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Chapter 1
The Bet
Make no doubts about it, my wife, Christina, is my greatest love and passion. However, I also hold a great passion for the game of football. It’s not that I’m a macho man or that I’m trying to relive my former glory; I never played football in high school or in any recreational league. I grew up watching it with friends and family and it has become a big part of my life.
However, while my side of the family loves it, my wife and her family hate it and thinks it’s a waste of time. To her credit, she has tried to get involved with it and even joined fantasy football leagues so she would know the teams and players better, but she still never liked watching it and especially disliked seeing me spend hours sitting on the couch watching it. Nonetheless, she puts up with it because she loves me.
As a way to satisfy her, a couple of years after we got married I agreed to let her start locking me up in a chastity cage. She told me that locking my dick inside of this tiny cage would would help make me a better and more devoted husband and it actually did.
In my opinion, this was her way of making sure I worked tirelessly for her every minute that I wasn’t watching football. And I thought that was a fair trade off. Not to mention that I found it pretty hot that my wife wanted to dominate me by holding my chastity key. She even like to wear my key on a necklace.
To make sure I worked hard for her, she starting giving me what she called “chastity chores”. These were household tasks that I would have to perform daily or weekly. If I failed to complete any of them, then I would have time added to my chastity sentence and would likely receive a punishment. If I did all the chores without forgetting or complaining then she would unlock my chastity cage and we would have some fun.
As time passed, she started adding more chores to my list and their scope grew bigger. She made me take over the responsibilities of making the bed every morning, preparing dinner every night, and serving her coffee and breakfast on weekends. I could tell that her enjoyment of controlling me and demanding that I perform additional tasks was growing and she delighted in threatening to add more days or weeks to my chastity sentence. She was even more delighted when she found a reason to make me pull down my pants and lay across her knees so she could humiliate and spank me.
The next time the football season returned, I saw a fire in her eyes and could tell that she was tempted to demand me to not watch football anymore, using my chastity cage as her leverage. Luckily, she never did… or at least hasn’t so far. Instead, she found a way to make me love her even more by supporting my love of football while making it more enjoyable for herself. 
She did this by implementing a weekly bet on my favorite team winning. Every Sunday morning she would look online to find the Vegas betting odds for my team and use the odds to make chastity bets based on the game’s outcome. The bets would differ every week based on the odds, but the basic premise stayed constant. If my team lost, I would be punished. If my team won, I would receive a reward. 
Luckily, the results of the bets would range based on the betting line so if my favorite team was expected to lose and did, it would be a less severe punishment then if they were expected to win and lost. On the flip side, if they were expected to lose and won, my happiness of them winning would be boosted by the larger reward I would get from Christina afterwards. 
She would change the punishments and rewards every week and I never had a say in what they would be. I just had to accept them. If I argued or fought a bet, she would give me an immediate loss for the week and punish me. In addition to the betting odds, the punishments would also range depending on how horny she was and her general mood.
Her punishments had included having me give her a back massage, cleaning, staying locked up at least until the next game, adding spikes to my cage, and of course, pleasuring her without receiving my own satisfaction. The rewards included taking time off my chastity sentence, briefly taking my cage off for some teasing, blow jobs, and if was lucky, sex to completion. 
Unfortunately for me, my favorite team was always average at best so every week was a toss up for whether or not I would be punished or rewarded. When they would ultimately have their season end early by not qualifying for the playoffs, she would lose interest and be annoyed that I was still watching.
“Why are you still watching football, Sean? Your team isn’t even playing?” she would ask me.
“Just because my team isn’t involved doesn’t mean its not worth watching. These are the playoffs, they are the best games of the year!” I would try to explain. Fortunately, she still put up with it as long as I completed my weekend’s chastity chores.
However, when it came to the weekend of the championship game she wanted to go out and wanted nothing to do with football. 
“Come on, Sean. Your team has been out for weeks and you don’t care about either of these teams. Let’s go out and do something,” she complained. She was wearing black jeans with a boxy blue sweater, her short blonde hair just barely touching her shoulders. While I loved the Fall because it meant the football season was here, I hated how she always wore loose fitting or oversized sweaters, hiding her petite figure and breasts.
“It’s the championship!” I exclaimed. “It’s the last game of the year and then there won’t be football for months. After today I’ll do whatever you want. Just one more game!”
“Anything I want, huh?” she said. "Ok, fine. You can watch, but we’re placing a championship level bet on the game. Who do you want to win?”
“The Knights.”
She pulled out her phone and started looking up the odds for the game. “Ok. I see they’re underdogs,” she said pensively. "How about this; if they win, I’ll unlock your chastity cage and let you do anything you want to me for the rest of the night. But If they lose, I’m finally taking your chastity to the next level. You’re going to become my sissy slave.”
I looked at her confused. “What do you mean by sissy slave?” I asked.
“Oh, it’s simple,” she said as she walked up to me. She poked me in the chest as she said, "You’re going to do anything and everything I tell you to do while you’re locked up in your chastity cage and I’m going to turn you into my little sissy. You’re going to have to wear panties from time to time and other sissy stuff like that.”
“Well, I already do most of the housework and everything you tell me to do... It just sounds like you want me to wear panties occasionally which sounds harmless. Sure, sounds good to me. You have a bet.” 
She grinned. “That’s a good boy,” she said as she placed her hand on my face. “Though it’s not like you had a choice. I look forward to making you my slave,” she whispered in my ear. 
She turned and walked away. As she did, she looked back over her shoulder and said, “I’m going shopping. Enjoy the game.”




Chapter 2
Taking a Loss
The crowd erupted as the announcer shouted, “3…2…1… and the Tigers are World Champions!”
My shoulders slumped as I overheard the TV in the other room. In the end, the game wasn’t even close or worth watching. I had opted to start my chores early rather than watch the rest of the blowout of a game. I wasn’t sure what was worse: missing out on a sex-filled night with my wife or having to become her sissy slave. 
I still wasn’t sure how being her slave would change anything. Maybe it would just give her a greater aura of power over me, or a title other than just my key holder. Either way, she seemed far too excited about it and I was starting to get worried about what she might make me do. 
Luckily, she was still out shopping and I still had the house to myself so I could continue to pout in peace. I wasn’t looking forward to her coming home and learning the outcome of the game. There would be no end to her gloating.
As I finished cleaning the dishes, I heard the front door creak open. I turned around and saw my wife walk in with a handful of bags and a big grin on her face. 
“Slave, take these up to the bedroom,” she demanded as she dropped the bags on the floor.
I groaned as I trudged over and picked up the bags. “I’m guessing you saw the score?” I asked.
“I didn’t have to. It was all over the radio about how terrible the Knights played and how badly they were losing. I bet you’re glad you watched instead of going out with me, huh?”
