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Part 1

Feeling Like a Woman
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Chapter 1

Sarah

My eyes closed as I took a sip from my mug and let the warm sensation of coffee flow through me. I let out a pleasure filled sigh as I once again recalled that it was Saturday morning and the beginning of a relaxing weekend. A weekend with no plans and nothing on my to do list.

“You missed out on a lot of fun last night, babe,” my wife, Sarah, said as she came to sit across from me at the dining table.

I opened my eyes to look at her and immediately felt my dick swell up. She was wearing nothing but her satin red pajama shorts and a short white t-shirt that was just see through enough for me to see her perky nipples. A smirk started growing on her face and I instantly knew that she had caught me staring.

“O-oh?” I choked out as my eyes darted down to my coffee.

“Maddie got super drunk and was throwing herself on like every man at the bar, Gina was telling us about her latest dating fiasco, and Charlotte ran up on stage and kissed the singer in the house band!” she replied enthusiastically.

I looked back up at her and gave her a polite smile. Truth be told, a night out with her girlfriends sounded awful, especially a night like that. I was glad that I had managed to stay home instead. “Yeah, that all sounds so… riveting.”

“I think I had one too many though,” she chuckled as she rubbed her temples.

“That must have been an expensive night drinking,” I said without thinking. I immediately regretted my judgmental words.

Sarah’s eyebrows furrowed while her eyes shot daggers at me. “I’ll have you know that all I spent was the five dollars that I tipped the bartender with at the end of the night,” she replied curtly as she crossed her arms.

I was taken aback by her answer. “Five dollars? How could you get a hangover by spending that little at a bar?” I scoffed.

“Well, I was sad when you said you didn’t want to join us, but one perk of not having you there was all the free drinks that other men were buying me and the girls,” she giggled. “You don’t mind that I had to flirt with a few men to pay off my tab, do you?”

I thought back to the outfit I saw her go out wearing last night. She was wearing a lacy black spaghetti strapped bodysuit tucked into a pair of ripped blue jeans. Her cleavage had looked amazing and her ass was perfect thanks to the black high heels that she wore. It was no wonder that she was getting drinks thrown at her by other men.

I opened my mouth to answer but was too distracted by the strange feelings swirling inside of me. Oddly, the thought of my wife getting hit on and flirting with other men was arousing and making my cock grow stiff in my shorts.

“I, uhh… I guess that’s alright,” I finally managed to mumble. I could feel my cheeks growing flush and quickly covered my face with my coffee mug to hide my strange feelings.

Sarah smirked at me as she continued her story. “One of the guys even offered to take me to the game tonight. Court side seats he said. I can’t lie, I was pretty tempted to take him up on his offer, especially since you ditched me last night.”

I gulped nervously as my blood rushed to my dick. Could she tell how I was feeling? Was she teasing me on purpose?

“I’m glad you didn’t,” I lied before taking another sip of coffee. I set down my mug and let out a deep breath, hoping that I could send the strange feelings out of me. As I tried to cool off, I couldn’t help but notice Sarah grinning at me from across the table. Despite her late night and hangover, she still looked flawlessly gorgeous. It was almost unfair. “It must be nice to be you, huh?”

“Excuse me?” She scoffed as she leaned forward over the table, her eyes once again raging at me.

I rolled my eyes at her, already knowing full well that she knew what I meant. “Look at you… you’re effortlessly beautiful. Guys are always throwing themselves and money at you. Life must be a cakewalk for someone like you.”

Sarah leaned back in her chair and looked at me quizzically. “Do you really think that looking like this is effortless?”

“You just woke up and look at you! You don’t have your hair done or any make up on, hell, you’re barely wearing any clothes and you still look immaculate!”

She squinted her eyes and started rubbing her head again though this time I wasn’t sure if it was because of her hangover or me. When she finally opened her eyes, she had an unnerving look in them. “If you think that it’s so easy to be me, then maybe we should do a little experiment. Maybe I should teach you everything that goes into being me.”

I didn’t know what she meant, but I didn’t like the sound of it. I needed to back out of this conversation and quickly do some damage control. “No, no. That’s not necessary,” I sighed. “I’m sorry, I was out of line. I guess I was just a little flustered by the idea of guys buying you drinks.”

Sarah shook her head as she abruptly stood up from the table. “Oh, no. I’m tired of you always discrediting my accomplishments and work by using my looks as an excuse,” she said harshly. “It’s time for you to really learn what it’s like to be me. It’s time for you to learn what goes in to being a woman.”


Chapter 2

Jealousy

I felt myself trembling at her words. I wasn’t sure what she meant, but I could tell that it wasn’t good. “I said I’m sorry. Isn’t that enough?” I pleaded.

Sarah walked around the table towards me, stopping behind my chair and grabbing my shoulders firmly. “I’m dead serious,” she growled. “I’m tired of your petty sexist rhetoric, I’m sick of your belittling me, and I’m so over your jealousy.”

I craned my head back to look at her. “Jealousy?!” I spat out in disbelief.

Suddenly she jerked back my chair and turned it until we faced one another. “That’s right,” she answered flatly as she leaned over me. Her hands grabbed her breasts through her shirt and then started working their way down her tight hour glass figure. “I think deep down inside you are jealous of me being such a sexy woman.”

“What? That’s ridiculous!” I exclaimed defensively. To my surprise, I didn’t quite believe the words that came out of my mouth.

She grabbed the back of my seat and lowered herself down into my lap. I shivered as I felt her pussy slid against my hard cock. She smiled at me as she grabbed my chest, her gentle hands softly cupping it as if I had breasts of my own. Her hands squeezed and caressed as a strange sensation swelled up inside me. She continued, her gropes growing more sexual, as I considered the new feelings.

Could she possibly be right? This does feel rather erotic and I have always admired her body. She is just so sexy, so beautiful. Who couldn’t wonder what it would be like to look like her?

A diabolical laugh escaped Sarah as she pinched my nipples then climbed off of me. “See? You can’t even deny it.”

I suddenly realized that I had let her touch me for far too long. I shook my head to snap out of my daze then tried to reject her hypothesis. “That’s crazy. If that’s what I wanted then why would I marry you? Why would I have sex with you?”

She grabbed my hand and pulled me up as she smiled at me. “Those things and wanting to feel like a sexy woman aren’t mutually exclusive, babe. It’s okay. I don’t blame you.”

With that, she turned and started making her way down the hall, pulling me along with her. “You know, I’ve always sensed a strong feminine side from you. You have just the perfect amount of beta in you so that I can boss you around. I’ve always liked that about you and our relationship.”

I scowled as I considered her words. Had she really seen me as a beta male this whole time? Was that really something that she liked about me? It was all so strange, so surprising to hear. “Seriously?” I asked in disbelief.

As she entered the bedroom she let go of my hand and spun around. She started walking backwards into the room as she grinned at me. “You never realized that? You’re so cute, Dave,” she giggled. “We’ve always had a rather reversed power dynamic, but maybe it’s time to amplify that a bit more.”

“I… I’m not sure what’s going on right now, but I think I’m done with it. I just wanted a nice relaxing weekend and this… whatever this whole thing is, is not sitting well with me. I’ve had enough. I’m going to go back to the table to finish my coffee and pretend like this never happened.”

I started backing out of our bedroom, but before I could make it out I was once again caught off guard. I stopped dead in my tracks as Sarah’s delicate little fingers curled around the hem of her short t-shirt and started pulling it over her head.

Her breasts bounced as the shirt popped over them. My eyes followed the movements of her nipples as her long blonde hair fell over them. I could feel my dick once again surging to life at the sight of her hefty bosom on display.

“Oh, come on, babe,” she let out playfully as she shamelessly stared at me topless. “Don’t be such a grump. Have some fun with me and maybe I’ll make it worth your while.”

My dick surged again, pitching a tent in my pants that pointed directly at Sarah. In that moment I knew that I couldn’t refuse. “F-fine,” I mumbled as I finally managed to peel my eyes away from her breasts.

“That’s a good girl,” she said softly.

“Girl?” I repeated in confusion.

“Girl, boy, whatever,” she shrugged as she made her way to her closet.

I watched as she started pushing around her hung clothes. She had a certain mad scientist vibe to her that was alarming, but there was no going back now.

“This might fit… and this… and this,” she muttered to herself as she continued. “Oh, and I can’t forget about those!”

She hurried to the other wall where her dresser stood, her breasts bouncing with every step. The top drawer, which I knew to be where she stored her panties, yanked open and she started digging through them as I watched in confusion. When at last she finally stopped she pulled out a bright pink thong and held it up as she turned to face me. Her eyes moved back and forth between me and her underwear before they eventually stopped on me. “Yes. These are the perfect start,” she let out.

Still baffled by what was happening, I couldn’t help but ask for clarification. “The perfect start to what?”

Her wicked grin returned as she replied, “The perfect start to your outfit. Now get undressed.”


Chapter 3

Dress Up

Sarah tossed the panties at me and I caught them in an awkward surprise. “Put these on when you’re done,” she added, her voice soft yet demanding.

I looked at the pink thong in my hands and felt a strange power flowing through them. My body tingled and my dick shifted at the feel of them in my hand.

I can’t possibly agree to this, can I? I can’t wear women’s clothing, even if it is my wife asking me!

I bunched the panties in my fist to get them out of sight and then tried to summon the needed energy to push back against Sarah. “This is what you want me to do? Absolutely not. This is ridiculous. I’m not putting these on,” I said firmly.

Sarah’s hands fell to her hips and her head cocked to the side as she gave me an incredulous look. “Do you really think you can get out of this? No way, Dave,” my wife said firmly. “I’m going to teach you a lesson and you’re going to listen and obey me. Your only choice is whether you’re going to be good for me and be rewarded or be naughty and get punished.”

I stepped back, surprised by her sudden tone. My hand opened up to reveal the thong once more and my eyes gazed down once more. Again I felt the alluring sensation radiating from them.

I can’t deny that there’s a part of me that’s curious and wants to try them on, but I this still feels so… weird…

I looked back up at Sarah who had a fire raging in her eyes as she glared at me. “This isn’t a question or a request. This is a demand. You’re going to do it one way or another. Get naked and put those panties on. Now.”

Her sharp words caused a rush of adrenaline to overcome me. Without thinking I grabbed my pants and underwear and started pushing them towards the floor. My shirt left next, leaving me naked.

Standing naked before my wife, something I had done hundreds of times throughout our relationship, oddly felt different this time. I felt small and embarrassed, and felt the need to cover my privates. My hands moved to block her view as I stood awkwardly before her.

Sarah rolled her eyes at me. “If you want to cover up your little dick then do so by obeying my orders. Cover them with those cute little panties I gave you.”

I nodded and obeyed. I bent over and slipped my legs through the holes of the thong before slowly pulling them up. It was a moment that only lasted a second but seemed to go on forever. As I felt the lacy touch of the thong I felt shivers in its wake. My naked body felt as if it was transforming from its touch and as the fabric slid nicely into my asscrack and covered my dick, my mind felt the change, too. There was something about wearing my wife’s panties that just felt… right.

I was snapped out of that moment by the sounds of Sarah’s soft footsteps approaching me. “Mmm, yes. Don’t they feel nice? Most men don’t know what they’re missing, but not you. Not anymore. I bet you’re going to want to wear all thongs from now on,” she said with a teasing tone. She stopped just before me as her hands reached for her pajama shorts. Her hips moved from side to side as she worked the satin shorts down her long, smooth legs. As her pajamas dropped to the floor, I noticed that she, too, was wearing a small pink pair of panties. “Look! Now we’re like twins!” she giggled.

My dick pressed against my tight fitting thong as I admired the look of her smooth crotch. Unlike mine there was no hint of hair and no obvious bulge of a cock and balls. The panties looked so good on her and for a moment I wondered if I could ever possibly look that good, too.

Sarah took another step closer and I watched as her hand floated to my crotch. I could feel her fingers through the lace of the underwear as she started stroking my cock. My dick grew and pressed against the fabric, causing the thong to dig deeper into my ass and intensifying its strange comfort.

“Don’t thongs feel so nice?” Sarah said softly as if reading my mind.

“Uh huh,” I breathed out without thinking.

“I knew you’d like them, but just wait until you feel the rest.”

To my chagrin, her hand disappeared from my dick as she drifted away to her dresser. She started digging through a different drawer until she pulled out another lacy garment. She returned to me as she held out the item for me to take.

“Now for a bra, or well, a bralette since I don’t think your chest will fit any of my bras. I’ll have to get some for you later,” she added.

I ignored her comment as I took the black bra in my hands. I was a little disappointed that it didn’t match my panties but that feeling was overwhelmed by my curiosity for how it would feel. I pulled it over my head and fit it over my chest. It was tight around my torso, but that aided the padded cups in pushing up my slightly flabby chest into petite breasts. Looking down, it actually looked like I had a small bosom.

Sarah’s hands swarmed my chest and started rubbing it. The fabric’s gentle touch tickled my body and filled me with arousal. “Mmm, yeah. That looks nice on you, babe. We should have you wearing these more often.”

