn’t want to see me dressed up, but she was okay with it if I did it in private. Shortly after that, she suddenly isn’t okay if I jerk off while dressed up so she locks me up in a chastity cage and keeps me locked up for almost two weeks. Then, she finally lets me fuck her again, but only if I agree to lock the cage back on and promise to do her chores which has suddenly become all of the household chores.

Phew! I’m exhausted from just writing this all out!

I feel like she’s definitely working towards something and I feel like I’m stuck going along with it because of my secret and because I don’t want to upset her or lose her. Either way, as long as I’m locked in this chastity cage then I kind of have to do what she says. There is still a little sexiness to that dynamic, but not quite enough to make not being able to jerk off worth it.

Well, at least Kendra told me that I would be getting a reward for my work today. I need to hurry to bed to find out. If I continue to get rewards for my work, then maybe that will make it all worth it. I’m really hoping we have sex again, but of course we will, what other reward would I get?


June 13th, 2021










No sex. My reward for my day of labor was “the chance to pleasure your wife”. That’s what Kendra told me when we went up to bed last night. I could tell she was extremely pleased with herself when she told me and saw my reaction. She’s clearly having enough fun for both of us with this chastity arrangement.

Now don’t get me wrong, I love going down on her, but I can’t help but feel so defeated hearing that we wouldn’t have sex. I worked so hard to make her happy during the day… Shouldn’t I get some pleasure of my own in return?

I tried to plea with her and I thought I might have won her over because she said she would see how she felt after I made her cum. But of course afterwards she said, “That was exhausting. I think we should both just go to bed and save your pleasure for another night.”
Those were gut wrenching words. My dick was pressing hard against my cage, dying to get released. I got so worked up from going down on her and was about to get nothing in return once again. I’m really not sure what she’s trying to do to me, but I think she may just drive me crazy before she reaches her own goals. Whatever those are…

I had plenty of time to think more about things while I laid awake, unable to sleep until my sex drive cooled off. I still can’t figure out her plan. Is she trying to make me her slave? Her man servant? Is this all just some elaborate lesson that she’s trying to teach me? Maybe I should just tell her that I’m done with dressing up. Maybe that would end all of this.

The problem is… I’m not done with it.


June 20th, 2021










These new chores are really time consuming. I don’t know how Kendra used to do them all by herself and make them look so effortless. Maybe I should just surprise her by hiring a housekeeper to do all this work. I think we would both like it if someone else did all this manual labor for us.

Overall, I’m in a much better mood about my chores though. Why is that? Because last night we had sex again. I’m not sure if it was because I did a better job on my weekend chores or if she was just in a better mood, but once I was done she grabbed my hand and swept me away upstairs. There, she unlocked my cage and let me go at her.

Once again my dick felt super sensitive after being locked up in its cage for a while and once again it felt amazing. I managed to last a little longer this time which was also nice. After, I melted into a puddle of ecstasy and was utterly exhausted from the long day of cleaning. I tried to use that as my excuse for letting her lock the chastity cage back on, but honestly, and I know this is probably crazy to say, but I’m kind of starting to like how it feels.

In the brief moments when I haven’t had my cage on, I’ve kind of felt naked without it. I even kind of like how it feels when my dick strains against it now. It even fits well under my panties when I wear them. Geez… I can’t believe I actually like this device now. I can’t believe I let her lock it on me again either!

I guess I won’t be touching my dick again for another couple of weeks…


June 24th, 2021










This is getting exhausting. Every day I have to get home, make dinner, clean up dinner, tidy the house, and then all of my free time is gone. Specifically, all the time that I used to spend satisfying my urges to dress up in my women’s clothing. By the time I’m done with my chores, Kendra is home and I’m not allowed to dress up when she’s home. I miss the feeling of sexiness I had when I put on my bra and panties. I miss wearing my dress and touching myself while I admire myself in the mirror.

And that’s why today I finally suggested that we should hire a housekeeper to do all this work. I told her that it feels like too much work for just one person. She laughed hysterically at me and reminded me that she had been doing it by herself for years. She said that I will continue to clean the house if I want to continue having my cage unlocked on occasion.

Part of me wonders if this was Kendra’s plan. To take away my ability to touch myself and fill my time with tedious chores so I can’t dress up anymore. Maybe she wasn’t as okay with it all as she led me to believe.

I think I need to test this theory by attempting to regain the part of me that I’m missing. I’m going to tell her that I should be able to wear panties while I do my chores. I think that’s only fair if we won’t be getting a housekeeper.

And, yeah, I know I could probably just wear panties beneath my clothes and sneak around in them. But by asking her I can see how she really feels about my desires.


June 25th, 2021










I did it. I told her that I should get to wear panties while I cleaned. I even reminded her that she said that she wanted me to clean so I could feel more like a woman. Well, women wear panties therefore I should, too.

To my surprise… she agreed! She said I could wear them as long as they were covered. That works for me — it’s not like I was about to strut around wearing only a thong!

Now that the door is open, I do wonder if I should have asked for more. Haggled with her, you know? Maybe I should have at least asked to wear a bra and panties, both of which I could hide underneath my clothes. Oh well, at least I know she’s not trying to change me or prevent me from dressing up. I mean, she may still have some alternative motives for this whole chastity cage thing that she hasn’t told me yet - or maybe she just wants me to do all the cooking and cleaning. That makes sense to me.

Whatever the reason, starting tomorrow, I’ll be wearing panties while I clean and it definitely has me more excited about my chores.


July 3rd, 2021










Wow. Wow, wow, wow. WOW!

Well, I got my wish and then some. I’m still a bit speechless from everything that transpired today, but I’m going to try to write it all out. I think that getting it on paper will help me actualize it.

Today started out like any normal Saturday. I woke up, made my breakfast and coffee, then sat down to read as I enjoyed my morning. Enjoyed it while I could that is, because once I’m done it’s time to clean for the rest of the day. Kendra sat across from me at the table and, as always, eventually interrupted my relaxation to tell me it was time to get started. This time, she also reminded me that tomorrow was the 4th of July and that we were having friends over for a little party; the house needed to be extra clean.