I started walking down the hall and rolled my eyes once she couldn’t see me. “Well, it looks like still you had a good time shopping without me so everything worked out well for you.”
She followed me towards the bedroom. “I definitely had fun shopping. Especially shopping for you, my new little sissy slave. Put the bags on the bed.”
I did as I was told then stepped back, wondering what she had bought for me. She walked to the bed and started digging through a tall, pink bag.
“First, we have your new underwear,” she said as she pulled out some small, black items from the bag. “I was nice and got you all black to start so people won’t notice them. I got you a few different styles so you can figure out which you like best—”
I interrupted her. “Wait… You actually want me to wear women’s panties?”
“Of course, that was a very specific part of our bet. The bet that you lost. Now you’re my sissy slave and a good sissy wears panties,” she said as she dropped the bundle of panties in front of me on the bed.
I picked up a satin black thong with lace trim. “Seriously?” I asked. 
She crossed her arms and glared at me. "Don’t pretend like you don’t want to do it.”
I felt my cheeks turn red. “Well, I guess I am a little curious to try them. I’m just surprised that you want me to,” I explained as I scratched the back of my head, bashfully.
“Hunny, we’ve been together for awhile now and I think I know you pretty well. You may have lost this bet and may be pushed into doing things you’re uncomfortable with, but I’m certain that in the long run you’re going to love it all. I’ve come to peace with it and you should, too.”
“Come to peace with it...? What are you talking about?” I was very confused now, but also intrigued and slightly aroused. It had been over a year since she had started locking me up in chastity and I still was getting aroused by every little tease, especially the longer she kept me locked up. I had been locked up for over a week at this point and this mystery that she was unveiling really had my horny mind running wild with possibilities. My dick was starting to swell up in its small cage.
“You will find out over time. Just trust me for now and let me enjoy my process. I did win our bet after all and I do intend to have fun with my plan to make you my sissy slave.”
“Umm… ok, sure,” was all I could muster in response as my brain was flooded with sexy ideas.
“Good. So back to the panties. I expect you to wear these every day that you’re caged. If you’re not caged then it’s optional, but you’re going to be caged more likely than not, so you might as well plan to always wear them.”
I interrupted again. “You said I would wear panties every so often, but now it’s suddenly every day?”
“As your master, I can change my mind whenever I please. You should learn to accept that,” she said with a wicked smile.
“Your my master?” I asked sarcastically.
“Well, you’re my slave so that makes me your master, right? Actually, let’s go with mistress. That sounds sexier. Call me mistress,” she said.
“How about I keep calling you ‘hun’ or ‘wife’,” I retorted.
She laughed in response and said, “Those are still good, but when the mood is right, you will know when to call me your mistress."
“Hah, fine,” I said.
“Continuing on then. When you figure out which styles of panties you like best, let me know and we will go shopping for more of that style and maybe get you some cuter colors.”
I could feel my dick pressing up my chastity cage now. 
She wants me to go panty shopping with her? That sounds so naughty. 
“Can I pick out some for you to wear when we go out?” I asked eagerly.
“That’s a great idea! It’s a date!” She had a big smile and looked genuinely happy. “Next, it’s time for an upgrade of your chastity cage… or should I say downgrade? Either way, it’s time for you to wear a smaller cage.”
An even smaller cage? How humiliating.
She went to her bedside table and opened the top drawer. She took out a small chastity cage in the same style that I was already wearing. “I’ve been saving this for just the right time and this is definitely it,” she said as she handed me the cage.
I wasn’t nearly as thrilled with this as I was with the panties, but I figured I would at least try it so I took the chastity cage from her. It was indeed smaller than the one I was wearing and instead of being black, it was pink.
“A pink cage?” I groaned.
“Pink is the official color of sissies, so of course,” she replied.
“Fine, what else?” I asked hesitantly.
“Is that not enough for you? What an eager sissy you are!”
I cringed a little every time she referred to me as her ‘sissy’. I knew there was extra meaning behind it that I wasn’t yet understanding.
“That's all for now. I will give you time to get adjusted to your tiny new cage for your tiny penis and your new panties. Once you’re a little more used to them we will start phase two.”




Chapter 3
Wearing Panties
My first week wearing panties wasn’t a big adjustment, but it definitely made me more self conscious. Unbeknownst to Christina, I had worn panties before so I knew how they would feel.
Wearing a chastity cage for long stretches would give me an array of surprising turn ons and urges. On occasion a surge of horniness would overcome me and I would have a sudden desire to wear panties. The first time I snuck a thong from her dresser and slip them on. They felt good and mostly satisfied my pleasure, but I was definitely curious to wear more. 
The next time the urge came, I was at work. I left for an early lunch break and bought a couple pairs of panties from a nearby department store. I felt so naughty buying panties. I was shaking the whole time I was checking out and I was certain that the cashier was judging me. I felt a rush of adrenaline when they were finally mine and I was able to sneak into the bathroom and put on one of the pairs.
Could Christina know that I have done this before?
But just because I had worn panties before didn’t mean I was ready to wear them out and about as Christina wanted me to do. I was afraid that I would bend over or my shirt would lift and someone would see a thong sticking out of my pants. And I definitely did not want anyone finding out that I was wearing them. 
At first I wore my normal underwear over the panties to hide them. This worked well for a few days, but then Christina started performing daily panty checks to make sure I was wearing them. After the first check, she caught on to my plan and demanded that I stop hiding my panties. My new panties were the only underwear I was allowed to were from then on.
Luckily, she foresaw and understood my fear which is why she had bought me all black panties to begin with, so they would be less noticeable. However, that was the only leeway she would allow and by the end of the week she had come up with a new way to enforce her panties-only rule.
On Saturday, after my morning shower I went to get dressed and discovered that all of my old underwear were gone. All that was left was the single pair of clean panties left from what she had bought me last weekend.
I heard laughing behind me and turned to see Christina with a big smirk on her face. “Looks like it’s time to go shopping for more panties. Have you decided which are your favorite style?” Christina asked.
“What did you do with all my underwear?” I demanded.
“Do you mean your old gross man underwear or your sexy new sissy underwear?” she said.
“You know what I mean.”
“Well I know that your only concern should be with your sissy underwear which are likely all dirty from you wearing them all week. First you need to do the laundry and then we need to go buy you some more."
“So this is really happening? You only want me to wear women’s panties?” I asked her, surprised that she was doubling down on her requirement.
“Yes, dear,” she said as she sauntered towards me and put her hand on my face. “I know you like it. I found panties in your laundry before,” she said. My heart felt like it stopped as I was consumed with panic from learning that she had found my panties. “It’s okay that you’ve worn panties before. I just want you to embrace it and be comfortable with yourself.”
How could I have been so careless! I can’t believe she found out.
I groaned a response out, not knowing what to say.
She lifted herself up on her toes and gave me a kiss. “I assure you, it’s okay. Now which panties were your favorite?”