“R-really?” I choked out. I couldn’t deny that I liked how the bra and panties felt and I couldn’t deny that I would be interested in wearing them again. Especially if she touched me like this whenever I did.

“Yeah,” she answered. “I mean, don’t you feel sexier already? Don’t you like how they feel?”

“I guess so,” I said, trying to sound casual and downplay my feelings.

She smirked at me as if seeing right through me. “Good. Now let’s continue with the rest of your outfit.”


Chapter 4

The Outfit

Sarah left me to return to her closet. She pushed aside her clothes until she seemed to find precisely what she was looking for.

“This. This is the one,” she said as she removed a black dress from the closet. She held it out in front of herself and nodded approvingly. “Do you remember this dress?”

I gave it a look over and realized that I did recognize it. “That’s the dress you were wearing when we first met, isn’t it?” I answered.

“Very good, Dave. I’m impressed,” she replied. “This used to be my lucky dress, the dress I wore when I was younger and needed a good fucking. I retired it after the night I met you though.”

I blushed at her story as I remembered in fondness that first night of passion we shared together. “I had a feeling that you were just using me for a one night stand, but I didn’t mind. I had never seen someone as beautiful as you before. Afterwards I couldn’t stop thinking about you so I just had to text you a few days later. I never thought you would actually reply or agree to see me again.”

She smiled lovingly at me as she walked back towards me. “I wasn’t planning to reply, but there was just something about you that intrigued me. I loved how you let me dominate you that night. I went to the bar that night needing cock and you let me take you home, throw you down, and take it,” she said. She laughed and then continued, “I remember my thighs burned for days after from riding you so hard.”

My cheeks started burning fiercer at her retelling. She made our first night sound so naughty. So sexy.

“And now I bequeath it to you to wear,” she added as she held it out to me. “It’s oddly fitting really. From one new beginning to another.”

I frowned at her as I took the dress. “I’m not sure I would call this a new beginning,” I retorted. “I’m just doing this once to please you.”

“We’ll see,” she giggled in response. She stepped back and gestured for me to put it on. “Luckily, the dress is too big for me now and should fit you well enough.”

I looked at the short black dress in my hands and wondered if she was right. Could I possibly fit into one of her dresses? It was true that she had lost weight and was in much better shape these days, but surely she was never my size.

There’s only one way to find out I suppose.

I examined the dress for a zipper and then recalled the moment when she had pulled off the short, tight fitting dress that first night. I remembered that she wasn’t wearing panties which made me believe that she really had gone out searching for cock that night. I also remembered seeing her naked body for the first time; her perfect porcelain skin and her tight pussy between her soft, slender legs. I was in awe, a feeling I still get to this day when I see her naked.

When I finally snapped out of my memory, I knew it was time to follow her orders and take the next step. It was time to put on the dress.

I bunched up the dress and slipped my arms through the short sleeves. The dress was tight around my chest and body as I pulled it down, but the stretchy fabric had some give to it that allowed me to fit it on. It reached down to the top of my thigh and when I tried to pull it down further, I couldn’t. That was as long as the dress was.

This really is a slutty dress. No wonder she wore it to get fucked. And no wonder she caught my eye that night.

Sarah took a step back to examine me. Her eyes crawled over my body slowly as she took in my look. When she reached the bottom of the short dress she shook her head in disappointment. “You’re really ruining my sexy dress with your leg hair, but ugh! I don’t think we have time to properly deal with that today,” she grumbled. “I know! Let’s just hide it for now and save that lesson for another day.”

My stomach turned with another reference to more lessons and dressing up again, but at the same time my heart fluttered with curiosity as to what she meant. I watched as she pulled out another item from her dresser and carried it back to me.

I recognized the item the second I saw it and my dick throbbed in my panties at the sight. They were sheer black stockings. I had always loved the feeling of touching her legs when she wore nylons, almost more than feeling her soft skin itself. I would be lying if I said that I hadn’t wondered how they would feel to wear.

“Sit down so I can help you put these on,” Sarah instructed me.

Once again I followed her command, though this time I did so with much less resistance. My feet felt like they were floating as I walked to our bed to sit down.

Sarah followed and knelt down before me. She started rolling up the first leg of the stockings then slipped it over my foot. The feeling of the nylon running up my leg felt even better than I had imagined. I had to close my eyes as she started with my other leg.

“Now stand up,” she snapped at me.

I jumped out of bed and she continued pulling the stockings up my legs and all the way to my waist. She straightened them out and then pulled my dress back down to cover my crotch when she was satisfied.

“There, that looks much better. Now you look like a proper bar slut.”


Chapter 5

The Heels

“I do?” I croaked. There was no denying that I was growing overcome with arousal from this experience. It was far more enticing than I could have ever expected.

“Well, you did until your dick started getting hard,” she laughed.

I looked down and saw my dick pushing out the dress. My cheeks reddened as embarrassment flushed through me. “Oh, I… uhh,” I stuttered as I tried to think of an excuse while fumbling to try and hide my dick.

“It’s okay,” she continued to laugh. “I knew you would like it, but maybe you should try tucking that thing between your legs.”

I turned around and lifted the dress up enough until my other hand could reach inside my stockings and panties to better adjust my penis. I pushed it down and between my legs and then let the tight underwear and nylons help keep it down. After pulling my dress back down I noticed that the bulge was clearly gone and the dress fit flush against my body.

I took the chance to take in the whole look. The body con dress was helping to give me a semblance of curves and the padded bra beneath was giving me small breasts over my chest. I couldn’t believe what I saw.

“You even have a cute little ass,” Sarah suddenly said as her hands grasped my cheeks. I jumped in surprise and turned around to face her. “That’s much better,” she said as she gazed at my crotch. “No more pesky penis showing.”'

“T-thanks, I guess,” I mumbled awkwardly.

“Now for the next piece,” she started as she moved back to her closet. This time, instead of looking at her clothes, she was examining her shoes. “It’s a good thing that we wear pretty similar shoe sizes.”

My heart started beating faster as I realized what she was planning. “It is?” I asked nervously.

“Of course, you need to have the full experience of what it’s like to be a sexy woman and you can’t have that without high heels.”

Before I could say anything, she spun around holding a pair of bright red high heels. From my vantage point, they looked extremely high. I couldn’t believe someone could ever walk in them. My eyes were locked on them as she approached me with them outstretched towards me.

“Some nice, sexy red pumps will surely help you feel more like a real woman.”

I tried to smile to hide my anxiety about wearing her heels. There was something specifically about wearing high heels that seemed to take everything to the next level. So far I had just put on some clothes, but high heels seemed different.

“Do I have to?” I groaned as I trudged my way to the bed to sit down.

Sarah stabbed the heels into my chest to answer. “You don’t hear me complaining about wearing heels every time we go out or every day to when I go to work, do you? It’s part of the uniform of a woman, so yes, you have to. You need to learn.”

I let out a deep sigh. She seemed unmovable about all of this and I knew I would have to go through with it as the only way to end this charade. But that wouldn’t stop me from trying one more time. “Even if I apologize again and tell you how much I regret spewing that nonsense out?”

Sarah let out a boisterous laugh. “Not a chance. I’m having too much fun now,” she chuckled. “Now hurry up and put those heels on.”

My shoulders slumped as I took the shoes from her and resigned to putting them on. “Fine,” I pouted. I reached down and slipped the first heel over my stocking clad foot. It was a tight squeeze to get the shoes on, but I managed.

Each heeled foot clicked loudly against the floors as I set them down. It was surreal to feel my toes bunched in the pointed tip of high heels and my calves activated by the lifted position.

I can’t believe I’m actually wearing high heels!

“There you go, now don’t you feel extra sexy?” my wife asked me.

I considered her question for a moment even though I already knew the answer. I did. I couldn’t admit that to her though. “It all feels pretty weird to be honest,” I lied.

Sarah looked at me as if she didn’t believe me and in that moment I was glad that my dick was hidden between my legs so she couldn’t see it trying to grow hard again. “Well maybe you just need to check yourself out first. Stand up and go look in the mirror. Maybe seeing yourself will make you feel more like the woman that you’re dressed as.”

I awkwardly pushed myself up to standing as I wobbled in my new heels. I reached my arms out to balance myself as I took my first steps as a woman. My nerves were firing furiously at the thought of seeing myself dressed like this, but there was also a deep wonder eager to see if I looked remotely as sexy as Sarah did in this outfit.

As I slowly approached the mirror I started to really see myself, more than just what I could see by looking down. I could see the tight black dress that barely covered my crotch, the sheer pantyhose that helped disguise my hairy legs, the bright red high heels that accentuated my legs and butt. While I clearly didn’t have the alluring hourglass curves that Sarah did, the outfit she had made me wear helped give me enough to make me look more feminine than masculine.

“Wow,” I let out.

Sarah snuck up behind me and grabbed my chest from around my back. “Mmm, yeah. You look like such a fucking slut,” she moaned as she started kissing my neck. “If I saw you at a bar I would definitely want to take you home and fuck you.”


Chapter 6

Role Reversal

My eyes closed as a loud moan escaped me. I wasn’t sure if it was because of her kisses or her promiscuous words, but I knew I wanted more of both. I craned my head to the side to give her more of my neck to taste as my hands reached back and grabbed her ass to pull her tight against me.

I was expecting to feel the soft yet firm skin of her ass, but instead my hands were met by the coarse touch of denim. I opened my eyes and looked at my wife through the mirror and saw that she was no longer wearing just her tiny pink panties. She now wore baggy blue jeans and a green and red striped button up flannel shirt. She was dressed like a man.

I looked at her in confusion for a moment before her attention to my body intensified. Her hands began running over me, groping me, while her mouth continued to work on the tender flesh of my neck. The feeling of her fingers through the fabric of the dress was both soft and sensual, it was an experience I would never have with men’s clothing.

“This is what I would do to you if I saw you at a club. You would be on the dance floor in your slutty little dress and I would see you and know that you were ripe for the taking. then I would move to make you mine. I would strut up, grab your hips like this, and then let you feel my cock against you.” With that Sarah pulled me tightly against her and started grinding her crotch against my ass.

I gasped at first at the unexpected feeling, but settled in quickly as one of her hands resumed its groping while the other continued holding me tight. Though this was far from the first time she had touched me, this was different. Everything was different, from the clothes to the mood to the dynamic between us. At the same time, everything felt right. My eyes closed again as my body relaxed as I let her take me.

We started swaying together as if we were actually dancing in a club and the more we moved, the more I believed I actually was a sexy woman being felt up by a man. It all felt so naughty. My dick was straining hard between my legs and I had an intensifying urge to turn around and fuck her. But not yet, I still wanted to enjoy these feelings for a little bit longer.

And I wasn’t the only one who was turned on. Sarah’s hand began to dive down my body. It released my chest, moved past my stomach and hips, down to the bottom of the short dress. I felt her fingers tickle the lace of my panties and my dick squirmed with anticipation. I felt my dress hike up and my crotch exposed. I felt the silky sensations of the stockings against my skin as her hand touched down.

My whole body quivered as her fingers slid across the nylons. They moved down between my legs until I felt them brush against my dick. I moaned at her touch. I quickly growing so pent up, so burdened with desire. I wanted to unleash it all.

But I also felt so weak. So under her control. I knew that if I were to get the pleasure I so hungrily wanted that it would be under her discretion.

Already I was willing to beg for it, but luckily it didn’t seem as if I would need to. Sarah’s hand continued moving between my legs until it touched the tip of my tucked cock. She moved it back and then continued rubbing my dick.

“This would be my test to see how down to fuck you are. If you let me rub your pussy then I knew I had you,” my wife growled in my ear.

My dick was surging in my panties. “You have me,” I moaned. “Take me.”

“If I actually had a cock I would. I would bend you over and fuck you so hard right now.”

I gasped as her words struck a deep chord within me. To my surprise, in that moment I actually wanted that to happen. I wanted this fantasy to continue. I wanted to feel like her woman.

Sarah continued rubbing my cock vigorously as I squirmed in her grasp. My knees were feeling weak and I was beginning to wobble in my high heels. I had to lean over and brace myself against the wall so I wouldn’t fall over.

“Oh, it looks like you want that, too. Don’t you, slut?”

I realized that Sarah had taken my change in posture to be bending over for her. But I couldn’t explain it to her. Nothing would escape my mouth but moans of pleasure.

That wasn’t going to stop her anyways, she was already moving. Her hands briefly departed my body and took up residence on each side of my hips. One started sliding up my back, pulling my dress with it until my ass was exposed, and then I felt Sarah’s crotch thud into it.

She started thrusting herself against me as if she was fucking me. Over and over. Harder and harder. “You like that, whore? You like taking my big cock?”

I opened my mouth to answer, but I didn’t know what to say. I was still struggling to grasp these new pleasures that I was experiencing.

“I’m going to make you cum with my fat cock. I’m going to make you feel like the slut that you long to be.”

Sarah’s hand left my back and slid down between my legs once more. It started rubbing my tucked dick as she continued to fuck me. My dick was going crazy. I felt like I might actually cum. I was so turned on, so built up with intense passion.

“Come on, baby. Cum for daddy.”

