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A VERY HARD LESSON




CHAPTER 1

I am a changed man.

I used to be a lying, selfish, immature, obnoxious guy. Worst of all, I had no respect for women. I’m ashamed to admit this now but they used to just be sex objects in my eyes. Maybe it had to do with growing up in a household where the women were treated like used furniture you’d buy from an ad on Craigslist. My dad was an asshole to my mom, and he cheated on her constantly. He wouldn’t even bother to hide the condoms in his car or the receipts for the expensive dresses and perfumes he gave his mistresses. To me, it seemed that he comfortable in the belief that my mom would never leave him despite his blatant infidelity—and she developed a sort of learned helplessness over the years that, true to his belief, made her always stick by his side.

I grew up to become just like my dad. Apparently we’d both inherited the asshole gene. And when I married my now ex-wife Lucy, I made her feel like a piece of cheap furniture—something you could treat like shit but expect to still be there in the morning, right where you left it. I was unfaithful many times and not once did it cross my mind that not only would my wife find out, but I would also pay for it in the worst way possible.

Today? It’s like I’m an entirely different person.

And it’s all thanks to Lucy.

I’m not putting things lightly when I say that I now worship women. I have the utmost respect for them and their bodies. When a beautiful woman touches me I shake in terror, because I know I don’t deserve it. Women are actually powerful goddesses walking on earth—and men, especially sissies like me, don’t even deserve to breathe in their presence. But these goddesses are so compassionate in their nature they can’t help but pity us. And so they give us permission to indulge in their shapely legs, beguiling breasts, their round bottoms and their sweet, angelic pussies.

That’s the truth.

It all started one night when I came home tired and disheveled after a long day of work. I worked the evening shift at a hotel furniture manufacturing plant (yeah, yeah, the irony isn’t lost on me), and that day I’d spent the entire shift running up and down thousand-foot aisles trying to fulfil a gazillion different client orders. I was almost dead from exhaustion, and after eight hours of tuning in to my hot-headed supervisor screeching down my neck, I was looking forward to a hot dinner and some peace and quiet at home.

I unlocked our front door, shrugged off my shoes in the foyer, and was ready to go upstairs when I caught a glimpse of Lucy sitting perfectly relaxed in our living room, her legs crossed, surrounded by boxes and a gaggle of suitcases. She met my eyes and in an instant I knew something was very wrong.

“Malcolm, come down here for a minute,” she said in a flat tone.

“Baby, what’s wrong? What’s all this?” My heart was beating fast and there was a wedge in my throat. I’d never seen Lucy look so aloof, like she didn’t give a crap about how she came across.

“Nothing’s wrong,” she said, still in that icy voice. “Who’s Belinda? And no, don’t pretend like you have no idea what I’m talking about.”

I sighed. “Baby, I thought we’ve been through this. You know I’d never cheat on you. I’d rather burn my eyes than lay them on another woman.”

She picked up a pair of red lacy panties using the edge of a soup ladle and swung them in front of me. “Shut up, Malcolm. I see you’ve been having some fun with Belinda.”

Fire burned my throat and suddenly I couldn’t get my words out. “Where...where did you find that?”

“Why, in your underwear drawer. Along with this.” She dangled a Ziploc bag in front of me like a cop confronting someone with a crucial piece of evidence. Inside, there was a box for a small perfume bottle and a greeting card.

I knew exactly what that pair of panties and bottle of perfume was doing in my underwear drawer. I’d been stupid, stupid, stupid. Belinda was this sexy twenty-something nymph who’d worked in customer service but had left the company unexpectedly earlier that year. She’d left her panties behind the one time we hooked up in my car. I’d always meant to throw it away, but I guess part of me enjoyed the thought of knowing there was another woman’s panties stuffed at the bottom of my drawer that Lucy didn’t know about. And the perfume...another stupid mistake. I’d bought it as a birthday surprise for Bel, but didn’t see the point of giving it to her after she left and it was unlikely I’d ever see her again.

Why spend money on a woman when nothing’s going to come out of it? But stupid me had saved it along with the card I’d written and stuffed that in my drawer too.

I got on my knees and held Lucy’s hands in mine. I had no choice but to admit what I’d done to her, but there was this knot in my stomach and I had the terrible feeling that my wife had finally, after many years of me fucking around, reached her boiling point.