My heart fluttered and I somehow felt like I loved her even more. I couldn’t believe this was happening. She wasn’t mad that I had worn panties and she actually wanted me to wear more.
“Uhh… well, alright,” I mumbled out, trying to build up my confidence. “I guess I liked the thongs and other ones that hugged my butt. Those felt nice.”
“The cheeky panties? Nice choice. I like those, too. Maybe we will get a matching pair today! Now finish getting dressed and lets go, we have a long day ahead of us.” She gave me another kiss and walked off to get ready.
I felt my dick press hard against my cage. I tried to relax and settle it down so I could get my last clean pair of panties on over it. They were a basic black pair of bikini briefs. They looked like generic women’s underwear so I had saved them for last. I slipped them on and then finished getting dressed, eager to get going.




Chapter 4
Shopping for Panties
When we arrived at the lingerie store, I was trying to keep my cool and not look over eager or creepy. My body, more specifically my dick, was pulsing with arousal. I still couldn’t believe I was going panty shopping for myself with my wife. 
As we entered I gazed around the shop, taking it all in. The walls and displays were filled with sexy panties, bras, and lingerie, all of which I would have loved to try wearing.
I jumped suddenly when Christina grabbed my ass and asked, “Are you excited?” 
I snapped out of my gaze and looked at her. “Uhh, yeah, I guess so.” I said in my attempt to play cool.
“Come on, over here,” she said as she pulled me over to a display filled with different styles and colors of underwear. “I bet you would love to wear these ones!”
“Shh! Don’t say that out loud!” I hissed as I felt my cheeks turn red with embarrassment. 
“Who cares what these random people think? You’re shopping for new panties to wear with your wife; own it!” she said as she looked in my eyes and flashed a comforting smile.
“Yeah, okay,” I said. When I got closer and saw the collection of panties she was pointing at, I found that she was right. They were satin thongs with lace trim. I had really liked the feeling of the thongs I had worn so far.
“Those do look sexy,” I said.
“Okay, let’s get you some. No more black though! We need to get you some more sissy colors.” She picked out a couple of the thongs, one purple and one leopard print and handed them to me to hold. The thought of wearing brightly colored panties made me nervous, but I was also very excited to try them on. 
We continued walking around and picking out more panties for both me and her. Soon, my hands were filled with thongs and cheeky panties in all different colors.
When we had finished browsing all of the panty displays Christina pulled me towards the bra section. 
“One last thing. You need some matching bras to go with your panties,” she said.
I stopped dead in my tracks. “What?! Bras? Why would I wear those?”
She walked over to a nearby display and picked up a small bra. “Because you’re going to love it. But more importantly, because I said so, slave,” she said. 
I walked over and inspected the bra she was holding up. It was very light with no cups or padding. It looked like a small tank top and had thicker straps than a bra would normally have.
She continued. “Don’t worry, we will just get you a few matching bralettes like this one to start. They are lacy and comfortable and I’m sure you will like how they feel.” She tossed the bralette to me and I fumbled to catch it with my hands full of panties.
I tucked the panties into the crook of an arm and felt the bra with my hands. “This is a bralette?” I asked.
“Yup! To be honest, I think a lot of men should wear these for the support they provide.” 
“Huh,” I said as I examined the bra. It did feel nice and it would be low profile if she made me wear it. I could probably manage to hide it under my shirt unlike a large, padded bra.
When I looked up from the bralette, Christina had already moved on to another display. “I think these ones will be your size and match perfectly with some of your new panties!” She held out three more bralettes.
I had to admit that they did look sexy and matched a few of my panties pretty well. I imagined myself wearing nothing but a matching pair and felt my dick enlarging in its cage. 
“Okay, sure,” I said. “I guess I will try them if you insist,” I said.
“Oh, I do insist, slave,” she said with a grin. She walked to another display and continued looking. 
Am I really going to wear bras and panties all the time? And how much further is she going to make me dress up with this plan of hers?
I walked to a nearby corner and when no body was watching, I readjusted my cage in my pants. It was pushing up and feeling awkward so I tucked it back down. I looked up and saw racks of lingerie. They were lacy teddies and were very sexy.
“Maybe some day we will get you some of those, too,” I heard Christina say behind me.
“Hah!” I laughed. “Yeah. Right…” I said.
“Only if you’re a good slave though,” she whispered sensually. She held up a couple padded bras, one maroon and one purple. “I’m going to get myself a couple of new bras, too.”
“Sounds good. So is that everything?” I asked. While I was happy to get my new underwear, I still felt a little uneasy walking around the store with arms full of bras and panties with other people around
“Yup! Why don’t you go pay for everything and then we can go home and try them on,” she said. "Maybe we will even model them for each other.”
My heart started pounding in sync with my throbbing penis. I had been locked up for weeks and the idea of trying on women’s underwear with my wife sounded extremely sexy and dreamlike. 
Maybe once we get naked it will even lead to more than just trying on clothes...
“Yeah, sure. Let’s go,” I said as casually as I could. I grabbed Christina's hand and lead her towards the register to check out.




Chapter 5
Modeling
As I walked through the front door of our house with my hands full of shopping bags, I felt my heart start racing again. I couldn’t wait to try on my new bras and panties and I was excited to see Christina in the new panties I had picked out for her as well.
Though while I was definitely excited, I was also nervous. Besides Christina peeking in my pants to make sure I was wearing panties like I was supposed to, she had never actually seen me wearing just them. So if she made me model my new clothes for her, this would be her first time seeing me wear women’s clothing.
Today had been so perfect, like a fantasy come to life. I had been locked in my chastity for a couple weeks already so I was already very sexually built up, but everything that was happening to me today was putting me over the top.
The whole car ride home I couldn’t stop daydreaming about putting on a new lacy thong with its matching bra while I watched Christina strip down and put on her matching set. Then we would start touching each other’s new panties, running our fingers along the bands, then move our hands up to each other’s bras and start to kiss… 
Damn, I need to cum soon…
I was doing my best to stick to my plan of staying as calm and casual as possible. I didn’t want show Christina how interested I was and risk her trying to make more do or wear more.
I walked into the kitchen and set the shopping bags on the counter then went to the refrigerator to grab a drink. “Want anything?” I asked as she entered the kitchen.
She gave me a smirk as she said, “Yeah, I want to see you try on your new bras.”
“Hah,” I laughed. “Right to that, huh? Why are you so eager to see me wearing a bra?” I asked.
“I want to see how cute you look in your new matching sets,” she answered. "And I want to see how much you like wearing them so you can thank me for being an amazing wife and mistress.”
Everything she had said today led me to believe she was telling me the truth that she really wanted me to wear women’s underwear, but I found it so hard to believe. I was still nervous to wear them in front of her. 
“Won’t you think less of me as a man if you see me wear them?” I asked.