I did as I was told. I bellowed out a groan as I felt my cock explode. A wave of ecstasy flooded my body as my dick expelled pleasure. With each pump, my body grew more limp until it felt like the puddle that was now in my panties.

When she realized what had happened, Sarah gasped. “You did it, didn’t you? You actually came?” she asked in surprise.

“Yeah,” I chuckled awkwardly as I pushed myself back up to standing and turned around.

Sarah had an amused look on her face. “I guess you do like being a sexy woman,” she said with a growing grin. “Well that was just a little taste for today. You still have a lot of learning to do. Being a woman isn’t all sexy clothes and pleasure.”

I didn’t know what exactly she had in mind, but in my euphoria I knew I would go along with it. “But there will be more pleasure, right?”

A diabolical laugh escaped her lips as her grin widened from ear to ear. “Oh yes, dear. There will be lots of pleasure.”


Chapter 1

The Next Week

After the events of last weekend when my wife, Sarah, had unleashed the start of her plan to teach me how much work goes into being a woman, everything had changed. She had dressed me in her clothes — a pink thong, black bra and skimpy black dress, sheer black stockings, and red high heels — and then she had made me feel like a sexy woman.

All week I daydreamed about the sound of her voice calling me a slut as she thrust her crotch against my ass, pretending to fuck me. All week I jerked off to the memories of her touching me and making me cum in my panties. All week I thought of dressing up again.

It was those dreams, memories, and thoughts that had brought an air of change between us. There was an awkwardness that hung around us after the events that had transpired. Everything that was swirling around in my mind made me both guilty and confused, and when I saw Sarah those feelings amplified when I remembered that she had said she still had more to teach me about being a woman.

I longed to know what her future lessons would be and what she intended to do to me, but mostly I longed to know when it would happen again. She had yet to tell me and I was too afraid to ask and come off as too eager or excited. I did know that she was planning though because her face was always buried in her laptop or phone. Occasionally I would catch her stealing a glance at me with a wicked smile on her face before she would escape back to her research.

As each day passed my anticipation grew exponentially. I found myself returning to the small pink thong that my wife had made me wear and cum in. After spilling my seed in it she told me to clean it and keep it. I didn’t think much of it at first, but once I saw it fresh out of the laundry and sitting among my drawer of boxers, it was the only underwear I wanted to wear.

I brushed them aside at first but everyday I found the temptation harder to resist. I would pick them up and trace my fingers along the delicate straps, I would remember how they felt to wear, and I would recall the arousal I felt when Sarah had taken off her pajama shorts and revealed that she was wearing a matching pair. She looked amazing wearing nothing but the pair of pink panties and I couldn’t help but wonder if I could ever manage to look that good and that feminine.

I supposed that I would just have to wait to find out what her next lessons were for me. Perhaps then my curiosity would be quenched.

✽✽✽

The next Saturday morning I woke up early with a nervous energy. I tried to initiate my typical weekend routine but I found it hard to eat and I didn’t want coffee to increase my jitters. Instead I sat on the living room couch and fantasized over what might happen today if Sarah decided to debut her next lesson plan. Now that it was the weekend and we had time to spare, I had to assume she would do just that.

Soon, Sarah joined me and snapped me out of my dreams. She came to sit next to me and I immediately noticed what she was wearing. Her blonde hair was draped over her shoulder which otherwise was covered by a thin spaghetti strap of a pink camisole. It had lace trim and fit snugly against her chest so I could easily make out the impressions of her nipples beneath. Below she wore nothing but a matching pair of cheeky panties. They were lace and I knew that if I caught the right angle I could see through them to her pussy.

If this was any other day then I would be all over her. I wouldn’t waste energy on exchanging pleasantries. I would grab her and mount her like a lion then drag her back to the bedroom for some morning delight.

But this was no ordinary day. I knew it and from the grin on her face, I knew she knew it, too.

She rested her hand on my thigh as she sat next to me. I tried to compose myself and subtly adjust my shorts to hide my growing erection as I admired her beauty.

“Good morning, babe,” she said softly.

“Morning, hun,” I replied nervously, forcing a smile on my face.

She rested her head on my shoulder and for a moment I felt relaxed, like everything would be okay. But then she spoke again, “Have any plans today?”

“No. Nothing yet at least,” I answered with hesitation. It hadn’t even dawned on me that I could possibly get out of her lessons if I had other plans. I just assumed that this was what we would be doing this weekend so I left myself available for her. Maybe I really was the beta that she said I was.

“Perfect,” she let out giddily. Her index finger started running along the top of my leg softly, sending shivers through my whole body. Then suddenly it stopped. Her thumb quickly joined it and plucked one of my curly leg hairs. “That means we can get an early start on today’s lessons.”

There it is. There’s the official proclamation. It's happening today for sure.

I wasn’t sure if I was happy or scared to hear her statement, but I knew that I was at least relieved. There would be no more wondering when. And soon there would be no more wondering what.

“Lessons?” I repeated, trying to play ignorant. “Oh, are you still going on about all of that? I thought we were past that and had made up already. Isn’t that why you made me cum at the end?”

She smiled at me then patted my leg and stood up. I watched her as she walked away, her perky ass bouncing in her panties with each step. “Why don’t you follow me and find out?” She said as she stopped at the doorway and looked back at me. “And if you’re good today, then maybe you will receive another happy ending.”


Part 2

Made Feminine
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Chapter 2

Promises

As Sarah disappeared down the hallway towards our bedroom I jumped up and hurried after her. While I still had no idea what today would bring, I at least knew that there was a possibility of the same orgasmic outcome as last weekend. The same outcome that I had been dreaming of all week.

When I reached our room the door was open and the lights were dimly lit. I entered slowly, trying to stay cool, then stopped when I saw her sitting on our bed with a series of small colorful bags next to her. To my disappointment, none were large enough to contain much clothes let alone an entire outfit like I had worn last weekend. Seeing these bags instead of clothes suddenly gave me an uneasy feeling and made me wary about continuing.

“Thank you for making things easy by joining me,” she greeted me.

I shrugged in response, still unsure of whether or not this would be easy or if I would regret joining her.

She continued as she gestured towards the bags beside her. “Each of these bags contains a component for each step of your lesson for today. Today’s topics are very important so I need you to promise me that you will be on your best behavior and do as I say.”

Making such a blind promise was nerve-wracking given the subject. While I was definitely enticed to follow her, I still needed a little more convincing. I also didn’t want to come off as too eager. “And why should I just give in to you so easily?”

Sarah laughed. “Are you really going to play hard to get? I already know that you want to obey me and will do so willingly.”

I frowned at her statement, slightly annoyed that she was so sure about what I would do. “And why is that?”

“Two reasons,” she answered. “One, you always do what I say because you’re a good beta and it’s in your nature, just like I told you last week. And two, because you loved dressing up last weekend and now that you have had a taste, I know you want more.”

The fact that she called me a beta again and was dead right about how I felt doubly aggravated me.

“But don’t worry, baby. As I said, I will make it very worth your while if you behave and be a good girl for me,” she added as she fluttered her eyes playfully.

I stared at her blankly, still scared to commit despite feeling my dick growing in my pants. There was no denying the arousal I felt from her asking me to be a good girl for her.

I might as well just accept it. She’s right. She will find a way to convince me to do it anyways and I really do want to experience more of what we did last weekend. If I give in now then I may even score some points towards that happy ending she mentioned.

I shook my head in defeat and accepted my fate. “Fine. Alright. I promise.”

Sarah smiled and clasped her hands in delight. “Splendid,” she said gleefully. “Today you will be learning what it takes for women to make their bodies socially acceptable. At some point in history it became the norm for us to do constant work on our body and appearance. While I do enjoy how sexy it makes me look, it is a lot of work! Today you will start learning just how much work it is so you can gain a better appreciation.”

I had a feeling I knew what she meant, but I wasn’t completely sure. “What does that mean exactly?” I asked hesitantly.

My wife reached to the side and picked up the first bag in line. It was a small pink paper bag with a white rope handle which she extended towards me. “Take this and find out.”

I reached out for the bag and took it from her. I felt my heart racing faster as I slowly opened it and looked inside. There I found a small pink razor. “You want me to shave?”

Sarah nodded. “Yes, but just your upper body for now. Your chest, back, and face,” she answered.

That doesn’t sound too bad… I’ve seen plenty of guys at the gym with shaved chests. It’s not that weird or anything.

“Alright,” I shrugged nonchalantly.

I stood there awkwardly until Sarah shooed me away towards the bathroom. “Go on, get to it!” she cried out.

I jumped in startle and quickly made my way to the bathroom with the razor. There I took off my shirt to examine the work ahead of me.

Luckily I don’t have a lot of body hair from my waist up and I just shaved my face yesterday. This shouldn’t take too long.

I started with my face to have an easy start to the process. From there I moved to my chest and shoulders then finished by getting what I could of my back hair. When I was done, I admired my new look. It definitely looked strange, but wasn’t a massive difference and I knew I could get used to it if I had to.

I grabbed my shirt to put it back on, but then decided to leave it off as Sarah would likely want me to prove my obedience to her soon anyways. Instead I would go back to her shirtless to let her see that I did as she wanted.

“Ooh, you look nice and smooth, baby,” Sarah let out when I entered the bedroom.

She was still sitting on the bed and I tried to resist my urge to blush as I walked up to her. “See? I can be good,” I said in my most seductive voice.

“Yes, that’s a very encouraging sight indeed.” She raised her hand and started sliding her finger down my now hairless torso, all the way down to my pants. Her finger hooked around the hem of my shorts and gave them a little yank. “But now let’s see if you behave when it comes to finishing your body.”

I looked down and saw her looking at my hairy legs and felt my stomach twist. “You want me to shave my legs?” I asked, practically pleading for her to say no.

To my relief she shook her head, but then her answer was even worse.

“No,” she said as she picked up and offered me the next bag off the bed. “I want you to wax them.”


Chapter 3

Feminine Legs

“Wax?!” I shouted incredulously. “You want me to wax my legs?!”

“Of course,” Sarah answered calmly. “I wax my legs so why shouldn’t you? Do you think I like waxing? No. But I do it because that’s what women have to do for you men.”

My heart was pounding in my chest. I didn’t know if I could go through with it. “But what if someone sees me with hairless legs?”

She shrugged. “Own it and don’t be such a beta bitch. Who cares what other people think.”

My jaw dropped at her answer. “Why do you keep calling me a beta? Do you even like me anymore?”

“I love you very much, dear, but I’ve come to realized that it is time for you to better learn how to love and appreciate me and everything I do.”

Her words gave me a twinge of guilt and made my stomach churn more. “I love you, too. I hope you know that.”

“I do,” she said with a smile. “But I also know that you’re going to love me even more when we’re done with my lessons.”

I reluctantly took the bag from her and opened it up. Sure enough there was a box inside labeled, “Wax Removal Strips”. I looked at them in disbelief, already knowing what I was about to say. “Ok. I’ll do it.”

Sarah clapped her hands together excitedly and stood up. “Actually,” she said as she took back the bag. “I’m going to do it to you.”

I opened my mouth to respond, but couldn’t think of a retort. It actually sounded like it might be a little easier if she was the one to do the terrible deed that was ahead of me. “Fine.”

Sarah skipped into the bathroom and I trudged after her, not looking forward to what was about to happen, but knowing that I had no choice. Inside, she instructed me to sit on the edge of the bathtub while she prepared.

“I’m not going to sugar coat this for you. This is going to suck,” she said.

“Let’s just get this over with,” I groaned.

“Then you better get undressed so we can get started!” she giggled.

I was unnerved by the fun she seemed to be having, but once again did as I was told, stripping down until I was naked. The tub was cold against my ass, and I felt my dick shriveling up with the nervous energy I had flowing through me. I hoped she wouldn’t notice.

If she did, she didn’t mention it. Instead she began applying strips of wax coated paper to my legs. It didn’t feel too bad, but I could feel the wax adhering to my hairs and knew that I hadn’t felt anything yet.

And then she ripped the first paper off.

“What the hell!” I screamed in pain at the feeling.

Sarah laughed and moved to grab the next strand.

“Hell no!” I yelled as I kicked my leg away. “I’m done with this shit. I’ll just shave the rest if I have to.”

More laughter echoed through the bathroom. “It’s too late for that. The wax is already well coated in your hair. It’s coming off the hard way.”

I threw my head back in despair and set my leg back down in front of her. I clenched my jaw as she ripped the next strand off.

“Why the fuck do you women do this?” I said through gritted teeth.

She ripped off another piece and then said, “To look good for you men. But at the end of the day, getting waxed once every few months is much easier than shaving every day or two. At least now you know what I’m doing for you every time I go to an appointment.”

Another strip ripped off a chunk of my hair. “I’ve always loved your smooth legs,” I choked out. “But now I definitely appreciate them more.”

“And now you will have the same nice smooth legs that you adore so much. For a few months at least,” she teased. “And now we won’t have to hide your hair with stockings.”

“You mean I don’t get to wear stockings again?” My eyes bulged in shock as I heard the words come out of my mouth. I couldn’t believe I had just said that.