“I’m sorry. I love you. I’m sorry!” I said. The tears flowed, but her eyes were menacingly cold as she glared down at me.

“Fuck you and your apologies, Malcolm,” she said. “It’s over. I’m done with you. I’ve saved you some time and packed up all your stuff. Your cab’s going to be here in ten minutes.”

“You’re kicking me out?”

“Yeah, I’m kicking you out.”

“You can’t kick me out!”

“You know very well that I can, Malcolm. It’s my house. Why don’t you call Belinda and ask her to help you out? She seems like a very friendly person.”

I buried my face in my hands, hot bile rising up my throat. I suddenly felt like a kid who was being scolded by the headmistress. “You don’t understand, Lucy. Belinda was from a long time ago. And she was a terrible mistake,” I said. “I’ve never pretended to be the perfect husband. I’ve done some god-awful stuff. But I love you. I would do anything for you. Please give me a chance, and I’ll prove it to you.”

Lucy got up and started to circle me, and for a moment I thought she was going to spit on my head. Her anger was like molten lava, too-hot and threatening to end me. “You know what your problem is?” she said quietly. “You don’t respect me. You have no respect for women, period. And that disgusts me.”

I did feel disgusting at that moment. The crazy thing was I really did love her. Sounds contradictory I know, but it was true. The fifteen or so women I’d slept with on and off over the years—it was just the sex. The nasty, sweaty, butt-slapping, totally fucked-up kind of sex. But Lucy? She was my girl. I cared for her.

And I’d let her down.

“What do I need to do, baby?” I pleaded. “Tell me. Talk to me. I want to change. I want to be a better man.”

“Alright.” Lucy sat back down but her face told me she was far away, lost in her own thoughts and theories. She’d always been the quiet, introspective kind, a quality of hers I’d always taken for granted. This time, though, I hoped she was envisioning a future with me still in it. “I’m going to give you one final chance,” she said quietly.

I scooted towards her and put my head on her lap. She smelled like lilies, sweet and lovely. I waited.

“It’s sad that you know nothing about women,” she said after a minutes-long pause. “I think you need to experience, first hand, what it’s actually like to be a woman. The ups and downs, all of it. No holds barred. Then maybe you’ll begin to respect me.”

I blinked. “First hand? What do you mean by that, baby?”

Lucy nodded slowly. “You need to be trained, Malcolm. If you’re willing to learn, I’m willing to give our marriage another chance. But here are my conditions.” She nudged my head away from her, so I was forced to look into her eyes as I listened. “One, you’re not going to sleep in our bedroom—I’m not going to be having sex with you for a long, long time, not until I think you’ve earned it. Two, no bullshitting. If you’re not going to take this seriously, you might as well tell me now because the minute I sense anything funny you’re out the door. And three, when I say ‘first hand’, I really mean it. I’m going to make you look and act like a woman as part of the training. I’m sorry, Malcolm, but this is the only way I can ever have faith in you again. I need to trust the process, even if it means it’s going to make you a little uncomfortable.”

I wanted to laugh. I thought for sure she’d talk about going for a hundred hours of couple’s therapy or signing me up for a sex addiction group or something boring like that. But this? I could handle this. A few days without sex would be tough—there was no denying that—and the dressing me up as a woman was a bit weird, but was I okay to go all in? Sure. My marriage right now meant more to me than a few days of abstinence.

“It’s your choice, Malcolm,” she said, flashing me a smile that was so frosty it pierced my heart. “You’re free to leave. But if you stay here tonight, you know what you’ll be getting yourself into.”


CHAPTER 2

Of course I didn’t leave.

Lucy explained there would be three phases of my training, each culminating in a lesson about womanhood and the importance of appreciating and respecting femininity. And since I couldn’t sleep next to her in our bedroom, I could have the guest room instead. That very night, I trudged the suitcases into that small, dusty room, unpacked a few of them, put in fresh bed sheets, fluffed up the pillows, and just lay there, trying to imagine what was in store for me within the next few days.