“Aww, how cute,” she said mockingly. "Sean, we’ve been married long enough for me to know exactly how much of a man you are. Nothing is going to change my opinion of you. Now stop stalling and take these bags to the bedroom.”
I rolled my eyes at her and sighed. “Alright, let’s get this over with,” I said as I walked back to the counter to collect the bags. 
I think she bought my performance.
✽✽✽
 
When we got to our bedroom I set the bags on the bed, separating my bags from hers then setting them on each of our sides of the bed. 
“So, how do you want to do this?” I asked.
“I’ll break the ice,” she replied as she kicked off her shoes and started unbuttoning her pants. “I’ll model a pair for you and then you can model for me.” 
I opened my mouth to respond, but before I could get anything out her jeans were off and on the floor. I stared at her tiny pink panties as felt my body flood with desire. My eyes followed her body up as she started pulling her sweater off. I watched as her sweater raised above her breasts and they bounced back down when the sweater lifted off of her. Soon she was wearing nothing but her matching pink floral bra and panties. 
She looked up at me and saw me gawking at her. “See? Don’t matching sets of underwear look good?” she asked in a teasing manner.
“Uhh, yeah. Very good,” I stammered.
She flashed me a flirtatious smile and kept her eyes locked on mine as she unhooked her bra and let the straps fall off her shoulder and then the bra fall to the ground. Her hands traced her curves down to her panties which she slowly pulled down as she moved her hips back and forth. I could feel my dick throbbing as her panties went just below her pussy and she was completely naked. Seeing her nude was almost too much to take.
She took her time looking through her bags, clearly knowing that she was driving me crazy by being naked in front of me while I was locked in a chastity cage. 
“Let’s see, I think I’ll try these pink ones on. No… these purple ones would look sexier.” She picked the purple set out and put them on. The panties were dark purple and lacy. They were a cheeky cut which made her ass look perkier and more plump. The bra was also dark purple and had black lace along the top. It was slightly padded which gave her some amazing cleavage. 
She did a little pirouette to show off her ass and then flopped down onto our bed, resting her head on her pillows. “Now it’s your turn. You should try on your purple ones, too.”
I started shaking with excitement. I first took off my shirt and then pulled down my pants and panties at the same time, becoming completely naked other then my tiny pink chastity cage. I had been naked around my wife countless times before, but I this was the first time I had ever felt so vulnerable in front of her.
She crawled over the bed and reached for my cage. My dick was pushing it outward as it tried to get hard. “Oh, wow, someone’s excited!” she exclaimed.
“Of course. Seeing my beautiful wife naked always gets me excited,” I replied.
She stroked my cage. “Mmm, good,” she said. “Maybe I’ll use your excitement later, but for now I just want to see you in your new clothes.”
I let out a short sigh. Her touching my cage was just making my dick throb more. 
I reached down into the bags of clothes and first picked out the purple panties from the bag. They were the same panties that she was wearing. We both liked these ones so we bought matching pairs so we could coordinate our outfits on occasion. 
I enjoyed how the panties felt as they slid up my butt crack and hugged my cheeks. They were a little small, but that just made them feel better. I tucked my chastity cage down between my legs as much as I could so the panties would fit properly. I had come to learn that tucking my cage made for the most comfortable way to wear women’s panties.
Next, I pulled out the matching purple bra from the bag. Christina bought a similar purple bra, but one that was bigger and padded to support her breasts whereas mine was just a bralette. I stared at it for a moment, trying to figure out how to get it on. In the end I decided to just put my arms through and put it over my head like I would a t-shirt. I pulled it down so that it covered my chest. It was also a little snug, but it fit my chest well.  I wasn’t out of shape, but I wasn’t in great shape either so I had what some might consider to be small man breasts and the bralette actually cupped and supported them well.
“Look at you, my little sissy. Wearing your matching bra and panties. I’m so proud of you. How do you feel?” Christina asked me. She was looking up at me, propped up with her arms as her legs where kicked up and crossed behind her.
“Uhh, pretty silly to be honest.” I replied as I turned around to check myself out in the mirror.
“That’s understandable,” she said.
“It is?”
“Well, yeah. I would feel pretty silly wearing a bra and panties with all that body hair!”
I looked down at my body. I had a fair amount of body hair on my chest, arms and legs. Not to mention my crotch. I noticed the hairs sticking out of my lacy panties. It did look pretty silly.
“Oh,” I said.
She nodded at me. “There’s only one solution. You need to go shave."




Chapter 6
Surprises
“You want me to shave my legs?!” I asked in shock.
“No, I want you to shave your whole body,” Christina replied in a calm yet assertive tone.
My shoulders slouched as I realized that I even if I argued it wouldn’t matter. I didn’t have a choice if I wanted any hope of getting out of my cage soon. 
“Fine…,” I groaned as I started trudging into the master bathroom.
First I had to wear panties, then I had to wear bras, and now she wants me to shave my body? Is she trying to turn me into a woman?
When I reached the bathroom I turned back to look at her, but she had already settled back into the bed and was on her phone.
“This may take awhile,” I said loud enough for her to hear me, hoping she may reconsider.
“Take your time!” she yelled back.
Damn…
With no other choice, I grabbed a razor and started shaving.
✽✽✽
 
When I was finished and had washed off, I couldn’t believe how I looked. I had never shaved any part of my body before and I thought it looked ridiculous. However, they were very smooth to the touch and very sensitive which was kind of nice. 
I returned to the bed where Christina was still browsing on her phone, still only wearing her new purple underwear. When she saw me she quickly put her phone down and crawled across the bed towards me.
“Look at those smooth, sexy legs,” she exclaimed as she reached up and rubbed my thigh. She ran her hand up to my ass and grabbed it firmly. “And that smooth perky ass in your new sexy panties! Do you still feel silly?”
I looked down at my hairless body and my matching bra and panties. “Definitely. It definitely still feels silly to be wearing a bra and panties in front of my wife. Hair or no hair." 
“There’s nothing to feel silly about. It’s just clothes and if it feels good then you should enjoy them. Plus, it’s what your wife is telling you to wear so have some fun with it,” she said.
“A-alright. I guess you’re right. It’s just clothes.”
“Exactly,” she said as she sat up in the bed. “So… do you want to try on some more clothes?”
“Sure, how about the red ones next?” I said, thinking of a particular pair of red panties that I was excited to try on.
“No, no. I think you should keep the purple ones on and try on something else.” She climbed out of the bed and walked towards her closet. She started digging around her clothes and eventually grabbed a couple items then walked back to the bed to show them to me. “Here, try these on.”
In her outstretched hands were black pantyhose and a short black skirt.
My eyes opened wide in shock when I saw the clothes in her hands. “You want me to wear more women’s clothing?” I asked.