Hearing that wasn’t very exciting to me because it meant that today’s work would likely take longer than normal and she would be much more critical of my cleaning. But then she surprised me when she told me that she wanted me wear something special while I cleaned today. “Give me five minutes and then meet me in the bedroom,” she told me. I had no idea what she had in mind, but she had me very intrigued. I cleaned up breakfast as she went upstairs to prepare.

What I soon saw laid out on our bed absolutely blew me away. I was tempted to slap myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming! The bed was covered with a black dress, bra, thong, thigh highs, fluffy white petticoat, and a large brown box. That’s right, the bed was covered in women’s clothing.

I stared at her, both speechless and confused, until she talked. She told me that it was all for me and that she wanted me to clean the house while I wore it. All of it. She wanted me to be her maid.

At first I felt like it was a trap. It was too good to be true. I thought that she was testing me in some way. I asked her if she was serious and she insisted. She said it was a win-win for both of us. She would get a clean house and I would get to exercise my interests. Apparently she got the idea from me when I suggested that we get a housekeeper. Why hire a housekeeper when she could make me the maid, she said. Hah!

I was stunned. I couldn’t believe she was saying this. I still can’t believe she suggested it! She further convinced me by saying that I would be cleaning all day anyways so I might as well have some fun with it. She didn’t need to push me any more after that. I believed her and I agreed to dress up.

Kendra left me alone to get dressed. I quickly got undressed and put on all of the new clothes that she had set out for me. Everything fit very well and felt nice. The only thing it was missing was a garter belt to hold up the thigh highs, but I I included my own to help with that. Otherwise, I was very impressed with the outfit she gave me and ecstatic to add more to my wardrobe. The outfit was all black other than the white petticoat. The petticoat was an especially nice touch; it gave my dress skirt a nice bounce to it and made me feel like I was more appropriately dressed to be a maid.

By this point, the only item left on the bed was the box. I wasn’t sure if it was for me or not, but I decided to peek inside anyways. Somehow I was even more stunned by what I saw. Inside was a pair of black high heels. I took them out, set them on the ground, and then slipped my feet into them. I felt a surge of sexiness consume me as I looked down at my heel clad feet. I loved them.

Now that I was all dressed up, I took a few awkward steps in my new heels towards a mirror to check myself out. At first glance, I looked like a woman who was very conservatively dressed in a black dress. But I could feel the bra, thong, and garter belt below the dress and they made me feel sexy. I wanted to scream out in glee that MY WIFE had bought me this outfit and told me to clean the house while wearing it. Seriously, I still don’t know if I’m dreaming or not!

Once my excitement cooled a little, I finally walked downstairs. Kendra whistled at me when she saw me and told me to do a spin for her. I blushed as I turned around for her and watched my skirt fly up. We both laughed and then she walked up to me and grabbed my waist. It’s hard to explain, but in that moment I felt like I was hers for the taking. She gave me a soft kiss and then turned me around, slapped me on the ass, and told me to get to work. She added that I better do a good job or else I wouldn’t be allowed to dress up again.

Needless to say, that was all the motivation I needed. I spent the next six hours busting my ass off. I was sweating through my dress and my feet were aching in my heels, but I pushed through it all to impress her. By the time I was done, I felt like I could barely move anymore. I crashed on the couch while Kendra walked around the house to inspect my work. I was relieved when she seemed impressed. She told me that dressing up was my reward for today and I was too exhausted to complain.

There had been many times throughout the day when I would have loved for her to reward me, however. Whenever she interacted with me, especially when she gave me that first kiss, I was so aroused. Also anytime she bossed me around. I loved when she asked me to make her lunch and treated me like I was actually a maid. If she had rewarded me during any of those times, that would have been amazing.

I’m definitely not complaining though! It’s funny to say, but I’m actually excited for my next chance to clean all weekend. That is unless I can find more reasons to be allowed to dress up before then.


July 5th, 2021










Our Fourth of July party was yesterday I’m thoroughly exhausted from it. Not only did we stay up late to watch fireworks and host our party, but once the last guest had left, Kendra made me clean the house. She told me that she wanted to wake up tomorrow and see no sign that we had thrown a party. She also said that she was tired from hosting and would be in bed resting. That meant that I had to do all the cleaning once again. But I was fine with it because I didn’t think that cleaning up would that long… but it did.

On the plus side, I was still reveling in the multiple complements we received about how clean and tidy our house looked. They all assumed it was Kendra’s doing and she gladly took credit for it. When I mentioned it to her later, she told me that she did deserve the credit, because she had found the maid and supervised her all day. I couldn’t argue with that, however, I did try to spin it into being allowed to dress up as the maid again to clean after the party.

Instead of answering yes or no, she instead gave me a choice. She said that if I did a good job cleaning as myself, then I may be generously rewarded for all of my hard work, but if I instead wanted to clean up as the maid, then that would be my reward for today.

I had a strong feeling that she meant sex and even though I had been locked in my chastity cage for almost a month, I was honestly torn by the decision. Ultimately, I had to side with sex because my opportunities for it seem to be becoming so few and far between.

Luckily, I was right. Once I was done tidying the house and doing the dishes, she was in bed waiting for me. As I approached the bed she tossed me the keys to my chastity cage and I nearly broke them as I fumbled with the lock.

My dick felt even more sensitive inside her this time after being locked in its cage even longer. If that’s how it will always feel after being locked up for extended periods… well then maybe it won’t be so bad. I definitely think I will find out because she once again made me lock my cage back on after we had sex. I definitely think I made the right choice in choosing to not dress up, but I do hope that I can dress up as her maid again soon.


July 17th, 2021










There was yet another monumental change today. As of today I now have a mistress. Mistress… how sexy is that? That’s what I’m to call Kendra from now on and I love it.

