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  Sissy Dreams:




  For Hire




   




   




  My eyes kept straying to the grey suit-carrier my wife, Sarah, had brought home after work.




  “Are you listening to me?” she said, interrupting my thoughts.




  “Um, yes?”




  She looked lovely sitting on the sofa in a red satin blouse and black knee-length pencil skirt.




  “So you see why this is necessary?”




  I could, I just didn’t want to do it. I mean, what would that make me?




  “Er, well–”




  She gave an exasperated sigh and started again. “You wear that while I’m at work. I don’t want people knowing you’re a useless waste of space.”




  That was a bit much.




  “I–”




  “You can’t even satisfy me any more!”




  She had me there.




  I didn’t have a clue why I wasn’t able to get an erection. I’d been fine previously. I’d been racking my brains to work out what happened, but each time we tried to have sex I couldn’t do anything. It got so bad that I went to see my doctor. All she could say was that it was an ‘age’ thing, and prescribed some more of the vitamin pills I’d been taking for a while.




  There was also the problem that I’d been fired because I kept losing paperwork for important deadlines, only to find it again a few days too late. We decided it would be for the best if I became a house husband, looking after the house – cooking, cleaning, doing the laundry, while she was busy working.




  But now Sarah felt that was the wrong thing to do. Well, not the ‘wrong’ thing, just the ‘wrongly dressed’ thing.




  “The Goslings have a maid, and also the Fosters.”




  These were our neighbours she was trying to keep up with.




  She continued on, her voice changing down into a cajoling pitch, “It’s for us, Peter. If anyone looked in the windows they’d see you and know you were out of a job and… But if they saw we had a maid they wouldn’t know the truth.”




  I noticed she managed not to say ‘useless’.




  “But if anyone found out?”




  “Think of it as acting - you’ll just be playing a role. You’ll still be looking after the house while I’m at work. It’ll take the worry and stress away from me, letting me do my best at work. They won’t have a clue it’s you and not some maid we’ve hired.”




  I sighed and looked down at the carpet I’d recently cleaned. I suppose it wouldn’t hurt. I mean, I was always worrying that someone would see me and know what was going on. Then that would reflect badly on Sarah: that she was doing the work because I wasn’t able to.




  I looked up into her face. She raised a questioning eyebrow at me. No, I had to do it.




  “I’ve… um, never worn stockings or a bra before.”




  “Don’t worry, you’ll soon learn. If I have an early start you’ll have to dress yourself. Isn’t that funny? Learn to dress yourself, just like a child.”




  I gave a half-hearted, “Yeah.”




  “No time like the present, Peter.”




  “Shall I get changed here?”




  Sarah looked out the windows. Night-time was falling and the streetlights were snapping on.




  “No. Best go to the spare room and change there. Don’t forget to draw the curtains.” She thought about it some more. “What if we make that into your room? You could put your clothes there, and you could have a bed there, so if I needed to go into work early I wouldn’t wake you up.”




  “We’d not sleep in the same bed?”




  Her only answer was to crook her little finger in a downward-pointing curl.




  Oh.




  Maybe it would be for the best? – I could relax and not have to worry about getting an erection and not satisfying her. Would not worrying about it enable me to get erections again? Would she then let me back in her bed?
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