“Oh come on, it’ll be fun. Just put them on and do a little swirl for me. Don’t make me make you.”
“Is this all part of your plan to make me a sissy?” I asked sarcastically.
“I wasn’t planning on going this far with my plan today, but it all just feels so right so why not. I can escalate the plan a bit for my eager sissy,” she said.
I shook my head in disbelief. “What’s the end goal of your plan? Are you trying to turn me into a woman? Is this going to end with me getting fucked by a man?”
She cocked her head at me and said, “Only if that’s what you want, baby… Now stop staling and get dressed."
“Ok, fine.” I said as I reached forward and grabbed the clothes from her. 
I took the pantyhose and balled up each side, slipped my legs into them, and pulled them up. They felt so soft and silky on my hairless legs as they slid up them. When they were all the way up I rubbed the top of my thighs to appreciate the smooth feeling; it felt amazing.
The skirt was very short, barely covering my butt cheeks when I had pulled it up to my waist. I still felt a bit silly, but the naughtiness of wearing stockings and a skirt with my bra and panties was overtaking me. My dick was growing inside of its cage again and I noticed I was starting to shake with excitement again.
“Ok, now you really do look silly,” Christina said as she looked at me. She walked back to her closet and started digging around again. "You definitely need a top. I have some old blouses in here somewhere.”
“Here we are.” She pulled out a white button up blouse and handed it to me. I put it on and buttoned it up as much as I could, but as I got up around my chest it became too tight so I stopped.
“Don’t worry, us girls never button those ones up,” Christina said as she suppressed a laugh.
I turned back to the mirror to see myself wearing all women’s clothing. “Now I feel ridiculous.” 
“But you like it right? You like how it feels?”
“I mean, it’s alright. It’s not uncomfortable or anything.” I replied as I turned back to look at her. I did like how it feels, but I found it hard to admit that to her.
“Well, I think you look sexy in it. Like a sexy little school girl in your little pleated skirt.” She walked up to me and slipped her hands under my skirt, grabbing my ass firmly. She looked up at me and reached her lips up towards mine and gave me a soft kissed. 
I couldn’t suppress my horniness any longer. I hastily put my hand around her head and started kissing her back passionately. My penis throbbed in its cage as my other hand slid down her body and grabbed her ass.
I stuck my tongue in her mouth and let it swirl around with hers as we continued to make out. I lowered her down on to the bed and mounted her. My hands grabbed her wrists and held them up above her head. I felt a desire to be in control and to ravage my wife. 
I started grinding my cage on her abs. I wasn’t even inside of her and I felt like I was already close to cumming. She moaned as she broke away from my lips and elongated her neck. I kissed the length of her neck and she moaned more.
She tried to free her arms, but I held them down. She smiled at me as her head raised up to my ear and she whispered. “I bet you want your little dick unlocked so you can fuck me, don’t you?”
“YES!” I roared.
She lowered her head back to the bed and stared into my eyes. “Too bad. Your dick stays locked up, sissy.”
Her words of denial sent waves down my body. Her control over me was so hot and I just couldn’t take it anymore. I felt my penis explode as I orgasmed. It kept pumping more and more cum into my panties. “Oooh!” I exclaimed.
“Did you just cum?!” She shouted as she propped herself up on her elbows.
“Yes…” I admitted.
She gasped. “Naughty girl!”
“I’m sorry,” I said even though I wasn’t. I was relieved to finally orgasm after weeks of chastity. 
"Wow, you must really like your new outfit. I might need to make you wear it more often.”
I rolled over onto the bed next to her and let out a deep breath. I was unfazed by her threats and teases now that I had cum.
“Don’t get comfortable yet. You need to clean yourself up and go make us dinner. The bra stays on though.” 
She got up and started putting her clothes back on. “I guess now that you managed to cum, your cage can just stay on as well. We will just restart your timer.”
I sighed. I was glad that I managed to orgasm, but I still wanted to get my dick unlocked for just a little bit. That would have to wait though.
I sat up in the bed to start getting started as she was walking out of the room. She stopped just before the door and  looked back at me. “I expect dinner ready in an hour.”




Chapter 7
Time to Clean
Unlike wearing panties, wearing a bra on a regular basis definitely took more getting used to. Despite my bralettes being thin and having no padding, I was still constantly paranoid that people might see the straps when I eventually had to wear them out in public. Not too mention that having something snug around my chest, offering support for my slightly flabby chest was not a feeling I was used to.
Christina, who was requiring me to wear these new bralettes, allowed me to start slow by wearing them every other day and only while I was at home, but I knew that she would eventually change that rule as she seemed adamant that I would be required to continue to wear women’s underwear and bras as part of her plan to turn me into her sissy slave.
I had to admit that I was now quite fond of wearing my panties. I was worried about wearing my new colored pairs, but the first time I left the house wearing them I felt extremely naughty, like I had a sexy secret that I was hiding from the world. I came to like having my body shaved as well. Everything felt cooler and when I looked at myself in the mirror, it did look better seeing myself in panties without hair, just as Christina had said.
I still wasn’t sure why she wanted me to wear women’s clothes, but I knew I needed to respect our chastity bets if I wanted to continue being allowed to watch football and, more importantly, if I ever wanted to get my chastity cage off. And as far as bets go, wearing some lacy panties and the occasional bra was far from a bad punishment for losing so why complain. So I continued to do as I was told until Christina decided to change things up again the following weekend.
✽✽✽
 
“Sean, this house is a mess. You’ve been really slacking on your chastity chores!” she said.
“It’s not that bad. There are a few dishes in the sink and that’s about it.” I said in defense.
“Not that bad? The floor has dirt everywhere, the house is covered in dust, the bathroom sinks and toilets are full of grime, and the bed sheets haven’t been changed in weeks. Just to name a few things. You need to clean all of that today.”
“Ugh, seriously? It’s Saturday, I was hoping to relax.”
“Have you forgot our arrangement.” She reached into the top of her blouse and pulled out a necklace containing my chastity key. “If you want to see these used ever again then you better start cleaning.”
I felt my penis start getting hard. I loved it when she would act dominant. 
“Alright, alright,” I said as I got up from the couch and stretched in preparation of a long day of cleaning.
“Good. But I’m pretty upset that you would dare question me,” she said. 
I turned to look back at her. I could tell she really was upset because she had her hands on her hips and a large frown was painted across her face. 
She stood up, right in front of me and continued. “Because you questioned me, you need to make it up to me by wearing a special outfit. Remember what you wore when you were modeling your new bras and panties for me? You need to wear that.”
“You want me to be dressed as a woman while I clean?” I groaned.
“You’re not questioning me again, are you?” Her tone was mounting with anger.
“Uh, no... Of course not.”
“It will be fun and if you make the house shine… well, remember what happened last time you wore that outfit?” she said, her voice now soft and sensual. 