She commands me in every way. She gives me lists of chores, weekly menus to cook, and tells me what to wear — at least when she wants me to be her maid which she finally did again today.

I think I have to credit myself for getting her to tell me to be the maid again today. I really had the urge to dress up today so I decided to be proactive after she denied my desire last weekend. So what did I do? I decided to serve her breakfast in bed thinking that it might plant a seed in her head about another way I could serve her.

She was amazed by the tray of freshly cut fruit, fluffy pancakes, and hot coffee. I set the tray down next to her, gave her a bow and a kiss good morning, then slipped out to let her wake up and eat in peace. By the time she was done and came downstairs, she was all smiles. She wasted no time before ordering me to get the maid and clean up the mess in the bedroom.

I was beyond thrilled to get the opportunity to be her maid again and beyond pleased that my plan had worked. I rushed upstairs and changed into my maid outfit. Everything fit just as nicely as it did the first time. Feeling the dress and stockings again on my skin made my dick strain against its cage. After I put my heels on I checked myself out in the mirror. Fuck, I loved how I looked.

I wanted to go straight to Kendra, hoping we might make out again or that she might complement my look, but I knew that I needed to clean up first. That’s when I first realized what a mess she had left me from her breakfast. It looked like an animal had eaten breakfast in our bed. There were sheets and blankets scattered all over, food and crumbs everywhere, and dirty plates on the floor. Kendra clearly didn’t want to make my maid work easy for me. That was alright with me; it just meant more time for me to stay dressed up.

I quickly, yet thoroughly, cleaned up her mess, replaced the dirty bed sheets and made the bed, then made my way downstairs to find Kendra, still hoping for some sort of kinky interaction with her.

I wasn’t disappointed when I made it to the kitchen. Kendra was there waiting for me. She was leaning against the counter with her arms crossed and a serious look on her face. “Did it really take you that long to get ready and bring those dishes downstairs?” she questioned me.

I remember a growing sense of anxiety from first hearing her words, but once it dawned on me that she was back to playing my superior, that anxiety flipped into arousal. I played up my end by apologizing and bowing to her, but none of that seemed to be enough for her. Finally she snapped and yelled, “Bend over!”

I did as I was told and soon felt the harsh slap of her hand on my bare ass. She spanked me several more times. Each time she seemed to get more into it. The harder she spanked me, the louder I moaned. When she finally stopped, she told me to face her and that’s when she introduced herself. She told me that from now on she would be my “Mistress”.

I loved everything about her new persona. It not only showed me the power that she had over me, but also showed me that she, too, was enjoying herself in our new arrangement. It also made it more promising that I would get to dress up as her maid more often.

She continued to give me a list of new rules: I must always address her as Mistress, I must always do as she says, and I must understand that I was dressed as a maid to work, not to play or fool around. She told me that she would be watching me to make sure I followed her rules and that there would be consequences if I disobeyed.

My dick was pushing harder than ever against its cage. It’s doing it again right now just thinking about it. Fuck, it was all so sexy. Her words oozed power and control. I felt more in love with my outfit than ever after her talk, especially when she concluded it by tying a small white apron around my waist to complete my maid look. I was in heaven.

With my new rules and apron, I finally got started cleaning the house. I worked until the late afternoon, cleaning and cooking for her. Kendra kept to her word, too. If she didn’t like my work or thought that I was slacking, she made sure to spank me again. Five times she stopped me to demean me and my work and administer spankings.

When I was finally finished she once again made her rounds through the house to fully examine my work. She said she approved, but would have a long list of additional chores for me next time. I, of course, couldn’t resist from asking when that would be. To my delight, she said that from now on the maid would be coming back every Saturday.

I tried to hide my excitement, but I felt like I was shaking in glee. I thanked her for the opportunity and turned to leave. She grabbed my hand and stopped me. She pulled me back to her and kissed me passionately. My dick was throbbing at the taste of her lips. She soon pushed me away and gave me a devilish smile before sending me on my way.

What an amazing day. What an amazing life! I can’t wait to dress up again. I can’t wait to be her maid again so I can properly serve my mistress.


July 22nd, 2021










Well, I’ve learned a new lesson about my mistress. Her new expectations and disciplines do not relate only to the maid. They apply to me when I’m not dressed up as well.

I’m not sure if that was her original plan, but after I made a few mistakes over the last week, that’s the way it ended up. First, I overcooked dinner one night. Then, I forgot to run the dishwasher the next night. The final straw was today when I forgot to make the bed. The odd thing was that I walked passed our messy bed so many times and kept pushing off making it. I wonder if subconsciously I wanted to see if she would do something if I didn’t make it. Or maybe I hoped that if I forgot, then she would make the maid do it.

Whatever the reason why I skipped my chore, my mistress wasn’t pleased. She told me that I had been disappointing her all week and that I needed to be punished in order to be taught a lesson. She told me to bend over the bed. I was worried that she would find the panties I wore under my pants, but she ripped my clothes off so furiously that I don’t think she noticed.

She rubbed my bare ass gently before giving it a harsh spanking. Between each spank she made me tell her what I did wrong over the week. I loved it, even if my ass was stinging with pain afterwards.

Then, to my disappointment, she told me that I clearly didn’t understand my place in our household yet. She told me that all rewards would need to be withheld for the foreseeable future until I learned my place and did my chores properly. That also meant that my chastity cage would be staying on longer.

It’s already been over two weeks since we last had sex. Last time we went nearly a month before she finally unlocked my cage. Does that mean it will be another two weeks until I get another chance? Or does that mean she plans to keep me locked even longer…?


August 14th, 2021










Another day, another new experience. That’s how my life seems to work these days. Ever since my wife turned me into her maid, my life has become delightfully ever-changing.

That trend continued today as it was another Saturday which meant it was another routine day with me acting as the house maid. Of course these days are never that routine and are often filled with surprises as I never know what type of interaction I will get from my mistress. Will she fool around with me? Punish me? Or perhaps something new?