Lucy was seemingly happy to be speaking in riddles about the whole thing. The objective of the first phase of training was apparently for me to understand the pressures and standards women were subjected to by a lot of men. I tried hard to guess what these could be. I knew that, intellectually, we lived in a patriarchal society and but I’d never spent sleepless nights feeling guilty about it.

The night before my first day of training, however, I was tossing and turning in bed, unable to put my mind to rest. For some reason, I was nervous. Lucy had begun to grow some balls. She wasn’t the timid, affectionate, bashful creature I’d known her to be throughout our seven-year marriage. Just how far was my wife willing to go to teach me a lesson? Was she really planning to dress me up in women’s clothes and make me wear lipstick and liner and god knows what else?

It all seemed a little ridiculous.

The following evening, right before I was going to get ready for my shift, Lucy came into the guest room, carrying a basket of assorted objects in her arms. She set them on the bed, her lips pinched and her posture tight and tense. She’d refused to speak to me all day, talking instead in hushed whispers to a mystery caller on her phone. I’d tried to catch bits of the conversation, but I couldn’t really latch on to anything tangible. I feared that it was maybe another man, someone she’d been having an affair with, a perfect gentleman with a mighty cock who was actually treating her right.

The thought was so outlandish, but it had made me seethe with jealousy.

“Go into the bathroom and strip,” she ordered. “I’ll be there in two seconds.”

I did as I was told. She came in later holding the basket, and I was asked to stand naked in the tub while she slathered me in a foul-smelling cream. The cream itched and prickled until she brought out a small spatula and started to scrape my skin off. At least, that’s what it felt like. The whole bathroom was beginning to smell like a chemistry experiment gone wrong, and I wanted to throw up. But Lucy was painstakingly thorough, and I watched open-mouthed as my body hair lifted off and fell down in clumps.

Was Lucy trying to teach me about double standards in grooming?

“Turn around,” she said.

She got out a pair of scissors from the basket and began to trim my pubic hair. Her soft fingers brushed against my balls and cock, and because she was bending down all I could imagine was her giving me a blowjob. I was immediately aroused.

“Malcolm!” she said scathingly as my penis rose against my will. “Fucking control yourself, you piece of shit man slut!”

I felt deeply ashamed then. No woman, let alone my wife, had scolded me like that before. Was she right? Did I really have no self-control?

Lucy splashed my privates with ice-cold water, and I yelped. 

“Baby, my shift starts in like twenty minutes,” I begged, not liking how my cock was starting to shrink and become flabby and rubbery. “I really have to get going.”

Lucy sneered at me, her teeth bared, her eyes like slits—though she still looked very, very beautiful. “Not my problem. You’ll be in here as long as it takes me, mister, and the more you complain, the longer it’s going to take. Now hush.”

I swallowed. I kept mum as she started to shave me next, and before I knew it I was completely hairless down there.

“Get down on the floor,” she said. “And spread your ass cheeks open.”

Holy shit, I thought. Was she really going to remove my ass hair?

She lathered up my asshole with soap and water, and it tingled as she grazed the razor very slowly across the region. All the while, I couldn’t believe my sweet wife Lucy was shaving my anus, and my cock throbbed with arousal once again. I had a very hairy hole, and once she was done I actually felt a lot lighter, like she’d got rid of a pound of pubes.

“All done. Now listen up,” Lucy said, dusting remnants of my wet pubic hair off her hands and standing up. “You’re going to have to shave everything below your neck every single day for a month.”

My mouth fell open. “A month?”

“Don’t even start, Malcolm!” Lucy spat. “You fucked countless other women in our marriage, this is hardly anything—in fact, it doesn’t even come close to fitting the crime you’ve carried out against me! You can use the hair removal cream once a week. You’ll need to make sure you exfoliate and moisturize. Your skin has to be smooth and hair free at all times, and if there’s so much as an in-grown, you’re going to be punished.”

I sighed, dejected.

“Fine,” I said.

I would have to wear long sleeves for work, I thought in exasperation. There was no way anyone there could know about what my wife was subjecting me to. What would they think of me? Malcolm, the timid, cowardly husband who let his wife feminize him and boss him around? No thanks. A long shift with full sleeves in a hot warehouse where I’ll be constantly on my toes would be punishment enough.