My mind quickly flashed back to her grabbing my ass under my skirt as we made out, me grinding my cage on her as I kissed her neck, and then me orgasming in my cage while wearing that outfit. 
“Oh, ok. Yeah. That does sound fun!” I said excitedly. Part of me didn’t trust that she would actually allow that to happen again so soon, but I was going to have to dress up and clean anyway so I might as believe it for motivation.
She smiled and gave me a kiss. “Then go get dressed and get started. I’ll just stay here and relax.”
I hurried upstairs to get dressed so I could get started and get the cleaning over with. I dug through her closet and found the same top, skirt and pair of pantyhose that she previously had me wear. I stripped out of my clothes, leaving just my red bra and thong on and then put on Christina’s desired outfit. 
When I was dressed, I went downstairs to show Christina. As I rounded the corner into the kitchen, she was waiting for me.
“I have one more thing for you to wear,” she said as she pulled something out from behind her back. It was a white apron. “Turn around and I’ll put it on.”
I turned around and raised my arms so she could tie the apron behind my back. When she was done I turned back around to face her.
“Look at you! You look like a proper maid!” she exclaimed.
“Oh, I see what you’ve done now,” I said. "So now I’m your maid?”
She looked at me thoughtfully. “Well, that wasn’t my intention, but I do like that this is how it turned out. You’re going to be my little sissy maid for the day. You’re going to clean the house and serve me snacks and drinks at my beck and call.”
“Yes, mistress,” I said with a dash of sarcasm.
“Let’s have some fun with it. If you’re good, then you may even earn yourself a reward. However, if you do a bad job or give me more attitude, then I’m going to have to punish you and you will be locked up for at least another week.”
Those were some harsh terms, but I saw it like another bet. I was betting on my ability to clean up and please her today. “Okay,” I agreed.
“Time to get started, sissy.” She smacked my ass and sent me on my way.




Chapter 8
Maid for a Day
To my surprise, I found that Christina calling me her sissy maid was arousing to me. The longer I stayed locked in chastity, the more I noticed changes in myself and what I found arousing. Lately, I had been getting very turned on by her dominating me. There was something about her touting her power over me, holding up my chastity key as she made her demands and threats. It was intoxicating.
It was making me realize how much of a natural submissive I was or was becoming. It seemed as if within seconds of my chastity cage being locked for the first time, a submissive energy enveloped me and I started doing everything she told me to do with little to no argument. That growing submissiveness was the reason why I was about to start cleaning the house wearing women’s clothes.
With the apron tied around my waist, covering the front of my skirt, it was time to finally start cleaning. Wearing the apron oddly made me feel like I was working in a more official capacity; like I was actually her maid. I knew I had a long day ahead of me if I was going to win my reward and avoid punishment so I wasted no time and hurried upstairs to start.
Upstairs I started by changing the bedsheets and making the bed. I wanted to make sure the bed looked extra inviting so that it might give Christina some ideas of what to do once I was done with my work. Once the bed was made, I ran downstairs to throw the dirty bedsheets in the washing machine.
Next, I started cleaning the master bathroom, I washed the sinks and the countertops then started on the toilet. While I was on my knees, scrubbing the toilet I heard Christina yell, “Maid! I need a snack!” I quickly finished, washed my hands, and hurried to see her.
I found her still in the living room, lounging on the couch, watching something on her phone. “What would you like for a snack?” I asked her.
She sat up and looked at me. “I want some apples and carrots with hummus. And a cup of tea as well,” she said.
“Yes, mistress,” I replied as I made my way into the kitchen to prepare her order.
I set the kettle on the stove to boil while I put together a plate of apple slices and baby carrots with a dollop of hummus on the side. When the water was boiling, I poured her a cup of tea and added honey to her liking. I grabbed the plate and mug, set them on a serving tray and brought it out to her.
“Here you are, mistress.” I said as I set the tray on her lap.
“Thank you,” she replied. “How’s the cleaning going? I haven’t seen you do anything downstairs yet. I hope you’re not slacking.”
“I’ve been upstairs, cleaning the bedroom and bathroom. But I’ll start down here now,” I said.
“That’s a good girl. Get back to work, maid.” She shooed me away with her hands and then took a bite of food.
I’m not sure why I did it, but instinctively I gave her a short bow with a smile. Then I turned to leave the living room to get back to work.
✽✽✽
 
Hours later I was finally done and I was exhausted. I felt confident that I had cleaned everything that she had complained about and done a good job doing so. I even went beyond her complaints by cleaning and tidying other areas. I had a good feeling that I had earned my reward for my work today. 
I returned to the kitchen for a glass of water and leaned against the countertop as I drank it and caught my breath. I was sweating and felt like I had just been working out for hours. 
Cleaning the entire house is a lot of work. I’m going to need to clean more so I don't let the house get to that state of disarray again.
Once I felt recovered, I walked back to the living room where I found Christina reading a book, still on the couch.
“Hey hun, I’m all done,” I said.
She looked at me from over her book. “Oh? Alright, I’ll take a look around,” she said as she put her book down and stood up from the couch. “Go wait in the bedroom and I’ll meet you there after I’ve inspected your work.”
“Sounds good,” I replied as I turned and made my way up to the bedroom.
✽✽✽
 
As I sat on our bed waiting for her, I watched the minutes pass on my bedside clock and grew increasingly worried. I didn’t expect her to inspect my work, let alone spend this much time doing so. I was started to second guess all my efforts when she finally walked into the bedroom.
I felt my back straighten and my posture correct itself when I saw her, as if I too would be inspected. She ignored me and continued her examination by scanned the floors of the bedroom and then continuing into the master bathroom, looking at the sinks, countertops, and toilet. As she existed the bathroom, she appeared to be deep in thought.
“For your first day as a maid… you did a good job. A surprisingly good job actually. You definitely missed a few things, but overall the house looks much better. Thank you for your hard work,” she said.
I felt a surge of excitement.
I did it! I earned my reward, I know I did!
I gave her a smile and said, “I’m glad you’re happy with my work.”
She slowly started walking towards me. “I bet you are. Your silly little dick is probably getting all excited at the thought of us fooling around again, isn’t it?”
“Yes…” I admitted bashfully. “Your promise of a reward really motivated me.”
She frowned at me. “I made no promise, maid. I said you had to earn it. Do you think you earned a reward today?"
I took a deep swallow and said, “Well, you just said I did a good job. So it sounds like I did.”
“I said you did a good job, not a great job or an exemplary job. I also said that you missed a few things.”
“Oh,” I squeaked out as my heart sunk and my hopes of cumming began to shrivel.
She let the tension in the room build as she glared at me. Soon she continued, “But since this was your first time being my sissy maid, I think I will give you a little leeway.” 