Today was the latter. Today was amazing.

I really hit my stride early. I was zooming around the house, multi-tasking, and getting my chores done not only more efficiently, but better. I’m not sure if it was a culmination of my growing experience with my household chores or if everything just clicked today. Whatever the reason for my improvements, they did not go unnoticed.

Towards the end of the day, Kendra told me that she was impressed with my work and said to meet her in the bedroom when I was done. Needless to say, my efficiency and speed only improved after hearing that. I rushed through my remaining tasks then hurried upstairs where I found her laying in bed reading. At first nothing seemed out of the ordinary. She was fully dressed and just relaxing. But then se shut her book and told me to bend over.

I was confused because I was expecting a reward so I asked her if I had done something wrong to deserve a punishment. She told me no, that it was the opposite. I had earned a new type of reward, one that she was certain I would enjoy. I still didn’t understand, but I followed my orders. She walked behind me and flipped my skirt onto my back and then grabbed my ass cheeks. It felt nice, but I was still worried that she was going to spank me so I didn’t allow myself to fully enjoy it.

Then, to my surprise, I heard a squirt and felt my panties get pulled to the side. Something cold touched my asshole and I flinched, not knowing what it was. Kendra giggled and told me to relax. I tried, but quickly clenched up again when I felt a small pressure on my ass.

She told me that my reward would turn into a punishment if I didn’t relax, so again I tried. I closed my eyes and took deep breaths. I again felt something cold and wet apply pressure to my asshole and then, suddenly, I felt it go inside. I gasped at the sensation.

Kendra told me it was just her finger and asked me if I liked it. I still didn’t really know what was going on so I didn’t know. I didn’t hate it though. She continued moving her finger in and out of me slowly. The more she did, the more I found myself able to relax, and the more I started to enjoy it. She started pushing her finger in deeper as my asshole became more welcoming.

I couldn’t believe it, but I really liked how it felt. I liked her finger fucking me. Kendra was getting into it, too. She started fucking me faster and started spanking my ass and berating me for enjoying getting fucked, calling me a dirty slut. That only made me like it more. I felt so naughty taking her finger in my ass.

But soon she suddenly stopped and pushed me down onto the bed. I flipped myself over to see what was going on and that’s when I noticed that she had the key to my chastity cage dangling from a necklace which she was taking off. I spread my legs apart and let her unlock my cage. My dick surged out of its cage and instantly became erect in the excitement of the moment.

Kendra striped off her clothes and told me to stay where I was. I wasn’t going to argue and risk whatever was about to happen so I stayed laying on the bed as I watched her get undressed.

She crawled onto the bed like a ravenous predator and then turned around and mounted me in a reverse cowgirl position. My dick easily slipped inside of her which told me that she was just as turned on as I was. She started using my dick, bouncing up and down to fuck her self. I tried to add well timed thrusts of my own to participate in the process even though she was clearly in her own heated fervor. Soon she surprised me once again when I felt her fingers between my legs. They creeped around until they found my asshole. Once they found it, her finger penetrated me and she started finger fucking me again.

She moved her finger back and forth as she ground her pussy on my dick. Fuck, it felt so amazing. I’m not sure I even lasted for 20 more seconds after that, but who could with all that sexy stimulation?

When she knew I was done she got off of me and went to the bathroom to clean up. I was so enamored by her after the pleasure she had just given me that I wanted to do good by her as thanks. In the tangle of blankets and sheets I was able to find my chastity cage and I quickly locked myself back up as I knew she would want. I kept my legs spread open so she could see it for herself when she returned.

She quickly noticed and seeing what I had done gave her a huge smile. She leaned down and kissed me as she reclaimed her keys from my hand. Then she whispered, “Good maids, get good rewards. Keep up the good work and you won’t be disappointed. I’ll make you feel like the slut you want to be.”

So, yeah. I think I’m going to be working my ass off next weekend when I get to be the maid again. Next weekend and every weekend after that. I can’t wait to find out how else she might reward me in the future. I just hope it comes sooner than six weeks like it took this last time.


August 28th, 2021










After breakfast today, just before I retreated upstairs to get dressed as the maid, Kendra told me that she had a surprise for me. We went upstairs to the bedroom together and there she pulled out a small box from her closet. Inside was a small black rubbery looking object which she handed me.

She told me this would now be part of my maid uniform so I was to wear it every time I got dressed up. When I asked her what it was, she laughed at me and told me it was a butt plug. That’s right, she wants me to have something in my ass the whole time I clean as the maid.

The whole thing was rather unexpected, but I hesitantly agreed because of the sex we had recently when she fingered me. It was a weird new experience, but also one that I would gladly welcome back. I was very curious how this butt plug might rival her finger.

Well, after wearing it for most of the day I can say that it very much rivals her finger. The first few hours were especially amazing because it had a vibrate feature that Kendra turned on for me. The buzzing inside me… it was so stimulating.

At one point, Kendra grabbed me and started making out with me. It’s always a massive turn on when she kisses me while I’m dressed up, but today… today she reached around and started pressing the butt plug deeper inside of me. She would push it in, then release, push it in, then release. That’s right, she was fucking me with the butt plug. It hit pleasure points I never knew existed! The whole thing was mind breaking. I swear I felt like I was about to cum by the end of it. My dick was raging in its cage.

Unfortunately, the butt plug’s battery soon died and the vibrations stopped for the rest of the day. Then, when I finished, Kendra told me that she was happy with my work, but not excited by it (whatever that means) so she didn’t feel I deserved a reward. I had to take a long, cold shower to relax after that disappointment. I’ve only been locked up for two weeks, but after today and the vibrating butt plug, I feel more sexually pent up than ever. 
I guess I’m just going to have to work harder to impress her next time and earn my reward.