Sarah stopped mid rip and stared at me. Her eyes were also wide, but I could see a bright glimmer of excitement in them. “You want to wear them?” she asked.

My whole body was shaking with fear. Dressing up and shaving when she ordered me to was one thing, but admitting that I wanted to do it was completely different. I felt a massive power shift between us that left me feeling even more the beta that she said I was.

“I… I mean I guess they felt pretty nice,” I mumbled in response.

“That’s true, they definitely can make you feel pretty sexy sometimes. You know what? If you like those then I think I have something you will like even more.”

“W-what’s that?”

“You will just have to wait and find out,” she giggled diabolically before finishing the strip she had started.

She continued torturing me, ripping off strip after strip of my leg hair. The further up she went, the more nervous I grew as she neared my genitals. She bypassed them at first, choosing to instead remove the hairs on my ass. Then I felt the first strip get laid down in the area between my leg and dick.

I squeezed my eyes shut tightly as I felt her fingers return to remove the paper. It hurt more than all of the others but I tried my best to refrain from shouting.

Sarah continued waxing the area around my dick and balls and then finally stopped. “I’ll let you shave your little guy. I’m not a professional and don’t want to risk hurting him,” she said. “Finish up, rinse off, and then join me back in the bedroom for step three.”


Chapter 4

Dressed Up

The feeling of the cold water rinsing off my waxed legs was surreal. The water felt extra cold and my skin swarmed with goosebumps. Then there was the actual touching, the feeling of my hands on my bare skin. It was so smooth… so feminine.

I really couldn’t believe that I had just let my wife wax my body, something that would have a lasting effect for months. But I had and now it was time to own it like she said. To own it and see what else she had planned for me.

Back in the bedroom Sarah was once again sitting on our bed waiting for me. There were still two bags left, but next to them was now an assortment of clothes. Seeing them was a strange relief.

“First, go put on your little pink panties. Hopefully they’re clean,” she started.

“Yeah, they are,” I replied as I proceeded to my dresser. I opened up my underwear drawer and pulled them out.

“Keeping them with your underwear, are you? Interesting… but now let’s get them on so that pesky penis is out of sight.”

I blushed at the thought of wearing the thong again and tried hard to not get too erect. I could already feel my dick swelling from my wife telling me to wear her panties, but I didn’t want her to see the full effect of that arousal. I hesitated briefly before turning around and slipping the lingerie on.

The thong once again fit nicely into my asscrack as I tucked my dick and pulled it on. It felt just as good as I remembered and finally having it on once again was refreshing. I could feel my growing desire to feel them on me quickly disappearing.

“Good, now the bra,” Sarah said, snapping me out of my reverie. “I bought a new one just for you.”

She reached into one of the remaining bags beside her and pulled out a long black bra. Unlike the bralette she had me wear last time, I could see that this was a typical bra with large wired cups. When she handed it to me I accepted it, fully curious as to how it would feel. I put my arms through the straps and pulled them around my back where I struggled to connect them together.

Once I had it on, I adjusted the bra over my chest. The cups had lots of padding which helped push my chest up to feel more like I had real breasts. I longed to touch my chest to see how it felt but in front of my wife I fought the urge vigorously.

“Now for your next little surprise. Because you like stockings so much, I want you to wear these today.” From the bed she lifted up two long items, one in each hand. They were black sheer stockings just like I had worn last weekend, but these ones weren’t attached together. “Thigh highs are going to make you look and feel even sexier and sluttier. Wearing them is like saying that you want to come off as a good girl who wears pantyhose, but you also want quick access to my pussy so you can get fucked.”

My dick was pressing against my panties at the idea of putting on the thigh highs. With shaking hands I took them from her then sat down to put them on. Each stocking slid on with ease this time, no longer snagging on my leg hair. They felt even silkier against my bare skin. I loved them.

“Mmm, very sexy. Now go ahead and put your dress back on,” Sarah instructed.

I looked to the bed and was disappointed to see the same black dress that I had worn last weekend. “The same one?” I asked pathetically.

“Well yeah, we’re getting you ready to go out and earn some free drinks from men. You have to wear your best and sluttiest going out dress.”

I stared at her in stunned silence, terrified of what she had just said. “Going… out…?” I finally managed to speak.

Sarah’s face lit up and then ignited into a fit of laughter. “Oh! No, we’re not actually going out. I’m just teaching you how much work it takes for a woman to go out and get free drinks. You know, the thing that you said was so easy for me because I’m beautiful.

A huge sigh of relief expelled from my mouth as a wave of calm consumed me. “Oh, thank goodness.”

Sarah let out another laugh while I got started putting on her slutty black dress.

The dress felt just as nice as it had a week ago, except this time it was a little more snug around the chest thanks to the larger bra cups that I wore. At the same time, those bra cups also gave me very visible breasts emerging from the dress.

When I had it on, she pointed towards the bed where a familiar set of red high heels waited for me. I sat down on the bed and put each one on before standing back up. Oddly, this time I stood up in them feeling more comfortable and confident.

Standing, I pulled my dress down as far as it would go, which was just to the top of my legs and just above the tops of my thigh highs. A point that Sarah clearly noticed as well.

“Wow, with your long legs your thigh highs are fully exposed! That’s the clear sign of a whore!” she laughed. “The men at the bar would eat you up looking like that!”

Her words echoed through my mind and body and I felt like I couldn’t take any more. My dick suddenly surged to life and slipped out from beneath my panties as it grew erect. I looked down and saw it poking out from beneath my dress and felt my cheeks flush with embarrassment.

“I had a feeling this thing might try to make an appearance,” Sarah said as her hand gently caressed my exposed cock. “Luckily I know exactly what to do with it.”


Chapter 5

Happy Endings

She continued stroking my cock softly as my eyes rolled back in my head. I couldn’t believe how immensely turned on I was by just putting on some clothes, but there was no denying it. I had been fantasizing about this moment all week and now that it was happening it wasn’t disappointing. So far it was everything I had hoped it would be.

Sarah’s hand moved down my shaft and cupped my balls, gently playing with them. Her delicate touch made me quiver and melt into her hand. “Do you feel feminine? Do you feel like a woman?” she whispered.

It only took me a second to know the truth. I did. With my hairless body, my breasts, and erotic outfit, I felt more feminine than ever. In that moment I really was beginning to believe that I could be sexy like her. “Yes,” I answered truthfully.

“Good,” she said as I felt her hot breath approach me. My mouth opened just in time for her lips to meet them. They were wet and plump and as she started stroking my raging cock again, I could tell that she was just as turned on as I was.

“Do you feel sexy?” she asked as she broke her lips away from mine.

“Yes,” I moaned as my mouth lounged back at hers.

She pulled away again. “Do you feel like a dirty slut?”

My hand grabbed her free wrist and placed her hand on my breast. “Why don’t you make me feel like one?” I breathed out.

She squeezed my chest and laughed. “Mmm, yeah. You really do want to feel like a little whore, don’t you?”

In that moment I wanted nothing more even though I had no idea what exactly that might entail. “Yes!” I pleaded as my dick surged fiercer in her hand.

“Does the thought of men having their way with you turn you on?”

I was getting tired of the questions. Tired of the breaths wasted when they could be put to better use. But I knew I needed to play along.

My mind flashed back to last weekend once more when she had worn jeans and a flannel shirt while she rubbed my cock. The memory made me realize why she was asking such a question, she wanted to recreate that moment again as well.

“Yes,” I hissed. “Take me and make me yours!”

She bit my lip and snapped it as she pulled away. “Not yet,” she chuckled.

“Then let me fuck you!” I cried out desperately. My cock was rock hard and needed to feel something. Without waiting for an answer I grabbed her and threw her down on the bed. I started to mount her, but she quickly rolled to the side to deny me.

“Where has this fire been for the last few years? I guess I should have dolled you up years ago.”

I plopped myself down into the bed in defeat while she climbed out. Rolling over, I saw her staring down at me in amusement.

“While I’m definitely not going to let you fuck me dressed like that, I will make good on my promise since you have made good on yours today.”

She grabbed the last little bag off of the bed and set it on the floor as she kneeled down before me. My hopes instantly jumped seeing her in such a sexual position. I pushed myself up and scooted to the end of the bed until my legs were open in front of her and my still hard dick was standing tall for her to see.

Her cool hands returned to my cock and it surged harder. “I’m going to give you what you want because I want it, too,” she said sensually. “But this is also a lesson. I need you to keep your eyes open. I want you to watch me and learn.”

I nodded my agreement and then watched as my cock disappeared in her mouth. My mouth gaped open at the moist touch of her lips and I had to fight the desire to close my eyes.

I needed to be good for her.

She started slowly moving her lips back and forth over my cock, keeping her eyes locked on mine with every movement she made. Her hand held the base and gently tugged on it in sync with her mouth. With her other hand she rubbed my legs. The silky touch of the stockings on my hairless legs was euphoric. As she continued rubbing them I could feel my dick release its first drop of pre-cum.

I continued to watch her work my dick. Her head rotated as it took it in and let it out. Her tongue tickled it with each pass. Her eyes told me that she wanted me and she was enjoying this just as much as me.

My cock was throbbing in her mouth and I knew she could tell that I was close. Her mouth started moving faster and deeper, swallowing even more of my dick inside. I groaned in pleasure and then bellowed when my cock reached its limit. My dick exploded, shooting cum deep into her throat. Her eyes stayed on mine as her lips slowed down and she cooly collected my seed. When my dick finished I felt a wave of ecstasy and collapsed limply back into the bed.

“Mmm,” I heard Sarah moan as she swallowed. “Swallowing is the most important part of a cock slut’s duties. It impresses their men and doesn’t soil the moment shared with them.”

“Okay,” I breathed out heavily, not knowing how to properly respond otherwise. As far as I was concerned I was done with today. Done and ready to take a nap.

I closed my eyes and relaxed as I caught my breath, I could still sense Sarah kneeling in front of me but didn’t think much of it. But then there was a rustling of a bag and a cold touch on my dick.

“Want more already?” I teased as I opened my eyes.

Sarah ignored me and continued with whatever she was doing. I let her while I stared up at the ceiling and enjoyed my post-orgasm glow. The feelings were growing strange, however, and soon I heard the jingling of keys and a self pleased giggle. She pushed my dick down and then covered it with my panties and dress.

“There we go,” she said as she came up to standing. “One step closer to being a woman.”

My eyebrows furrowed in alarm as I shot up to examine what had happened. I quickly uncovered my dick to find it inclosed in a small pink, plastic device.

“What the hell is this?” I shouted as I grabbed it and tried to pull it off. It wouldn’t budge.

“That’s your chastity cage, babe,” she answered casually. She dangled a small set of keys and added, “Don’t bother trying, it’s locked on.”

Panic consumed me as I gazed upon the keys and then noticed the little lock on the cage. “Why? What is this for?”

She ran her fingers over her own pink panties. “Do you see a penis here?”

I shook my head nervously.

She stopped at the top of her labia and teased her clit just like I knew she liked. “That’s right. Women don’t have little dicks like you had.”

“Had…?” The words quivered out of my mouth.

“Mmhmm. Now you just have a little clit, just like me and other women.” She reached down and flicked the little bit of my dick head that was exposed through the tip of the cage.

“But you have a vagina and I don’t. How am I supposed to feel pleasure?” I asked desperately.

“Oh? Was my blowjob not to your satisfaction?” she said, clearly feigning hurt feelings. “Don’t worry, baby. I’m sure we will find other ways of giving you pleasure. More feminine ways,” she giggled.

Despite my fear and frustration, my dick swelled up more in its tiny pink cage, beginning to press against its walls. To its chagrin it couldn’t grow erect.

I adjusted the cage on my uncomfortable dick and glared at my wife. “Don’t you think this has gone a little too far? Dressing me up and shaving me is one thing, but taking away my dick is cruel!”

She snickered at me. “You might get it back when I’m done teaching my lessons. But not if you keep that attitude. You were good today, mostly at least, but I’m only half done with you and I need you to remain a good, obedient girl for me. Do you think you can do that?”

I gulped as I felt my dick press harder against the cage. Her power over me was intoxicating and while I hated the idea of not being able to use my penis, there was something so sexy about her having complete control over it.

“Yes,” I finally agreed. “I can be a good girl for you.”


Chapter 1

Changes

I adjusted my straining dick in my chastity cage. In the beginning I had thought that it would get easier to wear this little pink plastic cage locked around my dick as each day passed, but I was wrong. As each day went by it only grew harder as my sexual energy and desires became pent up.

My wife, Sarah, held the keys to my chastity cage and told me that I wouldn’t be getting unlocked until she finished teaching me her lessons that were meant to help me better appreciate what goes into being a woman. Her lessons that had so far made me wax and shave my body, wear her clothes, and, of course, lose access to my dick because “women don’t have dicks”.

Once she had locked me up, she used her new control over me to extend her lessons into the week by telling me that I would assume the woman’s role in the household while she assumed the man’s role. I wasn’t exactly sure what that meant, but I soon found out when she told me that it would be my responsibility to plan, shop, and prepare for all of our meals this week in addition to doing all of the cooking.