She suddenly leapt at me, pushing me back onto our bed and mounting me. Her lips pressed hard against mine, passionately. I kissed back and our lips battled in a heated make out. My dick started swelling up in its chastity cage and throbbing. She reached her hand back and started rubbing my cage through my pantyhose. I felt like my dick might actually break through the cage with all the pressure building up inside of it.
As we continued, her necklace holding my chastity key fell out of her blouse and hit me in the chin. She pulled away from my lips and and grabbed the keys with her hand that had been rubbing my cage.
“I bet you would like to use these to finally get out of your cage, huh?” She asked.
I propped myself up on my elbows. “God, yes,” I exclaimed in response.
She ran a finger down my lips. “Mmm, well... maybe later. It has been too long since I’ve had dick. Are you ready for tonight’s reward, my little sissy?”
“Yes!” I said hungrily.
She climbed off of me and out of the bed. “Okay, stay where you are and close your eyes. No peeking!”
I did as I was told, staying in bed propped up on my elbows. I could hear her walk away and then open a drawer. It sounded like she was taking off her clothes. Then it sounded like she was putting some back on. 
Sexy lingerie perhaps?
I heard her walk back towards me, but I kept my eyes closed. My dick was still throbbing, eager for the sexy surprise I was about to receive. “Ok, open your eyes,” she said in her sexy voice.
My eyes opened and then bulged in shock at what I saw in front of me. I had heard right that she had taken her clothes off as she had undressed to just her bra and panties. But I was also right that she had put something else back on. She now wore a harness atop her panties from which a long, penis shaped dildo was hanging inches from my face.
I moved my face back, away from the dildo as I stammered, “W-what is that for?"
She grinned. “This is your reward, sissy.”




Chapter 9
A Sissy’s Reward
I continued to stare at the large dildo dangling in front of my face. “What do you mean? How is this my reward?” I asked.
She grabbed the dildo as if it was her own cock and wagged it. “I’m going to give you a new experience that you’re going to love. Trust me,” she said.
“I don’t think I can trust anyone wielding a dick in front of my face,” I said indignantly. “And I can’t think of any experiences I would ever want that involved a dildo or a dick other than my own.”
“Oh, you simple, silly sissy. You just need to stop thinking and trust your wife. Trust your mistress.”
I hesitated.
She’s probably testing my resolve to obey her. I’ll play along a little bit.
“Well, then what’s the experience?” I asked, trying to get more information before agreeing to her idea.
She wagged the dildo in my face again as she giggled. “I think it’s pretty obvious. I’m going to fuck you. Don’t you worry though, I’ll be gentle. I’ll just use the tip to start.”
“What?! No way! This has gone too far,” I shouted. “Wearing bras and panties is one thing, but having me dress as a maid and then wanting to fuck me?! That’s just too much.”
“Oh, but dear, don’t you remember our bet? I said that if I won, which I did, you would be my sissy slave.” She paused as she took a step towards me and gently slapped the dildo against my cheek. “And everybody knows that a good sissy slave, dresses like a girl and gets fucked. Don’t you want to be a good sissy and honor your bet?”
My body was a melting pot of emotions. My brain was telling me to run, but my dick was pulsing hard in my chastity cage, clearly very into the scene that was playing out.
“I… I… I don’t know.” I finally mustered.
“It’s not like it’s a real dick. Feel it, it’s fake,” she said.
I rolled my eyes at her as I grabbed the dildo to appease her. I figured it would buy me time while I sorted through my feelings. It was of course very fake as there’s no way she magically grew a penis since the last time I saw her naked.
“I know it’s fake,” I said. “That doesn’t change the fact that you want to fuck me with it.”
It was her turn to roll here eyes at me. “Oh, come on. Don’t be silly. You have been wearing panties for weeks and are currently dressed as my maid. So if you’re worried about it being ‘gay’ or something, get over it!”
That was my concern. That and where she might try to push me next if I agreed.
She continued. "Not to mention that it’s me, your wife, wanting to do it. It’s not gay if your wife says it’s ok.”
“Really?” I asked. Hearing her say that was reassuring.
She put her hands on her hips, looking annoyed. “I have a lot of girl friends that do anal play with their guys and they love it. The guys practically start begging for it to happen again. You men really need to get over the stigma of it."
“Eh, I don’t know, it just seems so wrong.”
“It is wrong… and very naughty. Don’t you want to be naughty?” she said.
Her words hit me hard. She knew I loved the feeling of being naughty. I was so close to giving in…
“But if you don’t, and you want to go back on our bet, then I guess we can just stop with this whole chastity thing and go back to our normal old life and normal old sex life,” she said in a solemn voice.
“No! I don’t want that. I like our life how it is!” I said in distress.
She gave me a slight nod. “I know you do. You love it that I make you wear your tiny little cage over your tiny little dick. You love that I make you clean and cook and do all the house work. You love that you only get to cum when I allow it. You love being my servant and you’re going to love being my sissy.”
I felt hypnotized by her words. Our eyes were locked and I was speechless. I couldn’t deny anything she was saying.
As if my lack of denial was affirmation, she smiled and said, “Now be a good sissy. Turn around and bend over for your mistress.”
I stood up and started to turn around. I didn’t quite know what I was doing or what was about to happen, but I felt powerless. I could no longer resist. I bent over, putting my forearms on the bed, and closed my eyes. 
“That’s a good girl,” she said as she flipped my skirt on to my back and pulled down my pantyhose and panties. I heard her squirt something into her hands then felt a cold, wet touch on my asshole, causing me to flinch. 
“It’s ok, it’s just my finger with some lube. I said I would be gentle,” she said calmly.
She rubbed the outside of my asshole. I felt my eyes clenched closed as I nervously awaited what was about to happen. And then I felt it. She penetrated me with her finger.
My whole body flinched forward as her finger entered me.
She slapped my ass with her other hand in response. “I’m not going to be gentle if you’re going to be a bitch,” she said with an annoyed tone.
“Sorry…,” I mumbled as I tried to brace myself still.
She continued to push her finger in deeper, slowly until I felt her knuckle on my butt cheek. I was surprised by how it felt. It didn’t hurt, but it didn’t necessarily feel good either. It was just weird, foreign. She slowly started pulling her finger back and then pushed it back in. She repeated the motions rhythmically. It was beginning to feel… okay.
“See, it’s not so bad, right?” she asked as she continued.
I felt my body start to relax as her fucking started to feel better. “No, I guess not,” I said.
She pulled her finger all the way out, squirted more lube on it, and then started fucking me with it again. The extra lube was nice. Her finger slid in and out smoother and she was able to put her finger in all the way with less resistance. The deeper she entered me, the better it felt.
“Oooh!” I let out. I was immediately embarrassed by my moan, but she wasn’t stopping and I couldn’t suppress it anymore. It was starting to feel good. She started pressing in as far and as fast as she could and I moaned louder.
“That’s right. You like getting fucked. Don’t you, sissy?” she hissed.