September 14th, 2021










I feel like I’m the luckiest girl (feels silly, but also good to write “girl”). During dinner tonight, Kendra told me that she had another surprise for me. I tried to keep my cool the rest of the meal, but the anticipation was building with every passing second. Finally, when she was finished eating, she told me to clean the table and then meet her in the bedroom.

So many different thoughts of what her surprise might be coursed through my mind. Could it be sex? Could she want the maid to come? Or maybe she wanted to give me a new sexual experience again?

Well, it was none of those things, but it was equally as good. When I arrived in our bedroom, she was sitting on the bed with an assortment of clothes next to her, just like that first fateful day when she gave me my maids outfit. As I approached, it became clear that it was all for me which she confirmed. I was elated.

She told me that she was tired of seeing the maid wear the same boring clothes every visit. She wanted to see the maid in a variety of outfits and accessories. Looking at the clothes on the bed, I could see that she meant it. There were several blouses, two short skirts, serval pairs of panties, two new pairs of thigh highs, and a corset. Everything was black other than one pair of thigh highs which was white.

The corset had me the most excited. I couldn’t wait to try it on. I asked her if I could, but sadly she said no. She said that the maid could wear some of it the next time she was here. I hoped I was able to hide my disappointment and that I didn’t come off as ungrateful for all the amazing gifts that my mistress gave me.

But ugh! We’re still FOUR days away from Saturday and my next day as the maid. This is going to be an excruciatingly long week! I’ll just have to channel all this excitement into the service of my mistress this week so I can really show her how grateful I am for her gifts.


September 18th, 2021










Today was the day! I finally got to wear some of my new maid clothes. Waiting four days to try them on was truly as painful as I had expected, but today was worth the wait.

All morning I was fidgeting and couldn’t stop thinking about which combination of blouse and skirt I would wear. I knew I would for sure wear the corset, but everything else was up in the air. I hoped I would be allowed the time to try everything on before I had to start cleaning so I could pick out an outfit that felt right for today.

I didn’t end up getting that chance, but what happened was even better. After breakfast I told Kendra that I was going to go get the maid (yes, we talk about the maid like it’s a different person - I kind of like it, it makes me feel more in character when I’m dressed up). To my surprise, she told me that she would join me and help me with my outfit. She said that I would need help putting on the corset for the first time — I definitely did.

It was strange getting dressed up in front of her. I had only done it once before and I remember being equally as nervous then. I quickly put on my bra and panties and then pulled out my new corset. It was thick, heavily ribbed, and had garter straps dangling from it. The front had hook and eye clasps while the back had long strings to tighten it. It looked like a legit corset.

Kendra took it from me and pulled out the strings so that it was loose enough to fit around me. Then she wrapped it around me and told me to connect all the clasps. When I done, she began tightening the strings as she told me how the corset would become an important part of my outfit. She told me that she was tired of seeing such a square framed maid and wanted to see a properly feminine maid with hourglass curves. She continued tightening it until I could barely breath. But I looked amazing.

I admired my new feminine curves in the mirror while she picked out what I would wear. She picked a black blouse with a white collar to go with a black skater skirt. I quickly put them on and looked at myself again. I looked more like a sexy woman than I ever had. I LOVED IT!

Kendra took the time to adjust my blouse and skirt so they fit properly. I loved the feeling of her hands on me, helping me get dressed. My dick was throbbing in its cage the whole time. Part of me wished she would suddenly rip off all my clothes off, my chastity cage, too, and that we would have sex. But the other part of me was eager to spend the day dressed up in my new clothes. I didn’t have a choice either way and Kendra soon shoed me away to go get started with my chores.

The rest of the day wearing my new outfit felt magical, but it also left me sore. My back hurts from wearing the tight corset all day and my dick hurts from being so aroused all day. It was all worth it though and I can’t wait until I can do it again.


September 26th, 2021










Well, I’ve officially surpassed being locked up for six weeks. That makes this period a new record. Ever since she first locked me up in this cage, it seems like every time we actually have sex, an additional two weeks automatically gets added to the next period between. If that’s her plan, then that would mean that we won’t have sex again for another two weeks.

I almost feel like giving up. While I’m still so horny all the time, continually going so long locked up in this chastity cage and not being allowed to orgasm just feels like the new normal. I still want to have sex and cum, but it just feels like it’s not going to happen.

I don’t get it though. Why does she continue to push off our sex life? Does she not think that I want to have sex? Does she not want to have sex? What about her needs? How is she being satisfied?

I know I’m not supposed to beg or ask for my release, but would doing so show her that I still want her? Maybe she just wants to see that from me? I stopped trying to come on to her because she told me that it was against the rules. She said that she was the only one who was allowed to initiate sexual activity.

I think I’ll just wait out the next two weeks to see if it happens naturally and if not, then maybe I’ll resort to drastic measures.


October 14th, 2021







Well, as it is now the night of October 14th, I can now say that I have managed to go an entire two months being locked up. Two entire months without being allowed to cum. Fuck. I’m so horny.

I’ve tried so hard to earn my rewards during these two months, but every time Kendra seems to find an excuse to not give me one, or she finds little flaws in my work that she deems worthy of punishment rather than reward. I feel like I can’t win! Her punishments are changing, too. At first she just liked to spank and berate me (which I was starting to like as well), but now they are evolving.

Last week I missed an old splattering of spaghetti sauce on a cabinet door and she was upset. When she then found that I forgot to clean the handles of the refrigerator, she was furious. She yelled at me to go to our bedroom where she told me to lay down on my stomach. She tied my arms and legs up behind my back and told me that I needed to stay there and think about my mistakes and how I could better avoid them in the future.

I won’t lie, it was all pretty hot at first, but being hogged tied for 30 minutes was a lot and my arms and legs were burning by the time she untied me. I guess she made her point though because I’ll never forget to clean the cabinet doors and appliance handles again.