***

I don’t think I learned much for those first two or so weeks except that body hair removal was a tedious and ridiculously frustrating process. My body hair seemed to spring out of nowhere, wiry and uneven and awful looking, and I had a terrible time keeping up.

Seeing my bare, hairless body in front of the mirror for the first time was also a very strange experience. I felt like I was an alien inhabiting another person’s body. My skin all over was soft and as silky-smooth as a baby’s bottom, and there seemed to be a glow to my complexion. This wasn’t me, I kept telling myself. I certainly didn’t feel like Malcolm.

After a while, though, not only did I start to get used to my hair removing rituals each morning and the unusual sensations of having smoother arms, legs, and naked armpits, I began to actually sort of like it.

More guys needed to do this, I decided. Why shouldn’t men remove all their body hair? I was sweating less, I had less BO, and even sleep came to me easier, maybe because I felt fresher and cleaner after my showers. 

Lucy came into my room and inspected my body almost every night for the month-long stint. And even though she said I was doing a fine job keeping up with my new grooming routine, I was still not allowed to sleep with her. Little did she know I was secretly masturbating every night. I’d grown to love my hairless cock, which was now much more sensitive and even appeared more impressive now that a precious inch or so wasn’t hidden under a thick forest of pubes.

The second phase of my training began on a humid Thursday night. At that point, enough time had gone by that my life had regained some semblance of normalcy and I’d actually forgotten that I had two whole phases of training left. I’d just had my nightly shower, shaved my anus, and was looking forward to a porn session with just me and my cock when Lucy entered unannounced carrying a smaller basket.

Then she told me it was time to learn how to embrace my ‘natural pussy’.

I stared up at her, still stretched out in bed. “Tell me more,” I said.


CHAPTER 3

Lucy laughed. Or was she smirking? I couldn’t tell.

“You have a lot to learn, Malcolm,” she said.

There was a weird glee in her eyes as she explained that most men didn’t realize they all had a natural, womanly pussy and they didn’t even need to rely on their cock for their sexual needs. In fact, the penis was a physical and biological distraction and the root cause of dysfunction in most marriages.

“Once you begin to appreciate your natural pussy,” Lucy said coolly. “You’ll begin to respect women’s pussies more too. Including mine. And the less you rely on your dick, the less tempted you'll be to stray away and destroy the sanctity of our marriage.”

I watched as she took out a collection of stainless steel butt plugs, all embedded with a shiny purple diamond at their bases. I felt my ass pucker up tight even at the sight of them. She also brought out a pink contraption, and all of a sudden the guest room started to spin and my armpits were damp with nervous sweat.

Lucy held out the tiny, almost miniscule, pink device between two fingers and giggled. “This should definitely fit you!”

“Uh...what’s that supposed to do?” I stammered.

“Oh, you’ll see, my sweet Malcolm,” she said. “It’s perfect for your training! It’s meant to help you mentally focus and meditate on the pleasures of your own pussy, instead of that ugly dick getting in our way. Trust me, you’ll thank me later.”

I gritted my teeth as she circled the plastic ring around my base and compressed my cock tightly to slip the cage in and lock it in place. It wasn’t heavy, but it was tight and weighed on my mind like a granite rock. That plastic shell was holding my cock prisoner, and my balls bulged out underneath it like two enormous balloons. I hated admitting this to myself—but Lucy was right. This little pink thing which I was sure at first glance would be way too tight for me actually did fit around my puny little penis. All the pride I’d felt earlier about my size disintegrated in the space of about two seconds.

I swallowed as Lucy lodged the key to the cage in her bra.

I couldn’t believe my wife was doing this. She was taking my manhood away from me, and I was embarrassed and furious at myself. All this because I’d been careless and stupid to leave behind evidence of my affairs for my wife to find.

I’d been so stupid that I deserved this.

I deserved to be made to feel like I was less than a man.

“How long am I going to stay in this?” I asked.

“Questions, questions, so many questions…” Lucy said, shrugging. “Let’s not worry about questions now, Malcolm. Be a good girl and bend over for me.”

I turned around and perked up my backside for my wife, my heart beating like a jackhammer. I forced myself to focus on the heat of my breath collecting and expanding within a small pocket of fabric of my pillowcase. Lucy slapped my ass cheeks as if she was warming them up.