After my first night of cooking I then learned that I would also be the one who cleaned up while she sat on the couch texting her friends. I wanted to be upset, I wanted to be outraged, but then it dawned on me that this is how things had been in reverse. She had been doing all of this work while I sat around.

It was mind blowing how ignorant I had been to the household dynamics until that moment. My appreciation of Sarah and all women grew exponentially with each additional chore that was added to my growing list of responsibilities.

One night when I crawled into bed, exhausted from everything I had to do to maintain the house after work, I told her as much. “I can’t believe you do so much everyday to take care of us,” I sighed.

“Hah!” Sarah bellowed. “I think you mean did. These are your responsibilities now. You need to keep being good for me to consider taking off that little cage of yours.”

My dick surged against the walls of its prison from her tease. “Well, you can’t keep me locked in here forever,” I grumbled defiantly.

Sarah gave me an amused smirk as she shrugged her shoulders. “I guess we will find out, won’t we,” she replied playfully.

The discomfort in my cage continued from her words. Her nonchalant power over me was almost too much to bear.

“I bet if I kept you locked up enough that you wouldn’t even want to take it off,” she added. “I bet after a while you would forget what it felt like to have a dick. You would only remember what it feels like to have your little cage clit. Then even if I did take it off you would beg me to put it back on and throw away the key.”

I let out an awkward laugh in response as my dick strained harder. Truth be told, the idea of her controlling me was an extreme turn on. After just a few days I was already beginning to understand the allure of the chastity cage and what a double edged sword it was. There were times when I loved being locked up in it with her controlling me, but there were also times when I was desperate to touch myself and jerk off.

So while her idea should have sounded preposterous, it didn’t. I already fully believed that I could get to that point if she kept me locked up long enough. And already I wasn’t sure if I wanted to reach that point or not.

Besides the chastity cage, there were other new sources of change lately that had turned my world upside down. Sarah’s first two lessons for me had exposed me to a whole new world of pleasures that I desperately wanted to explore more. With each passing day I longed more to wear her clothing; her panties, her bras, her dresses and thigh highs, and especially her high heels. I longed for the feeling of her hands ravaging my body. I longed for the feeling of her rubbing and sucking my dick while I was dressed up. I wanted to feel all of it again.

And I did. Whenever I had time alone I would sneak back into her closet and put everything back on. The feeling of her clothes against my skin would drive my caged dick crazy. I would rub it through my panties while I imagined it was Sarah touching me. I would work myself up to the point where my dick and balls would feel pain and despair for hours afterwards, but it was worth it. It was worth it to feel the soft and silky touch of women’s clothing again and it was worth it to feel that semblance of pleasure again.

I couldn’t wait for my next lesson to come so I could experience the real thing once more.

In those times when I was dressed up I would fantasize about performing my chores while dressed like this so I could begin to feel like a true housewife. I knew it was silly and perverted, but I didn’t care. This wasn’t my doing, these new feelings and desires were my wife’s doing. I wished I had more time to stay dressed up, but I never had much time without Sarah home and I needed to make sure she didn’t catch me in the act.

Luckily, as the weekend approached I knew I would soon get a new chance with her once again. She had already told me so. After her last lesson she had told me that there would be more every weekend until she thought I had gained a full appreciation for her and all women.

So now, as I woke up on Saturday morning, I knew that today would bring a new lesson in being a woman.

I couldn’t wait.


Part 3

A Deeper Appreciation
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Chapter 2

Preparations

That morning I woke up early to prepare breakfast and coffee for Sarah. As usual, I had no idea what she had planned for today’s lesson, but I wanted to get the day off to a positive start so I thought making breakfast was a good idea. I had a feeling that if I did it this once that she would start making me do it everyday, but I didn’t care. I wanted to do everything right today in hopes that I could complete her training and get another orgasm, one that would rival what I had each of the last two weeks.

When she arrived at the dinning table I was all jitters in anticipation for what was to come, especially when I saw her unusual outfit. Rather than wearing her pajamas to breakfast as she normally did, today she was wearing tight black leggings with a purple and pink striped sports bra. On top of it all was her red and green striped flannel shirt, the same she had worn during our first lesson. It was like a sexy feminine twist on her masculine outfit and she looked stunning. Her outfit also told me that she was ready to get to work.

“G-good morning,” I greeted her nervously.

“Morning, babe,” she returned. Her eyes were drawn to the table where she saw our breakfast laid out and I saw them light up with delight. “Did you make me breakfast? What a good little husband you are.”

I blushed at her compliment and sat down, hoping to drown my embarrassment in coffee. “Of course, dear. I just felt a little extra loving today and thought I would treat you to a special meal.”

“Oh yeah?” she asked. “Today of all days? On the day that you know your next lesson will be?” She laughed a little as she joined me at the table.

I blushed at her insinuation but tried to play it cool. “It’s just the first time I’ve had a chance to make breakfast for you. It’s hard to get the time during the week when I’m getting ready for work.”

She gave me a look of disbelief but shrugged it off as she took a bite of food. “Well you’re not going to hear me complaining either way. Thank you, dear.”

I smiled in response then took another sip of coffee. I watched as she continued eating, feeling good that she was enjoying my work. I knew I should be eating as well, but the anticipation was becoming too much to bear and my stomach was in knots. “So… what’s the plan for today?” I finally asked.

Sarah looked up from her plate and finished her bite as she considered me. “You just can’t wait to dress up again.” She didn’t say it as a question, but rather stated it as fact. A fact that we both knew to be true.

Again my cheeks blushed and again I felt my nerves racing. “I’m just trying to gauge our schedule so I can figure out my day,” I tried to say casually.

“As if you have other plans,” she laughed. “Well if it makes your planning easier, know that you’re all mine. All day.”

I was a little relieved, but not fully satisfied. “And what will you be doing with me?” I asked hesitantly.

Her fork clattered loudly against her plate as her eyes glared at me angrily. “Can’t I just enjoy my breakfast first?” she groaned. “But fine, if you’re that excited to dress up in your little slutty dress and have your lesson then go get dressed in your usual outfit and wait for me in the bedroom.”

My heart fluttered with excitement and I wanted to jump up and do as she said. But then I also realized that doing so would be an admittance of how excited I was. I squirmed in my chair awkwardly trying to figure out what to do.

“Just go already!” Sarah eventually shouted.

With that I finally would get what I wanted. I gave her a short nod then hurried away from the table and down the hall. All the way to our bedroom where my special outfit awaited me.

In the bedroom I wasted no time. I ripped off my man’s clothes and started collecting what I would be wearing for the day. I raced around the room collecting the bra and panties, the little black dress and thigh highs, and the bright red high heels. Once I had everything neatly laid out on our bed, I got dressed.

Everything felt so perfect against my hairless body, just as it had every time I wore it during the week, but now there was an extra eroticism. Now there was the added factor of having my wife involved and not knowing what she would have me do this time. Or what she might do to me.

The first time I dressed up for her she had rubbed my dick through my panties and stockings while she pretended to fuck me. The second time she had sucked my cock while rubbing my thigh highs. If those two times were any sign of what might come, then I knew I was in for a treat. Or at least I hoped I was.

I sat down on the bed to wait for Sarah to join me. When she did, she came into the room with a different aura about her. Her black leggings made her look powerful and her demeanor amplified it. She walked in with authority and stopped just before me, looking down at me as if I was nothing but an annoyance to her.

“Are you ready, slut?” she spat out at me. “Let’s finish turning you into a proper woman.”


Chapter 3

New Responsibilities

“Today we will complete your transformation from pathetic man into sexy woman,” my wife said as she began pacing around the room.

The mention of completing my feminine look both excited me and made me anxious. I was ready for more of this and wanted to see my completed look, but I had to assume that this might be a sign that my lessons were nearly over. But then finishing my lessons would mean that I could get my chastity cage removed. I was torn.

“So then we will be done?” I asked sheepishly.

“No,” my wife answered flatly. “Once your look is complete I will begin teaching more about a woman’s required… skills. There is far more to being a woman than just looking pretty.”

I nodded excitedly. “Yes, of course.”

Sarah suddenly grimaced at me. “There’s something wrong about this,” she said as she gestured at me and then pointed at my mouth. “If I’m going to fully feminize you, then you need to help me. You need to start speaking like a woman, too.”

I considered for a moment and then cleared my throat and tried to respond in my girliest voice. “Like this?”

“Not bad, but keep working on it,” she answered. “But you also need to be more demure and womanlike. Men in this world see woman as their lessers and expect them to act as such. I need you to see me as your superior and treat me as such.”

Again I considered what she was asking from me and again I tried to make her happy. “Yes… Sir?” I squeaked out.

Her eyebrows raised in a pleased surprise. “That’s close, but sir is all wrong for me. You should call me… master.”

My dick was coming to life inside my panties, already loving the beginning of today’s lesson. “Yes, Master,” I said.

“Very nice,” Sarah let out approvingly. She stopped her pacing and again returned her focus to me. “You’ve been doing a very good job with your women’s work this week, but before we begin I want to explain to you what you will be adding to your list this week. You will now be responsible for cleaning and tidying the house, making the bed and changing the sheets, keeping the house stocked with supplies, and all of the household laundry. And that of course includes putting it all away nicely.”

My jaw dropped at her new list of demands. “How could I possibly have time to do all of that?” I asked.

“The same way I did when they were my responsibilities. By working around the house every evening and all weekend,” she answered me gleefully. “Wow, I’m going to have so much free time now!”

My stomach twisted at the thought of having to do housework around the clock. “Okay, I get it. I wasn’t a supportive man or husband. How about we come up with a couple lists of chores for each of us to handle to make it easier for you?”

“But I already have made it much easier for myself,” Sarah scoffed. “I’ve turned you into my little chastity bitch!”

My mouth opened to retort, but I had no comeback. I knew that as long as she had me locked up in this chastity cage I would have to do as she said. Still, it sounded like a lot of work and it gave me no hope of having my cage removed any time soon.

“Does that mean you won’t be unlocking my cage after today’s lesson?”

My wife laughed loudly at me. “Did you think I would be? No. I still have a lot of work left with you.”

My dick strained against its cage at her denial. There was no denying the arousal I felt when she controlled me in such a way.

She continued. “But don’t fret, darling. I will be letting you do all your weekend chores while dressed up.”

My heart fluttered with excitement. “Dressed up? Like this?” I asked, hoping desperately that she would say yes.

She smirked, clearly sensing my excitement. “That’s right. Just like a proper woman.”

I can’t believe it! She wants me to dress up like this ALL weekend to do chores. That sounds so hot.

“O-ok… if you say so,” I choked out as my dick raged in its cage. I was beyond excited.

“I do say so and I think you forgot to add something to your sentence.”

I thought for a moment and then felt a pang of angst when I realized my mistake. “If you say so, Master,” I corrected myself.

Sarah beamed a smile at me. “Much better… Hmm, maybe I need something to call you, too… Dave… Dave… I know! Daisy. I’m going to call you Daisy, my little blossoming flower of femininity.”

My dick throbbed at the mention of my new name. “Thank you, Master.”

Sarah’s smile quickly disappeared and returned to a more serious look as she checked her watch. “Don’t thank me yet. We got sidetracked and haven’t even completely your transformation. We still need to turn you into Daisy.”

“How do we do that?”

Sarah turned to her closet and pulled out a long blonde wig. “With this to begin with,” she answered. “And then we will do your makeup.”

I glanced at myself in the mirror across the room and realized that while I was dressed in women’s clothing, I still had my normal short men’s haircut and masculine face. When I looked at myself with that in mind, I looked more silly than feminine.

I looked back at my wife and she smiled as she gestured towards the bathroom, telling me to go in. I nodded my understanding and began my short journey. Although the walk was short, I had a feeling that the result might change me forever.


Chapter 4

Dolled Up

Sarah had me sit down at her vanity in our master bathroom and quickly placed the blonde wig over my head. “I know having long hair can look easy, but I assure you that it isn’t. There’s a lot of work that goes into washing, drying, styling, curling, straightening, and maintaining long, feminine hair,” she said as she began to brush the hair on my head.

The wig was curly and went down just below my shoulders. It actually reminded me of Sarah’s hair but perhaps that was the point.

“It’s very lovely. Just like yours,” I said.

“Well it is now your responsibility to keep it looking this way. I don’t want to see it tangled or matted.”

“Yes, Master.”

Sarah continued brushing my new hair until she could easily run her fingers through it. “There, now it’s perfect.”

I followed her example and touched it. It was so soft and I felt like my fingers could get lost within its flowing locks. It was lovely.

“It is,” I murmured.

“And now for the most important step. Makeup! This is the most tedious thing women have to do. Not only do we have to spend a fortune on all of these different products, but we have to learn what to use, how to use it, and when. Then we have to apply it and remove it every day.”

That does sound rather unenviable….

“But it does make you look even more beautiful.” I wasn’t sure if it was the right thing to say, but it was the truth. While she was a natural beauty, makeup did make her look even better.

“Thank you, Daisy, but that’s thanks to many years of practice. It’s going to take you a long time to get there so pay close attention while I do it this time.”

I nodded my understanding and then she got started.