I’m not sure if it is my growing sexual tension, but everything is feeling kind of weird between us these days. I’m really starting to think that she doesn’t want to have sex with me at all. She hasn’t even let me go down on her recently either. It’s really unfortunate because the weekly occurrences of dressing up as a maid and wearing my butt plug are sending my sexual desires off the chart. While I’m dying to orgasm, she doesn’t seem any different. Is she just masturbating more or something?


October 15th, 2021










After completing two months in chastity, I finally gave in and begged today. Begged to have sex again. Kendra looked amused by my pleas though not very sympathetic.

“I thought you wanted to feel like a sexy woman? Women don’t have dicks. They can’t have sex the same way you imagine having sex, can they?” she told me.

I reminder her that I just like how it felt to dress like a sexy woman, that I didn’t want to be one.

“Well that’s not fair. How can you have just the fun part of being a woman? I think you need to experience more than just that,” she replied.

I didn’t know how to respond to that. I’ve been growing more and more confused by her and this just added to my confusion. Does she mean to turn me into a woman or just treat me like one? What is her end goal?

She then asked me if I had ever heard of something called “Locktober”. She said it was a yearly tradition for men who are locked in chastity cages to go the entire month of October without being unlocked. Despite having been locked up since mid-August, she told me that I would be participating. At least now I know that I will be locked up for at least two more weeks. I just hope I can make it that long.

She ended the conversation with another curious statement. She said something about how our conversation had been enlightening and had given her some new ideas, including a possible reward that I may be able to earn at the end of the month if I’m good. She said that if I earned it, then I would really know how it felt to be a sexy woman.

Her words both scared and enticed me. I mean, I always try to be good for her and want to earn my rewards, but if it’s part of some diabolical plan of hers then it has me nervous. I have liked everything that she has surprised me with so far though… maybe I just need to have better faith in her that she has my best interest at heart.


October 31st, 2021










Today was the end of Locktober which I have apparently been participating in. Kendra only mentioned it the one time a couple of weeks ago. During that time she had said that if I was good for the rest of the month, then she might have a new reward planned for me. I wasn’t sure if I passed her test (I never know for sure until she tells me), but I had to hope so.

The day started off as any normal Sunday would, but after breakfast it took a sharp turn. It wasn’t my normal day to dress up, but I was pleasantly surprised when Kendra told me that she had a special outfit for me to wear today. Intrigued, I followed her into the bedroom where she showed me what she had in mind. It was a bright pink dress.

She always had me wear all black when I was her maid so I was surprised by the drastic change in color. I asked her if there was any reason for it and she smiled at me and excitedly said, “It’s your Halloween costume, silly! You’re going to be a sexy princess today.” She added that she expected me to wear the princess dress with my corset, white thigh highs, petticoat, high heels, oh, and a brand new brunette wig to go with the costume.

I hadn’t even registered that today was Halloween, but I was suddenly thrilled that it was. In fact, I don’t think I have ever been so excited for the holiday. I took the costume from her and started getting dressed.

Kendra helped me with the corset and wig, telling me that she wanted me to look extra feminine today for her next surprise. To further enhance my look, she also sat me down at her vanity to brush my hair and apply some simple make up. She applied a little foundation to make my face look less masculine and then applied a shade of pink lipstick to match my princess dress.

When she let me up and walked me to the full length mirror I was in awe. I hardly recognized myself. I looked so amazing. So sexy. I had never worn makeup before and I was impressed by how much a little bit could make me look more feminine. I could have spent all day admiring myself in the mirror, twirling to make my puffy pink princess dress swirl, and bending over to feel the garter belts tight across my cheeks. I loved it.

That wasn’t an option, however, because my next surprise was soon to come. Kendra told me to go lie down face first on the bed, and not to look at what she was doing. I did as I was told.

When she finally told me that I could turn around and look, I saw her dressed in blue overalls with a long sleeved red shirt underneath. It was weird to see her dressed like that because she looked oddly masculine. It was even more strange to see a dildo hanging from her crotch, over her pants. That definitely made her look more like a man.

I hesitantly asked what the dildo was for and she told me that it was my reward for surviving Locktober. She told me she was going to use it to make me feel like a sexy, slutty woman. When I realized what she meant I was stunned. She wanted to fuck me.

I didn’t know what to say. I nervously backed up against the bed’s headboard as I tried to digest what was happening. She stayed calm and told me to relax. She reminded me that I have a large object up my ass every weekend, including yesterday. It wouldn’t be much different than that. I knew she was right, but I was still hesitant. Finally, she won me over by telling me that she would let me cum if I let her fuck me. After being locked up for two and a half months, I couldn’t resist that offer.

She told me to bend over the bed, like I had when she had finger fucked me before. I did as I was told. She flipped my skirt over my back and pulled my panties down. I was shaking nervously as she groped my ass, spreading my cheeks wide. When I heard the squirt of a bottle of lube, I knew it was about to begin. I was about to be fucked by something that looked very much like a cock.

She started with just her finger like last time. She pushed it in quickly, before I could resist. Feeling the cool, wet touch of her finger inside me felt nice once I got passed the initial shock of the penetration. She was right, it wasn’t much different than the butt plug I wore every weekend as the maid. She started fucking me with it and it didn’t take long until I felt that I was ready for more.

And I was given more. Kendra soon pulled out her finger and began slathering lube on her dildo. I took deep breaths, trying to stay relaxed as I braced for what was to come. She first teased me by running the head of the dildo along my butt crack. She asked if I was ready to feel what it was like to be fucked like a woman and I told her I was. She laughed and then slowly pushed the dildo inside of me.

It was much thicker than her finger and took more effort to fit, but she pushed it in nonetheless. Once she had it in, she then pulled it all the way out. I instantly found myself longing for more, but several moments passed and more didn’t seem to be coming. I looked back at her to see what was going on.

She smiled and waved the dildo at me. “If you want more, then you have to make a deal with me,” she said. I asked what she meant and she told me, “I will fuck you, but only if you agree to be my maid for life. No matter what happens, you will be my maid forever.”