“Spread them open for me, sweetie,” she said.

I took a deep breath and swung my arms back, clasping my hairless cheeks and carefully spreading them apart. I hoped she wouldn’t spot a rogue ass hair in it. Cool air touched my ass crack, and my fingertips quivered. No one had ever been even remotely interested in my ass before, and now to have my wife examining it, inspecting it, and about to fucking penetrate it had me feeling muzzy and light-headed.

“Oooh, you have a pretty pussy, Malcolm!” she said. “So pink and tight. Mmm...I can’t wait to pop your cherry tonight.”

She squirted a dollop of lube straight onto my crack, marinating my sensitive lining with it. I shivered. I was pretty sure I had goosebumps down there.

And then the tip of a finger slid in.

“How does that feel, Malcolm?”

“It’s tight, baby,” I said truthfully.

“Very nice,” she said, as if that was exactly what she wanted to hear.

The squelching sounds of wet fingers breaching my taut, previously never-been-touched hole filled the room. I struggled to keep my ass cheeks open for my wife as she violated me. Even her long, slender fingers were too big, too fat, as they crammed up my insides, frighteningly full and ferociously determined to excavate the depths of my forbidden chamber. I was as tight as an eighteen-year-old virgin girl, and the thought unexpectedly aroused me. Small beads of sweat pooled around my temples and dripped onto the pillows.

“Now take in a deep breath, sweetie, and try your best to relax,” Lucy said. “Or it’s going to hurt.”

I guessed she was going to try the smallest butt plug first. That may have been around two or two-and-a-half inches long and maybe three inches wide. Either way, I was sure it was going to feel at least three times bigger inside my torturously small passageway.

I groaned loudly as Lucy thrust the plug in, my asshole straining to expand and take in the foreign object making it ways slowly but firmly through the opening.

“Now, I want you to imagine that I’m fucking your tight little pussy for the first time,” she instructed. “It may be a little painful at first but it’s supposed to feel good—in fact, the tighter you are, the better it feels. Remember, a pussy’s supposed to make you wet and horny while it’s fucked hard and deep. I want you to really meditate on those sensations, okay?”

I nodded.

Lucy plunged the entire length of the plug in, the impact sending ripples of coolness up my spine. There was the tiniest ‘pop’ when my ass sucked it all in, leaving only the diamond on the outside, like a glinting stamp of approval.

“Unnghhh!” I grunted.

The plug was twisted and cajoled inside my ass for several minutes and after a while my body heat warmed it enough that it started to feel pleasant. She fucked me with it eagerly, varying the speed and pressure until I was finally moaning. When she got tired of the smallest butt plug, she warmed up the second with lube and went to town with it. My biceps ached and quaked as I held onto my ass as if my life was on the line. Lucy seemed to be having a lot of fun playing with my natural pussy and I wondered in sheer amazement where this wild woman had been hiding all along. Had there been a trigger? Did my cheating cause this to happen? Or had I never known the real Lucy?

“Moan for me, slut!” she said.

Her voice was hoarse now and rising with excitement as she manipulated the butt plugs in and out of my hole like they were buttons of some highly complicated amusement park ride. My dominant wife’s training was unleashing a volcano of emotions within me and the one that was making me shudder and moan and whimper was the most powerful of them: the humiliation. After all this ravaged butt fucking there was simply no way I could regress and become the old Malcolm again, the Malcolm who’d been completely unabashed about his needs and maybe a touch too secure about his masculinity. That Malcolm was long, long gone. The man was who now on that bed, enjoying the humiliation imposed upon him by his wife, wasn’t even a real man. He was a sissy.

That night, Lucy had succeeded in totally destroying my ego and my manhood.

My asshole was now wet. I tried my hardest to get erect, hoping the chastity cage was just cheap, Chinese plastic and willing it to burst open. But of course it held on, pushing back on my cock, and that made me go mad with frustration.

Lucy’s own moaning was filling the room, and suddenly her damp thighs were slapping against my ass and I realized she was humping me, rubbing herself on that diamond base peeking out of the butt plug. I heard fingers making contact with fluids inside slippery, horny openings and decided she was fingering herself as well, then using her juices to finger my asshole. I was so fucking envious of her then—here she was, acting out her dirty fantasies while I had to marinate in my own shame and humiliation.