✽✽✽

Despite trying to pay close attention the entire time, it was a struggle to keep up. Sarah used so many different types of creams, lotions, powders, and brushes. She used so many shades for so many reasons. She used so many types of makeup that all seemed to have different ways to be applied. I couldn’t believe that women had to deal with this.

But in the end the result seemed worth it. As I gazed at myself in the mirror I no longer saw myself as Dave the man. I was Daisy the woman.

“Woah,” I let out as I touched my face to make sure the reflection in the mirror was really me.

“Yeah, I did a pretty remarkable job,” Sarah chuckled. “Oh! I almost forgot one last piece.”

She hurried away back into the bedroom while I continued to admire myself.

I can’t believe it. I look so feminine, so much like a woman. I can’t believe I’m saying it, but I almost look better like this. I almost like how look like this better.

Sarah soon returned with her hands held out and full. In each one she held large pink blobs. “The final piece to your new look. These will really make you feel like a woman.”

With that her hands disappeared into the front of my dress. I felt them sliding down my chest and beneath my bra. My dress tightened as she reached in, but the feeling didn’t leave when she pulled her arms out. When I looked down to see why that was, I was again in disbelief.

I had boobs.

“Pretty nice, right? They’re Ds like mine,” Sarah said as she fondled her own breasts. “Go ahead and give them a feel.”

I raised my hands up and cupped my new, large chest. The breasts were soft and squishy, just like my wife’s. Oddly, they actually felt real, like they were really attached to me. Like I really had breasts.

My dick swelled up as I touched my womanly chest. I looked back at myself in the mirror and admired how my bosom looked. As I checked myself out, I felt like my transformation was finally complete. After three weeks of lessons, after learning to dress in women’s clothes, after shaving and waxing my body, after putting on a wig and having my makeup done… after all of that and now having breasts, I really felt like a woman.

Sarah’s hands snapped me out of my admiration when they grabbed my shoulders tightly. “That’s enough checking yourself out for now. You’ll have plenty of time for that in the future,” she said. “Now it’s time for the real lesson.”

“Huh?” I breathed out as I regained my focus on what was happening.

“Now that you’ve finally experienced everything that goes into dressing and looking like a woman, it’s time to have your first experience as a woman.”

I looked at my wife’s reflection in the mirror and couldn’t read her expression. I had no idea what she was talking about and I wasn’t sure how to feel about what she was saying. “What kind of experience?” I asked hesitantly.

“A very special experience,” she said with a wicked laugh. “Now wait here until I call you. I need to go get ready.”

I sat anxious for what felt like an eternity until I decided to stand up and try to calm myself. I paced around the bathroom several times before I caught another glance at myself in the full mirror and got to soak in my full look.

I started running my hands along my body as I again admired my new self. I squeezed my breast and ran my fingers over the fake nipples, I caressed my dress, I grabbed my ass firmly. It made me feel so naughty.

“Really feeling yourself?” I heard Sarah tease from inside our bedroom. “Why don’t you come in here so I can make you feel really sexy. I’m ready for you.”


Chapter 5

Feminine Skills

The lights of the bedroom dimmed as I slowly crept inside. My dick tingled with anticipation with each step I took in my high heels. During the last two weekends this had been the part of the lesson when Sarah had pleasured me in new ways. Could that be what was coming now? In truth I had no idea what Sarah was planning and that was half of the excitement.

As my eyes adjusted to the dark room I looked around for my wife. I found her sitting on the edge of our bed with her legs spread open. The sight made my dick press against my chastity cage as I imagined ramming it inside her open legs.

Damn, I would love to fuck her while dressed like this.

I walked towards her and was disappointed to see that she was still wearing her black leggings which all but killed my fantasy. However, the closer I got, the more I started to see something between her legs. My eyes focused on it and when I was just a few steps away I finally realized what it was. It was a long, veiny dildo strapped to her crotch.

What the hell is that for? She couldn’t possibly be thinking of using that for anything, could she?

My body froze in fear as my eyes stayed locked on the cock wobbling between my wife’s legs. My mouth dried and my heart pounded at the sight.

“Any good woman knows how to handle one of these things,” Sarah said as she gripped her dick with her hand. She shook it and laughed as it dangled between her legs. “Now that you’re a woman, I expect you to know how to handle one as well.”

I gulped nervously as my eyes followed every bounce. I could feel my dick stirring in my panties and wasn’t sure what that meant. Was I actually excited by the idea of touching this very realistic looking dildo?

“I-I’m pretty sure I already know how to handle a penis,” I finally managed to choke out as my eyes broke free and managed to connect with hers.

“I suppose handle was the wrong word,” she said as she considered my reply. “What I really meant was… pleasure.”

She wants me to know how to pleasure a cock?

I felt like my heart was going to beat out of my chest. My whole body was shaking. I felt terrified. But I was also highly turned on.

“But why?”

Sarah reached out and grabbed my hips, pulling me closer towards her. “Because I want you to fully understand what it is like to be a woman. Because I want you to know all of the hardships that we deal with, all of the expectations put on us. I want you to know how easy you had it as a man. I want you to truly appreciate the fairer sex.”

I stared at her in shock as I realized that she was serious. She was going to make me go through with her lesson, whatever it was. As my dick raged harder at her dominance over me, I realized that I would be once again doing as I was told.

Her fingers gripped tightly around me and I felt them moving me. She was pushing me down to the floor. I quickly gave in and lowered myself to my knees, my body knowing exactly what she wanted me to do already. With my knees on the floor, her dick was pointing right at my face.

I looked up at her with pleading eyes. “Y-you mean you want me to…,” I started, unable to speak the words.

She knew what I meant though and she nodded. “That’s right. I want you to suck my cock, just as a woman would. Just as I did to my husband last weekend.”

My mind flashed back to the blow job she gave me last weekend and I remembered how she had demanded that I keep my eyes open. How she had instructed me to watch.

She was setting me up for this moment. She wasn’t just pleasuring me, she was teaching me!

I looked back down at the dildo before me. It looked so big, so intimidating. It made my dick feel small and pathetic, especially while it was in its tiny pink cage. “But it’s so big,” I muttered pathetically.

My wife scoffed. “Trust me, dear. It’s not that big. Yours is just that small.”

Her words made me shrivel even more.

“Stop stalling and suck, slut. You don’t want to see what happens if you’re a bad girl for me.”

My dick started growing again and I could feel arousal beginning to flow through me. I didn’t have enough though, if I was going to do this I knew I needed more.

“I have to? Sucking this will make me a good girl?” I pouted.

Sarah laughed loudly. “That’s right,” she answered as she started petting my hair. “Taking my cock in your pouty little mouth like a good slut will put you on your master’s good girl list. But if you stall for even one more second then there will be consequences.”

That was all I needed to hear. My dick surged against its cage and I felt a matching sexual energy course through my body. My once dry mouth was wet again and I felt like I could do what was being asked of me.

I could suck her cock.


Chapter 6

Feminine Pleasures

My lips parted as I leaned forward. I felt the silicone flesh of the dildo brush against them as I allowed it to enter my gaping mouth.

“That’s a good girl,” Sarah said firmly. “Take my cock in your whore mouth.”

I let her dick fill me as much as I could. I knew it wasn’t much, I knew I was even more pathetic for my inability to take it in as much as she could take in mine, but it was all I could do before my gag reflex started kicking in.

I pulled my head back and let the dick fall from my moist lips. “Like that?” I asked her.

“Don’t you tease me, slut. Keep sucking!”

My dick throbbed and my arousal exploded. My mouth lunged forward and took her cock in again. I started slowly moving my head back and forth over it, letting myself really feel it. I could feel the large vein on the bottom of the shaft. I could feel the large ridge of the swollen head. I could feel my mouth watering with a blooming desire for more.

The feeling was surreal and I couldn’t believe I was actually doing it, but I was. I was pretending to suck a dick.

Her fingers brushed through the long strands of my blonde hair and I felt them wrap tightly around them. She started using her grip to force my face further onto her cock. I tried to let her lead me, but the more she commanded me, the more I was beginning to gag. When my gag reflex couldn’t take anymore, I pushed back against her control.

“Don’t you dare stop. When you suck my cock you do as I say. Stop resisting and take it like the whore you are!” she growled at me angrily.

I gave in. I gave her control and let her take over.

Sarah started slamming my head forward, ramming her cock deep in my mouth. I could feel it hitting me in the back of the throat as I tried to brace through the discomfort.

My mouth was becoming sloppy with saliva as the dick moved faster through me. I glanced at the dildo and saw it slathered with my lipstick and could only assume that I looked like a mess of a woman. That thought only turned me on more.

Sarah’s fingers soon released their grip and I felt them gently slide down my cheek. “Now I want to see you put a good effort into this. I want to see you really pleasure it, just as a woman would.”

I tried to think back to watching her suck my cock but everything was hazy and hard to focus on. My breathing was heavy and sweat was dripping from my forehead. I knew I couldn’t stop though so I once again took it inside me.

I started working the shaft with my lips, moving them back and forth as I looked up at my wife. She gave me an approving nod which filled me with a lustful pride.

My dick strained with desire as I continued. I was quickly growing pent up with sexual energy and I was longing to let it burst once more. This last week with my dick spent locked in a chastity cage was the longest I had ever gone without masturbating and now it felt like a week’s worth of cum was ready to burst. But it couldn’t.

“That’s it. Keep sucking. Let’s see a little more passion. Pretend that I’m a man. Pretend that you really want to make me happy, that you really want my cum inside your stomach.”

I couldn’t explain why, but her words set me off more. I closed my eyes and instantly pictured strong, muscular thighs surrounding my head, hard abs above me, and a real man’s cock throbbing in my mouth.

The image made me hungry. It made me start taking the cock passionately. I started giving it big, long strokes with my tongue as I turned my head from side to side with each movement. My hand grabbed the base and started tugging on it in tune with my mouth.

My urges were taking over me. I felt like I was on autopilot. My mouth was gasping for air but I didn’t want to take the cock out of my mouth for any reason. I needed more.

“Yes! Yes!” Sarah shouted. “Oooh! I’m cumming now. Stroke my cock. Help me get every drop into your throat.”

I didn’t want to, but I slowed down and did as I was told.

“Good, now pull off and swallow my load.”

Again I did as I was told.

I leaned back and let out a whimper as I pretended to swallow her cum. Now that I had stopped I was finally growing more in tune with my body and could feel how exhausted I was. I could also feel a strong pressure in my dick and a growing pain in my balls.

“Well done, Daisy. Well done,” Sarah sighed. She patted me on the cheek and then added, “I’m done with you now so you may work on your chores.”

“That’s it?” I squeaked. My body trembled from speaking the words, but I was so worked up. So horny. I needed more. I needed to feel pleasure.

“That’s it?” she repeated, her body tensing with anger. “That’s it? What were you expecting? A parade for your diligent efforts?”

My cheeks blushed and burned with embarrassment and nerves. I regretted speaking up, but I had already started so I might as well finish. “Some pleasure of my own. Like last weekend,” I answered bashfully. “My dick is really hurting in this cage right now.”

“Pleasure? You want pleasure?” Sarah scoffed. “Did you attempt to pleasure me after I swallowed your cum last weekend? Do you ever care if I orgasm once you’re done dumping your dirty seed inside me? I’m sorry, baby, but women don’t always get the pleasure they deserve. You’re just going to have to suck it up and deal with your discomfort just as I have during our whole relationship.”

I was floored by her answer. I had always thought our sex life to be good, but as my mind sped through our recent encounters I realized that she was right. It really was one-sided. I had been a terrible sexual partner.

I opened my mouth to admit my shame, but she cut me off. “But don’t worry, dear. This wasn’t your last lesson. If you continue to be good for me and do all of your chores then I will have a special lesson for you that may just give you the pleasure that you long for. But you’re going to have to earn that. You’re going to have to prove to me that you can be a good, obedient woman for me. And that includes none of this pouting about pleasure.”

I nodded my understanding. I knew it would be tough to continue, but I also knew I had no other choice. I would just have to continue being a good girl for my wife.


Part 4

Girl's Night Out
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Chapter 1

Progress

As the days and weeks went on, my transformation from Dave to Daisy continued to blossom. I would start each day as my former self, Dave, but once I was home from work I would shed my old skin and become Daisy the housewife once more.

It started slowly at first. At the beginning my wife, Sarah, only let me dress up on weekends so I could take care of all the household chores. But after a couple of weeks she allowed me evolve my role into a daily one.

I wasn’t sure if she did so because it was part of her never ending lessons to teach me to better appreciate women or if she was just growing to enjoy me doing all the work around the house, but I didn’t care either way. I loved it regardless.

I continued to shave my body to maintain my feminine appearance and used my daily dress ups to continue to work on my skills with applying makeup. Both of those, combined with the new wardrobe that my wife had given me, helped me truly begin to feel like Daisy and made me long to stay as her permanently. Luckily, thanks to Sarah, I partially could.

When she announced that I was to begin being Daisy every day, she told me that she had another surprise for me in the bedroom. I followed her excitedly thinking that she would finally be removing my chastity cage and allowing me to cum once again, but instead I discovered a large pink bag on the bed. The bag had the very familiar branding of a popular lingerie shop and when I peeked inside it indeed contained items from the store.