The idea of continuing to be her maid forever was so hot. I wanted nothing more than to be able to continue expressing my desires to wear women’s clothing with my wife. I eagerly agreed to her terms.

She again laughed and said that she knew that I would agree because I was a slut and I would do anything for cock. By that point I really felt like I was because I was hungry for her cock, I desperately wanted it back inside me. Luckily, she pushed it back in before I had to resort to begging.

She started fucking me slowly. Back and forth, in and out. It felt so good. She grabbed my hips and pulled me back, pushing the dildo in deeper. I soon realized that the deeper it went, the more pleasure I felt. I started pushing back on the dildo as she pushed forward, trying to get more of it inside me, trying to feel even more pleasure. She gasped when she noticed and then stopped moving. She told me to fuck myself with her cock. To show her how much I wanted it. I did as I was told.

She teased me as she watched me push my ass back and forth on her dildo. She called me a good cock whore and told me that this was only the beginning of my new life as her maid. I would soon get to prove to the world what a slut I was, just like I had always wanted. I didn’t (and still don’t) know what she meant, but it was sexy to hear.

The combination of being fucked and called a slut was all consuming. My dick was going crazy. When she told me that she bet I wished I was being fucked by a real man, I lost control. It was all too much to take. My dick suddenly exploded as I orgasmed for the first time in months. It continued to pump out my backed up cum. I’ll never forget that pleasure.

I collapsed down into the bed when I was done and Kendra giggled when she realized what had happened. She pulled the dildo out of me before walking around to the side of the bed and brushing my wig hair out of my face. “I guess I don’t have to take your cage off to let you cum anymore. Good to know,” she said. Her words unnerved me, but I was in too much ecstasy to care. She then kissed my cheek and told me that I would now get to spend the day as the maid in my Halloween costume as a bonus reward. She told me to start by cleaning up my mess on the bed.

I rolled over onto my back and let out a deep sigh. I smiled as I realized that this would be my life from now on. I was to be Kendra’s maid. Forever.


November 2nd, 2021










Today, when I returned home from work, Kendra was waiting for me. She was dressed to go to the gym, which wasn’t unusual, but she was holding a plastic grocery store bag in addition to her normal gym bag. She greeted me and then told me that I had 5 minutes to get dress and ready to go with her.

Without questioning, I ran upstairs, ripped off my work clothes, and threw on some gym clothes. By the time I returned downstairs, she had the car running and was sitting in the driver’s seat ready to go so I ran outside to join her.

We quietly drove to the gym as I wondered what was going on. We often went to the gym together, but she had never ordered me to join her in such a way. When she parked in the gym’s parking lot, she finally told me her plan. She told me that from now on I would be joining her in the gym’s bi-weekly booty workouts after work. She told me that she was tired of seeing my flat ass underneath my dress. She worked hard to have a nice round butt for me, so now I would do the same for her. Hearing her order me to make my body more feminine for her was possibly the sexiest thing she has ever said to me.

She then continued to tell me that after the class, I was to take the grocery bag into the shower with me and use everything inside. She was adamant that she didn’t want me to look inside the bag until then so I resisted my urge to peek inside and instead put it inside a locker along with my gym bag.

The workout was incredibly awkward and actually really made me appreciate my chastity cage. I was the only guy amongst 20 or so women (other than the male instructor). They were all wearing their tight leggings and constantly bending over in front of me. If not for my chastity cage, I know I would have had a very apparent hard on the whole time. Whether it was because I couldn’t resist staring at their asses or out of jealousy for wearing sexy leggings, I’m not quite sure, but even with my cage, my dick was straining awkwardly and I had to fight the need to adjust it.

To make it even more awkward, before the class started Kendra had told me to act like we weren’t together. So if anyone asked I was just a single guy taking a booty workout in the back of the class. Awkward! I wanted to talk to her after the class was done, but she was engrossed in a conversation with the instructor. The way they talked to each other, laughing and touching each other, made them appear like long time friends. She had never mention him before though…

I knew if I interrupted her I would be breaking two of her rules, so I instead decided to do as I was told and head for the showers. I got undressed, grabbed her mystery bag, then found an open shower. Seeing the contents of the bag made my body tremble. Inside was a pink razor and shaving cream, along with a note that said, “Shave everything.”

I was absolutely floored. Here I was in a public shower and my wife wanted me to shave my body. For a moment I feared being caught and feared what other people might think, but I was also extremely turned on. I had long wondered how it would feel to have shaved legs underneath my thigh highs and how much more feminine shaved legs would make me look and feel.

I couldn’t turn down the opportunity so I did as I was told. It definitely took longer than I expected, but when I was done, I felt like a new person. Feeling the cool water rinse off my clean shaven body was a feeling like no other. I desperately hoped that following her instructions would lead to us going home and Kendra making me get dressed as the maid so I could feel and see my new body in action. It didn’t, but I’m still grateful for what she allowed me to do.

As she inspected my legs in the car before driving home, she did tell me that shaving my body was now a requirement of being her maid for life. She told me that if she chooses to use my body, she never wants to feel the harsh spikes of stubble. I eagerly agreed that I would keep my body clean for her. I guess I will now have plenty of opportunities to see and feel my hairless body.

I guess she is really taking this “maid for life” thing seriously. I kind of thought it was just a way tease and humiliate me by making me beg for her to fuck me, but after today, it seems that it wasn’t. I really think am her maid for life now. How lucky am I?


November 6th, 2021










November 6th, 2021. I think this day will live with me forever as a monumental day in my life. The last week has been life changing in so many ways, but today… Today not only reshaped my future, but my being as well. Let me explain how…

First of all, the major headline of the day came when I learned that Kendra is serious about me being her maid for life. It’s not a joke or a gimmick. She means it. I’m her maid for life. And I’m okay with that. Hell, who am I joking, I love it!