“Yes…” I sighed out between moans.
She slapped my ass. “Are you ready to be fucked by my cock?”
I didn’t want to say admit it, but I did want to feel more inside of me. Her finger wasn’t enough. I bit my lip and squeaked out, “Yes…”
She pulled out her finger and started covering the dildo with lube. 
What did I just agree to?! 
Before I could reconsider, I felt the tip of the dildo touch my asshole with a firm pressure. It suddenly it popped in and I gasped as the head of the fake cock entered me.
She started slowly, just pushing it in just a few inches and continuing the same rhythmic motion that she used with her finger. It wasn’t enough, I needed to feel it as deep as her finger was. I pressed my ass back and allowed the dildo to go deeper inside of me. It felt better. 
Christina let out a gasp and then started laughing as she grabbed my ass. “You’re such a good little sissy slut. You’re fucking yourself!” she exclaimed.
I didn’t care what she called me, I needed more if it inside of me. I kept pushing back, syncing it with her thrusts.
“That’s right, take my cock, sissy!” she yelled as she started thrusting harder and deeper.
My chastity cage felt like it was ready to burst. I moaned with each thrust of the dildo. I felt like I might cum.
Soon she started slowing down and then said, “Ok, sissy. I think that’s enough for tonight," she said.
I felt a rush of panic. “No! I’m so close, please keep going!” I begged.
She pulled the dildo out despite my plea. She leaned over me and placed her hand on my back as she said, “If you wanted more, then you shouldn’t have forgotten to put the bedsheets in the dryer. And you definitely shouldn’t have questioned my reward in the first place.” She stood up and started walking away. "If you ever want to be fucked again, then you better wise up and never question me. Is that understood? You’re to do everything I tell you from now on.”
“Yes, I understand,” I whimpered.
“That’s a good sissy.”




Chapter 10
Completion
I remained bent over the bed, my head pressed into the blankets as Christina walked away. She still was still wearing the strap on and I stared it it, feeling desperate for more. I was so close to cumming and my balls were starting to ache after she denied me my chance.
I pushed myself up and looked at her. “Please, let me cum. I’ll do anything you say. I’m so close and need release so badly,” I begged.
She turned back to face me. “You already agreed to do everything I say, how is this any different?” she asked.
“I-I don’t know. Look, I’m begging here,” I continued to plea.
She crossed her arms at looked at me with pitying eyes. “Wow, you really are desperate to cum, aren’t you? You got that turned on from me fucking you?”
“I guess so… all I know is that my balls are aching.”
“You know you’re breaking the number one rule of chastity, right? Begging to orgasm? I should give you a really big punishment for this. Maybe another week or two without orgasming.”
I began panicking again. “Shit! You’re right,” I said. "I’m sorry. I’ll just try icing my balls to get them to relax. Please forget I asked.”
She shook her head at me. “It’s a little late for that, but I’ll tell you what…,” she started. She paused and I could tell she was deep in thought. I waited for her to continue. “Here are my terms. If you agree to be my sissy maid from now on then I’ll forgive you and give you another chance to cum.”
“Your sissy maid? What does that entail?” I asked hesitantly. I was unsure how it differed from being her sissy slave.
“Well,” she began as she slowly started walking back towards me. “I’m going to buy you a little French maid outfit. It will have a black dress, a fluffy white petticoat and a cute little apron. Not to mention the thigh high stockings to go with the bra and panties that you already wear. You’re going to dress up every Saturday and clean the whole house while you serve me.”
“Seriously? You want me to dress up as a maid again?”
Christina laughed at me. “Don’t tell me you didn’t like being dressed up and fucked like a girl. You’re literally begging for more right now.”
I blushed and broke eye contact with her, embarrassed. “Will I get rewards like today?” I asked.
“Hmm, yes. The same deal will apply. If you do a good job, you will receive a reward. But, you will be punished if you disappoint me. And I will be much more strict next time.”
I can work with those odds.
“Alright… sure. I’ll be your maid,” I agreed.
“I knew you would.” She suddenly pushed me backwards onto the bed. “Now lift up your legs.”
I raised my legs up as high as I could get them. She stepped to the edge of the bed, between my legs and pulled them closer to her, leaning her shoulders against them. Her shoulders pushed my legs back more and lifted my ass slightly off the bed. With one hand she grabbed the shaft of the dildo and aimed it at my asshole. Then she moved forward and pressed the dildo against my asshole until it pushed in.
I groaned as I was penetrated once again. She move closer as she continued pushing the dildo in. She stared at me as she kept pressing it in deeper, until I felt its balls touch my butt cheeks. My dick started throbbing again. She pulled the dildo back and then started fucking me as I tried to grind on the dildo in rhythm with her thrusting. 
“I knew you would love getting fucked. You have cock whore written all over you. Tell me how much you love my cock,” she demanded.
“I-I love your cock,” I stammered.
“Louder!” she yelled.
“I LOVE YOUR COCK!” I shouted.
“That’s right, you slut.”
My abs were starting to burn as she continued fucking me with my legs pressed back. I tried to adjust but she had my legs pinned back and she started thrusting harder.
“No getting out of this, slut. You’re getting what you begged for. You’re getting fucked until you cum.”
She grabbed my cage and pushed it backwards as she stroked and fondled it. My dick began pulsing again and I knew I was close. I closed my eyes and bit my lip then felt my dick burst as I cam. I felt liquid hit my stomach; I could feel the wetness and warmth of it through my blouse.
I looked up to see my dick continuing to pump cum out. I melted back into the bed with a sigh. I had never experienced such a large orgasm in my life. It felt amazing.
Christina leaned over me, the dildo still inside of me, and with a finger she swiped up some cum off of my shirt. “And now a little treat for my sissy,” she said as she stuck the finger in my mouth.
I gagged and tried to spit it out, but she put her hand over my mouth. 
“Swallow!” she yelled.
I forced myself to swallow. Once I had, she released her hand from my mouth.
“Good girl,” she whispered. She stepped back, letting the dildo slide out of my ass. “I hope you enjoyed that. That’s probably the last time you will cum for a while. But at least you now know how you will be orgasming from now on.”
“You mean we won’t have sex anymore?!” I asked, bewildered.
She thought about it for a moment and then said, “We may, but the only way my sissy will cum will be from anal penetration. Is that clear?”
I couldn’t tell if I was happy or sad. I greatly enjoyed my orgasm, but it likely meant that I wouldn’t get unlocked from my chastity cage for quite awhile and may not get to fuck my wife again. 
“Yes…” I said.
“Expect to have your new maids outfit by next weekend. I look forward to watching you clean and serve me.”
“Yes, mistress.”
“Now clean up this mess.” And with that she unhooked the strap on, dropped on the ground and walked away.
I guess this is my life now. I’m now my wife’s sissy maid.
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