“I’ve thrown away your gross old boxers,” Sarah had said. “From now on it’s all panties for you. Well, panties and bralettes. Now you can feel more like a woman all the time.”

If she had told me this just a few weeks ago I would have been pissed and beside myself, but now after her lessons and after being locked in a chastity cage and unable to cum for weeks… now I loved it.

“Thank you!” I gushed as I pulled out a large collection of silky and lacy lingerie.

So from that day forth I always carried a little bit of Daisy with me even when I was still stuck as Dave. But whenever I was home I was always Daisy and that’s exactly how I liked it.

That of course meant that I now did everything around the house. Daisy had fully assumed the role of the woman of the house and I had fully embraced it. As long as I was Daisy, I would do anything.

The shift in personas was a dream, but also a strange change to our marriage. No longer were we traditional man and wife and no longer did we embrace each other in marital relations. It certainly wasn’t for a lack of desire on my part, but Sarah seemed to have no sexual desire for Daisy. The closest we would get to having sex was when she would pretend to be a man with a large dildo between her legs and make me once again practice sucking cock.

At first I constantly tried to make moves on her. I would sneak up behind her and kiss her neck or massage her back. I would grab her ass and tell her how sexy she looked. I would grab her by the face and make out passionately with her. But nothing worked. She would always find some reason to shut down my advances.

It was beginning to feel cruel. Locked in a chastity cage for so long with no way to orgasm was leaving me feeling extremely pent up. It would be one thing to not cum for several weeks, but being made to dress up and pretend to suck cock on a regular basis was a constant turn on. Every night my balls would ache with a longing to cum. It was a pain and discomfort that I wasn’t sure I would ever grow used to, but one that I now realized that I would have to deal with.

What was truly confusing was how Sarah was finding her sexual relief. It had been nearly two months since we had had sex and during that time she wouldn’t so much as let me touch her let alone pleasure her in anyway. I had to assume she was masturbating more to make up for our lack of sex life, but with all the extra time she was spending at work and at the gym, I couldn’t imagine when she would be doing it.

I wanted to ask her why she wouldn’t let us be intimate and why she wouldn’t let me touch her, but I was afraid. I knew that the day my chastity cage was removed would be the day when my lessons would be over. I was afraid that that would mean the end of Daisy and I wasn’t sure I was ready for that so I was torn. Torn between being a man and having sex with my beautiful wife and being a woman and staying locked in chastity. I knew it should have been a preposterous thought, but it wasn’t and as each day passed the decision only became harder to make. I would just have to wait for her to make it for me whenever she was ready.

Little did I know that that day was close upon me. Little did I know that soon my life would once again change forever. Little did I know that I would soon have a new sexual encounter.


Chapter 2

Plans

It was a Friday like any other. I woke up early to get ready for work and prepare breakfast and lunch for Sarah before I left for the office. Today I picked out a pair of lacy red cheeky panties to go with a matching red lace bralette and put on my normal men’s business attire over it.

Already I longed to get home for the weekend so I would have two days and three nights without the worries or wasted time of work. Once I was home I would once again be Daisy and I would be free to do the work that I really cared for.

But today quickly took a turn.

When Sarah finished showering and getting ready, she came out of her office looking extra sexy. Her hair was bound tightly in a bun and her makeup was done to perfection. She wore a long tight black dress that showed off her hour glass curves brilliantly. The dress had a deep v-neck that paired with her push up bra both made her breasts look huge and showed off her cleavage magnificently. She paired her outfit with a matching set of black suede heels that made her look elegant and powerful.

“Big day at work?” I greeted her, trying to hide my oozing jealous of both her looks and outfit.

Sarah struck a pose. She pushed out her hips and puffed up her lips, teasing me with her beauty. “Can’t a girl just want to look extra nice some days?” she said playfully.

“You look great every day, but this… you look like a billion dollars today!”

“Thank you, babe. That means a lot,” she smiled. “And yes, it is a big day. We have some new clients visiting and I need to make a good impression on them.”

“I don’t think they will ever forget the sight of your breasts,” I joked while taking a chance to stare at them again. As I stared, I wondered how they would feel. It had been so long. The only breasts I had touched recently were my own when I was Daisy.

“That’s exactly what I wanted to hear!” my wife cheered. “Actually this dress will be doing double duty today. After work the girls and I are going to get together at McGee’s. I know you’ll just say no, but any interest in joining?”

“McGee’s? The sports bar?”

“That’s the one. I guess there’s some big game on tonight and Gina is convinced that there will be a lot of hot athletic men there to watch it tonight. The fact that it is just down the street was good enough for me.”

I chuckled at her response and then flashed back to that fateful morning two months ago when Sarah had told me about her last night out with her friends. That was the morning when I had lost my cool and told her that it must be easy being so sexy and beautiful because she always got free drinks and gifts from men. That was the morning when she had started teaching me a lesson to appreciate her and women better. That was the morning when she first dressed me up in her clothing. Back then I had no interest in going because I found her friends to be obnoxious. Now I didn’t want to go because I’d rather stay home and clean the house as Daisy.

“That’s alright. I think I’ll just stay in. I have a lot of things to do tonight,” I answered.

“You do or Daisy does?” she asked me sharply.

I shrugged in response. “Kind of the same thing, no?”

Sarah scoffed. “Not really. One was my husband while the other is essentially my maid,” she sighed. “But fine. Stay home and dress up, but if you’re not going to come out then I might give you an extra demand for your work tonight.”

“Yes, Master!”

She grinned at me then gave me a sly wink. “I’ll have to think of something extra naughty for Daisy tonight.”

Fuck, she’s going to make my dick hurt all day if she keeps speaking like this.

“Anything. She will do anything for you,” I breathed out.

My wife’s grin doubled in size. “I’ll remember that,” she said coyly. “But enough of that. I have a long day ahead of me. Do you have my coffee and meals ready?”

“Yes, Master,” I said with a bow as I scampered over to the counter where her food was packaged up nicely for her. “Here you are.”

“Thank you, dear. As always you’re an angel. Don’t wait up for me!” With that she made her way out. I watched her ass hungrily as her hips swayed back and froth I her tight dress, my dick straining hard in my cage.

“Bye,” I said under my breath as she disappeared out the front door. I sat back against the counter as I reached in my pants to adjust my chastity cage.

She’s going to be out all night… I can be Daisy all by myself… Maybe tonight is the night. Maybe tonight I will finally get some relief.

The thought of having the whole night to myself, the whole night alone as Daisy was intriguing. I had had an hour here or there before while she was out, but never multiple hours. There was so much I could do, so much I could try.

I thought about the last few times she had made me suck her pretend cock. Each time I had grown so heated, so aroused. Each time I felt like I might be on the edge of cumming in my cage. I wasn’t sure if it would be the same without Sarah there to call me a cock slut and force me down on her cock, but if I had hours to myself tonight, that meant I had hours to try.

And I would.


Chapter 3

The Build Up

All day at work I couldn’t stop thinking about getting home and becoming Daisy. I plotted out my schedule perfectly so that I could go home, have a quick dinner, then dress up and begin my efforts to pleasure myself.

I couldn’t stop daydreaming about sucking my wife’s dildo. I knew exactly where she kept it and exactly what I would do with it. I would take it out of her bedside drawer and suction it to the wall. I would kneel down before it, grab it by the shaft, and then swallow it over and over again. Every time I fantasized about it my dick raged harder and that only encouraged me more.

When I finally got home I wasted no time. I whipped together my dinner then quickly got dressed. For tonight I chose to wear something extra sexy. I flashed back to the first days of dressing up as Daisy and the first time I learned to suck cock. Each of those first few times I wore my wife’s old going out dress, the dress she wore when she met me. It was a tight black dress that was far too short, but that only made it sexier. I paired it with my favorite black push up bra and my fake size-D breasts, my original pink thong, and the sheer black thigh highs that I loved so much. I completed my outfit with my bright red high heels and already felt more complete as myself.

But I wasn’t done yet. I put on my long blonde wig, grabbed my satchel of makeup and sat down at Sarah’s vanity to do my hair and paint my face. As I brushed my hair I pondered about the rest of the night.

Should I even bother to do my makeup? If I’m going to be sucking the dildo then it’s just going to get all messed up. Sarah’s not going to be home to see me and I’ll just be taking it off before she gets home anyways…

I stared at myself and considered my conundrum, but then it dawned on me. This was exactly some of the labors of womanhood that Sarah had told me about. This is exactly the kind of thing a woman would have to do that went unappreciated. I needed to do it. I needed to better understand.

And so I did. I followed all of the lessons that my wife had shown me and used every technique that I had learned. The end result still wasn’t as good as when Sarah did my makeup, but it wasn’t bad.

Why did I ever question doing my makeup? I look so much better like this.

Now that I was completely Daisy once more I felt lighter. I stood up and felt like I was floating as I left the bathroom. My first instinct was to scan the room to find things to tidy and chores to complete, but my eyes stuck to Sarah’s bedside table.

There it is. That’s where my pleasure is hidden!

I scampered over to the table and bent over from the hips as I always liked to. I felt my thong riding up my asscrack as I did and let out a small moan of pleasure from the feeling. I opened the drawer and my eyes lit up at the sight of the large cock that awaited me.

I could feel my mouth salivating as I admired it. I imagined the thick veins brushing against my tongue and the feeling of the head hitting the back of my throat. My dick was throbbing from the fantasy and that filled me with hope that I might actually be able to accomplish my goal of orgasming.

Finally, I snatched up the dick and turned towards the empty wall next to me. I wiped some spit on the suction cup and then pressed it firmly against the wall to adhere it. When my hand left, the dildo was dangling just in front of my mouth as if waving at me.

I started stroking it with my hand, feeling all of the bumps and ridges it had to offer me. I started imagining a man sitting before me, ready for me to begin. My eyes closed and my mouth opened. I leaned forward and felt the head tickle my lips and I sighed in pleasure as I finally had what I wanted; a cock in my mouth.

I started eagerly consuming the dildo, filling my mouth with every pent up desire that had consumed me for the last few months. I was so built up with sexual energy and so hungry for any sexual activity. I was so pleased to have this time to do as I pleased.

Soon I gripped the cock with one hand while the other started rubbing my caged dick. I was surprised by how good it felt to have even the faintest of touches on my dick. Even the pressure of my palm on my cage felt amazing.

I could feel my dick building up once more. I could feel the cum swelling up in it. I could feel an immense pleasure building up inside of me, ready to burst once more.

But then I heard a noise. And then I heard it again. I stopped sucking so I could listen and heard it once more. It was my phone vibrating.

I wanted to leave it and get back to my passion, but I remembered that Sarah said she would be texting me her demand for tonight and there was no way I could ignore my master. Begrudgingly, I stood up and wiped the drool from my lips. I imagined that I already looked like a dirty cock slut with my lipstick smeared all over, but I didn’t care. I wasn’t done turning myself into a whore yet.

I made my way over to the vanity where I had left my phone and unlocked it to read my messages. I couldn’t believe what I saw next.


Chapter 4

Sarah’s Demand

“Hey! Change of plans!” the first message from Sarah said. “The girls all bailed on me. Something about the game getting postponed. I’m already here though and don’t want to leave.”

That part was all fine, though I was a little disappointed to learn that she may be coming back so soon. But then I read the last message.

“I thought of my demand for tonight. Tonight’s demand is that Daisy come join me. Here at McGee’s.”

My eyes bulged as I read the message again. And again.

There’s no way. She can’t be serious. She wants me to go out as Daisy? And to a bar? With people around?

I was absolutely floored. I couldn’t believe she would joke about such a thing let alone demand it. I started pacing the bedroom as I stressed over what to do when I suddenly felt my phone buzz again.

“Don’t ignore me. I know you’ve read this. Answer me. NOW!”

My heart was racing, my body shaking. I tried to control my breathing with some deep breaths, but struggled. Finally, I positioned my hands to type a response and looked down at the keyboard. My view was blocked, however, by my large breasts.

Seeing the black dress covering my bosom and flowing down my body reminded me of the dress that I was wear, Sarah’s former going out attire. Then I remembered one of the first times I had worn this for her when she had teased me about getting ready to go out to a bar like she used to in this dress. Recalling that memory gave me a flood of relief across my body and I felt like I might melt down onto the floor.

“Haha. Very funny,” I started typing. “Sorry to hear about your friends bailing. You can always come home and hang out with me if you would like.” I added a smiley face and sent the message. Selfishly I hoped she would stay out, but I wanted to sound supportive of her regardless.

Feeling more relaxed, I sat down on our bed to wait for her response. It came sooner than I expected.

“Not joking. I know you’re already dressed up. Make sure to put on your little black dress, fix up your makeup, and get the fuck out here.”

I gritted my teeth as I read her response.

She’s serious. I can’t believe she’s serious. Is this some sort of test? A test of obedience? Or maybe it’s another lesson. Wait… could this be my final lesson?