As her official maid, she has deemed it necessary to give me a proper maid name. She said she needed something to call me when I was in my maid persona other than just “maid”. She came up with the name “Colette”. It’s kind of silly since my real name is Cole, but at the same time it has a French ring to it which I like. There’s something about being a French maid that makes me feel even sexier.

My new name was just the start, she had more surprises ready for me this morning before I got started on my normal weekend cleaning. When I went upstairs to get dressed as the maid, she told me that she had new pieces for my outfit and joined me. First, she gave me the long, curly brunette wig that I had worn on Halloween. Then, she surprised me with a box containing large, silicon fake breasts. I was in shock. Shock and awe, really.

There was no hiding my excitement, especially for the fake boobs. I jumped at the opportunity to wear the new pieces and was dying to see how my body looked with them. I wasn’t disappointed by the results. The wig helped make me look much more feminine, and the breasts completed my feminine form, adding new curves to my chest that rivaled Kendra’s. I could hardly believe it how I looked in the mirror.

Spending the day wearing my new gifts was magical. I truly felt like a beautiful woman as I pranced around the house doing my chores. As I moved, my long hair flowed and my breasts jiggled. I loved every second of it. Kendra was impressed, too. There were several occasions when she couldn’t resist coming up and groping my new chest. It was so sexy having her feel me up, it felt like she was touching my real breasts. It drove me crazy.

When I was done, she told me that the new pieces of my outfit were my preemptive reward for today and that I had earned the right to keep wearing them. I was thrilled by the news. But that wasn’t all, there was more. She told me that since I had proven capable of orgasming with my cage on, that it would no longer come off. I was shocked by her words (still am), but when she continued to explain that from now on I would only be allowed to orgasm like a woman, it put me at ease. Not only did that mean that I would still get to orgasm, but it also meant that she would be fucking me more and I would have more chances at having amazing orgasms like I did last time. As long as I remained a hard working and obedient maid, of course.

The idea of never touching my dick again did unnerve me, but after these last few months of wearing my chastity cage nearly nonstop, the cage now felt like a part of me. During that time I had barely been allowed to touch or use my dick anyways, so I didn’t think I would miss it that much. She told me that staying locked up forever would help me forget I had a dick and that would help me grow into feeling more like a woman all the time. Once I reached that point, I would be able to truly complete my transformation into her obedient sissy maid. I had to agree. She added that orgasming by getting fucked like a woman would help me feel more like a real sexy and slutty woman. That really solidified my acceptance of her rule.

To that point, she also demanded that I always wear women’s underwear. All day, every day so that I always felt sexy and being her maid was always on my mind. She even told me that she would take me out shopping to help me buy panties to wear. I didn’t have the heart to tell her that I already wore panties most of the time (that will remain my little secret). Mostly, I didn’t want to miss out on a once in a lifetime opportunity of going panty shopping with my wife! Instead, I simply agreed and thanked her.

She told me that this was everything for now, but to expect bigger changes to come to our relationship in the future, including more time being Colette. I knew it was against the rules, but I couldn’t resist running up and hugging her. I was so elated by everything. It had taken her a little bit to fully accept my changing urges and desires, but in the end she really came through and found away to not only accept me, but embrace me. For that, I will always be grateful.

But then it dawned on me. What was she really getting out of this? We have essentially declared our sex life over (other than her fucking me) and stated that I will be dressing up and acting as her maid rather than her husband more often. I needed to know, so I asked.

Her smile slowly transformed into a smirk as she crossed her arms. “Don’t you worry about me, Colette. Like I said, there are bigger and better changes ahead for our relationship. I’ll be just fine,” she said.

I could sense that she was suppressing laughter and I had a feeling that her words were riddled with innuendo, but as usual, I was left in the dark. But that didn’t matter now. What mattered now was that I was now Colette, the French maid of my mistress and wife, Kendra. Now and forever.

I couldn’t wait to find out what our bigger and better future held for us.
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Becoming a Sissy Maid: Unlocking Hidden Desires

After allowing his marriage grow stagnant, Brad is faced with a tough decision. Wear a chastity cage or lose his relationship with his wife, Melissa. Melissa has issued him this ultimatum after years of growing unhappy in their marriage and because she believes that wearing a chastity cage will help turn Brad back into the loving, supportive man she married.

When Brad agrees, Melissa begins to give him daily chastity chores. Motivated by his desire to prove his devotion to his wife, Brad performs his chores diligently even as Melissa begins to add to his list of chastity chores. To further test his love and growing obedience, Melissa decides to tell him to dress up like a French maid for a deep cleaning of the house. When Brad not only agrees but seems eager to dress up again, Melissa understands that Brad was meant for a different life and takes it upon herself to unlock his hidden desires.

Secret Sissy: Urges

When Michael’s girlfriend Serena discover’s his secret collection of women’s clothing in his closet he is forced to admit his love of dressing up in sexy lingerie. At first Serena believes he’s lying to cover up for his infidelity so she gives him an ultimatum to wear a chastity cage or break up.

Michael agrees to lock himself up in chastity, hoping to not lose the woman he loves. However, his lust for wearing women’s clothing soon takes over him again and when Serena discovers him wearing panties, she realizes he was telling the truth and does like dressing up and feeling sexy.

Serena decides to test Michael’s desires for crossdressing by fully feminizing him and taking him out for a night on the town as a woman. How far Michael is willing to go not only surprises her, but him as well.

Blackmailed Sissy Maid

Chris has a secret, he likes to wear women’s panties under his clothes and even sometimes sneaks away to his office to wear dresses and lingerie. But what he doesn’t know is that his wife, Amy, has find out. 

When Amy confronts Chris, she forces him to reveal his stash of women’s clothing by threatening to reveal his secret to the world. But that’s not all she has planned for Chris. Seeing his secret wardrobe inspires her to make him dress up. And seeing him dressed up gives her an even better idea. To make turn him into her sissy maid.

Read the story of how Amy transforms her husband into the perfect, submissive sissy husband.
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