Another message came in from Sarah. “Respond immediately and confirm your obedience. If you do not come out then I will be purposely losing these little keys and you will never touch your pathetic dick again.” With the message came a picture of her holding a small set of keys in front of her generous cleavage.

My dick surged in its cage at the thought of her keeping it locked forever, but my head hung in defeat.

Fuck me. I really have to go out. I have no choice.

I raised my phone back up and typed my response. “OK. Getting ready now.”

“That’s my good girl,” my wife responded with a kissing emoji.

My heart was pounding in my chest as I returned to the bathroom to check myself out. As I had expected my makeup and lipstick were smeared all over.

Going out dressed like a woman is going to be terrifying enough, but it would be even worse looking like this. I need to fix this and quickly.

With that in mind I sat back down at the vanity and got to work cleaning off my sloppy cock sucking face and painting on a new, fresh face. It was difficult controlling my nerves and I had to redo several mistakes along the way, but eventually I got my face looking good enough.

To make matters worse, the entire time Sarah was texting me.

“I can’t wait for you to finally learn what it’s like to be a sexy woman out in public.”

“I bet the men here will eat you alive. You have cock whore written all over your face.”

“If you’re going to take this long then you better look your best. Do NOT disappoint me.”

“Hurry up!”

“I’ve already hidden your keys somewhere in this bar. I still remember where, but if I finish this drink before you get here then I might not.”

All of her messages made me more panicked, but none had the effect that the last one did. I knew I needed to hurry.

“I’m coming!” I finally responded when I was ready. After writing that I knew I had fully committed. I was actually going to go out dressed up as a woman. I was going out as Daisy.

I did a final check of my makeup and my dress to make sure everything was perfect and then took my first steps outside as a woman. I considered taking my car, but had a feeling that I was going to have to drink a lot to get through the night and knew that Sarah already had her car out. I could have taken a taxi or ordered a ride, but that would require close interaction with someone which I wasn’t ready for. At last I looked down the street and knew what I needed to do.

I needed to walk.


Chapter 5

A Mile in Her Shoes

The bar was nearly a mile away. By the time I arrived my feet were killing me from walking so far in high heels. When I finally reached the door, I had a feeling that I was a sweaty mess and was worried what Sarah would think of me.

Inside, I found her sitting at a booth on the side of the bar. To my relief, no body was with her. Also to my relief, she still had a mostly full drink.

“You actually came,” she greeted me with an amused look on her face. “Come, sit down.”

“Uhh, actually I think I’ll get a drink first,” I replied nervously. “I could really use one. Or two. Or three.”

I turned to walk towards the bar, but her hand caught my wrist before I could take a step. She pulled me towards her until I sat down next to her at the table. “We’re women at a bar. We don’t pay for drinks, silly. I’ve already taken care of that.”

She waved towards the bar and then made a gesture as if telling someone to come over. I turned to look and saw a couple of men approaching with drinks.

She’s inviting men over? What the hell am I supposed to do? What if they see through my outfit and makeup. Why is she doing this to me?

I quickly turned my head to the side to hide my face. “What the hell, Sarah? Who are they?”

She smiled at me wickedly and shrugged. “Just a couple of guys who were keeping me entertained while I waited for you,” she said as they each sat down at the booth next to us. One sat next to me and the other next to Sarah. “Roger here was kind enough to buy me a drink when I arrived. I told him I had a friend joining me so he called one of his to come join us.”

Roger smiled at me. He was a large, handsome man with a square jawline and muscles that would intimidate even the manliest of men. “Nice to meet you, Daisy was it?” he said.

I forced a smile, but couldn’t find my ability to speak. I was too nervous to get discovered. Finally I managed to at least nod and let out, “Mmhmm.”

Roger pointed at this friend who was next to me and added, “This here is my pal Jon. To be honest, I’m surprised he was free to join us. He’s usually off galavanting at some bar or club.”

Jon had a charming smile which he unleashed at his friend’s comments. “I’m always available to help out a good friend,” he replied. Then he turned towards me and refreshed his smile as he extended his hand. “But it’s also nice to meet you, Daisy. Very nice.”

I was surprised to find myself blushing at his words.

Is he actually hitting on me?

There was a strange sensation in my chastity cage and I suddenly started worrying about my appearance. Had I made a mess of myself while walking over?

An awkward silence began to build around us until I realized that everyone was waiting for me to reply. I shook my head to snap myself out of my mind and finally reached out and accepted his hand. “I’m sorry, I had to rush over here and I think I tired myself out a bit. It’s nice to meet you both as well,” I said, trying to use my best girl voice.

“Then surely you need some hydration!” Jon laughed out. “Here, this is for you.” He passed over a tall pink drink in a martini glass and I didn’t bother to ask what it was. I quickly took several long gulps of the beverage and instantly felt refreshed. “Woah,” he laughed. “I guess I’ll go get you another.”

Sarah overheard and quickly downed her drink as well. “Another for me, too, please,” she said with a beaming smile.

“Coming right up,” Roger replied as he stood up with Jon and walked towards the bar.

“You walked all the way here? In my heels?” Sarah hissed at me under her breath.

“I panicked! I didn’t want to drive or deal with a taxi driver while dressed like this!” I answered.

She stared at me for a long second and then broke out in laughter. “I guess now you’re really living the expression of ‘walk a mile in her shoes’.”

I let out a sigh as she continued laughing; I was glad that she wasn’t actually upset. “I can’t believe I’m here with you. Like this!”

Suddenly she stopped laughing and snapped into a serious expression. “Well you are so deal with it. I need you to be on your best behavior and do everything I say! I do not need you messing up my night,” she growled. “And take off your wedding band. I don’t want them seeing a wedding ring on either of us let alone a man’s ring!”

I looked down at my ring and then across the table at Sarah’s hand. She wasn’t wearing her wedding ring. The sight made me a little uneasy, but then I realized that it must be part of her normal rouse to get free drinks and shrugged it off.

“Yes, Master,” I said as I pulled my ring off and tucked it into my bra for safe keeping.

Soon the men rejoined us with another round of drinks and the night continued. After a few more sips of alcohol I started loosening up and having fun.

But as the night wound down, everything suddenly took a drastic turn.


Chapter 6

Final Lesson

As the bartender shouted out for last call, it seemed like everyone’s eyes flashed towards Sarah. She smiled and nodded, then looked at me. “Say, Daisy. Why don’t we go to the ladies room to freshen up a little?”

Glad for an excuse to get some air and alone time with my wife, I agreed. We locked our arms together and helped each other to the restroom just as women would do. In that moment, I oddly felt closer to my wife than ever before.

At the restroom, we waited our turn and then she quickly pulled me in and locked the door. “Welcome to your final lesson, Daisy,” she grinned.

I looked around at the dingy bar bathroom and didn’t understand what she meant. “You want me to clean this bathroom or something?” I asked in confusion.

Just then there was a knock at the door. I opened my mouth to announce that it was occupied, but Sarah moved to open the door. To my shock, Roger and Jon strutted inside.

“What is going on?” I asked with a trembling voice as my eyes jumped from person to person.

“Just one second, guys,” Sarah said to the men before grabbing my arm and pulling me towards the back of the room. “You’re going to listen to me and listen good. Do you understand?”

Her harsh tone made me more nervous, but I did my best to answer confidently. “Y-yes, Master.”

“Every free drink has its cost. You have to earn those drinks. Do you understand?”

“Earn? How?” I didn’t understand.

“Jon has been very good to you. He bought you drinks and gave us polite conversation. Now it’s your turn to repay the favor. You need to put out.”

My eyes bulged in shock. “Put out?!”

“You need to suck his cock!” she hissed as she grabbed my cheeks tightly. I froze at her words and action until she realized her error and relaxed her fingers. “I will be taking care of Roger while you take care of Jon.”

I looked over my shoulder at Jon who was waiting patiently with a smirk on his face. “Is this… is this how you always get free drinks?”
A fire ignited in Sarah’s eyes as she smiled at me. “That’s right. I always give up at least one of my holes for a few free drinks. It’s the only way I can ever experience the pleasures of a real man these days.”

I wanted to be furious, but all I felt was my dick throbbing in its cage. “O…oh,” I let out.

“And now it is your turn. Time for you to become a real woman, Daisy. Now go suck that cock.”

As if they had heard everything, Roger and Jon each made their way into one of the bathroom stalls. I heard the unbuckling of belts and then watched as their pants crumbled to the floor beneath the doors.

This is actually happening. She wants me to suck a real man’s cock.

I looked back at my wife one last time and she nodded as she made her way into Roger’s stall. My eyes then moved towards the door that hid Jon.

There’s no way. I can’t do this, can I? On one hand, I had been planning on sucking a dildo all night, but on the other, this is real! A real man!

My mind wanted me to run away, but my body had other plans. My dick was straining in its cage. My dick needed to release sexual energy. My dick was telling me to pleasure this man.

I found my feet moving forward. Each step taking me closer to obeying my master. I opened the stall door and saw Jon sitting on the toilet with his pants down. He was stroking his long, hard cock and smiled at me as I entered. The sloppy sounds of sucking coming from the stall next to us reminded me of what I needed to do.

I knelt down and grabbed his cock with my hand.

His dick was bigger than the dildo and seeing it made me realize that Sarah’s words were true. The dildo wasn’t necessarily large, I was just particularly small. Acknowledging my small dick made me feel like less of a man and more of a woman. I could do this.

My eyes closed as my mouth opened. My head leaned forward as my hand guided Jon’s meaty cock. I felt his skin push my gaping mouth open wider as I took it inside.

He groaned as I swallowed his cock for the first time. His sounds of pleasure fueled the fire within me. I started moving my mouth back and forth over his large manhood, just as I had with my wife’s dildo for the last several weeks. Just like in those times my mind flashed to pictures of a rugged naked man, but then I realized that I didn’t need to imagine this time.

My free hand reached out and grabbed Jon’s bare thigh. It was thick and muscular and confirmed to me that this was all real. My dick surged at the feeling, trying its best to break free from its cage and finally get erect after all of these weeks.

I didn’t feel ready for that yet, however. If there was one cock that would be pleased tonight, I knew it wouldn’t be mine.

My breath started growing heavy as the cock continued moving through my mouth. My entire body was heaving with every suck. I could feel Jon’s dick reacting to my work; squirming and throbbing and growing bigger. I loved how it felt.

I let my hand drop from his thigh and reach under my dress. I started rubbing my caged dick and embracing the oral pleasures I was providing. It all felt so good.

The more I sucked the cock, the more I wanted. I was hungry for it. My hand started stroking it in sync with my mouth as I worked it feverishly.

Suddenly, I heard the stall door open.

“Look at that slut work! She’s a real go getter!” Sarah laughed from behind me. I felt her crouch beside me but tried to ignore her as my passion continued to intensify. “You better make him cum and you better swallow,” she whispered in my ear. “I didn’t waste all this time turning you into a woman who can’t properly suck a cock.”

Her words only turned me on more. My head started rotating as my tongue flicked Jon’s cock head with every pass.

“Oh, fuck!” he groaned loudly when I started sucking on just the head.

In that moment I knew I had him. I ran my tongue around the head while my lips occasionally kissed it and my hand stroked the entire shaft. His head was throbbing and I knew he was close.

I felt a surge through his shaft of his hard cock and then a burst inside my mouth. I gagged at the impact of his large load slamming the back of my throat as Jon tensed up and let out a moan. His cock kept pumping cum into my mouth, filling me up with my reward.

“You did it!” Sarah gasped next to me. “I knew you were a good cock whore, just like me.”

Her words were too much to take. I felt my own dick pulse and then explode. I hastily swallowed my mouthful of cum as I sighed with the unexpected pleasure filling my panties.

“You just came didn’t you!” Sarah gasped. “You naughty little minx. I guess we don’t need these anymore.”

I heard a jingle and then a splash and watched as a small set of silver keys sank down the toilet from the opening between Jon’s legs.

“From now on if you want to cum, you will do so as a woman. Do you understand? From now on you’re no longer Dave. You’re only Daisy and you live to serve me and whatever men I bring you.”

I wanted to be furious. I wanted to be upset that my wife had just thrown away the keys to the chastity cage locked around my dick. But I wasn’t either. I had just had the best orgasm of my life and I knew I wanted to experience it again. I wanted to be Daisy.

“Yes, Master.”
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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.

Turned Sissy By My Lesbian Girlfriend

Jack and Maya are deeply in love and living a perfect life together. Or so Jack thinks. Maya has a secret she has been hiding; she has recently admitted to herself that she is a lesbian, but hasn't told Jack in fear of losing him. So in order to keep him, Maya develops a plan.

When she finally admits her secret to Jack, he can't believe it. But when Maya reveals her plan to keep them together, he sees an option, albeit a strange one, to keep them together. Her idea? To have Jack start a transformation to become a woman so they can stay together as a lesbian couple. 

Out of his deep love for his girlfriend, Jack hesitantly agrees to give it a try, interested to see how far she will make him go towards becoming a woman.  Will he quit before it is complete or will Maya unlock his inner sissy and complete her plan?

Follow along the story of Jack as he becomes dominated by his girlfriend and transformed into Jackie, a submissive sissy who is always eager to please his girlfriend.
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