Was I just a toy to her? A sex object?

In a stunning epiphany, it dawned on me how she’d so cleverly reversed our roles.

My humiliation was far from over that night. In that hot, humid room, she squealed and humped me and made me taste all the plugs that had penetrated me. They smelled of chemicals, sweat, pee, muck, and, yes, ass. I was hornier than ever sucking on those butt plugs knowing just how dirty they were. She made me eat the salt-ridden lady juices exiting from her vagina, and my cock attempted to swell but deflated within its small plastic chamber, again and again and again. No matter how hard I tried though, I couldn’t get physically hard.

An hour might be passed, maybe two, before Lucy was finally riding over the edge of a powerful orgasm. She shouted at me to turn around and open my mouth. She took her position on my face, and I could smell her arousal, raw and pure and maddening.

“Drink it all, you dirty slut!” she screamed.

Her wet thighs shook above me as she violently came.


CHAPTER 4

I was a hamster on a wheel for the rest of my second phase of training. Lucy had ordered me to be in the chastity cage for thirty days non-stop, with it only being removed once a week so I could give it a good cleaning while she watched over me like a hawk. I pinned up a calendar on the wall to count down the days to my freedom, but the more I tried to distract myself, the more time crawled down to a torturous pace.

I was lost in a weird, erotic limbo—so fucking horny but with no way to release all my pent-up sexual energy. Every second of every day would be spent thinking about sex, romanticizing about what I would do as soon as Lucy removed the chastity cage. My fantasies became more and more devilish and taboo. I wanted to become a dumb submissive slave for my wife, who would feminize me and strip out every remaining ounce of masculinity I had. I wanted to serve her fully, wear lipstick and stockings, and be used by her. I wanted my friends to know what a sissy I really was. I woke up during the nights, sometimes multiple times in a row, having a crazed sex dream and then being confronted by my awful reality.

Wasn’t it simple psychology that the more you’re forbidden to have something, the more you begin to want it? The more you start to crave it?

Yeah, it was deceptively simple what my wife was doing to me. And yet I felt the force of it, plus a thousand times over. I couldn’t have my wife, but all I now wanted was her. I promised myself I would never let another woman enter my mind ever again.

In the weeks that followed, I began to become more and more in tune with my natural pussy. I couldn’t masturbate my normal way, after all, but I was free to use my new set of butt plugs. I used my fingers and those plugs almost every day. Lucy knew this and she seemed pleased with it, and one day she brought me a pair of panties and a small, translucent dildo to help me embrace my pussy even more.

“Mandy, we’ve almost coming towards the end of your second phase of training,” she said. “So consider these a small reward for being a really good girl. They’ll help you discover the hidden pleasures of your cunt even more!”

“Thank you, baby!” I said graciously, clutching on to my new possessions.

I was actually pretty excited to experiment with them. I loved the fact that she was taking so much pleasure in calling me ‘Mandy’, feminizing me, and maybe even more pleasure in humiliating me.

Soon, just like Lucy had hinted, my experiments hinted at a world of pleasure I’d never known. I’d lower those sweet-smelling panties down my smooth butt and fuck my cunt every night with the dildo and it would actually drive me wild. Sometimes, I’d masturbate in front of Lucy, who seemed overjoyed I’d finally found my g-spot. I never came, however, even though I was frantically hoping for a release. My libido at this point was reaching the levels of outer space, but still there was nothing I could do to satisfy my thirst.

“Please, baby, please. I need to cum so bad…” I would just whimper over and over again.

And she would just smirk or laugh or giggle cruelly at my desperation.

A few times, though, she would exploit my horniness and allow me to worship her. She still wouldn’t have sex with me, but she’d order me to smell her, kiss her feet, and lick her pussy until she climaxed. These sessions were nothing but self-destructive because I’d come away from them giddy with lust and hornier than I’d started. I’d beg Lucy to have sex with me, to let me have the privilege of fucking a goddess.

But the answer would always be ‘no’.

And then, one day, Lucy came in unannounced into the room, carrying a pink gift bag and a mystery Amazon box.

“Mandy, I have some good news!” she chirped. I noticed she was wearing makeup and her shades were perched on top her hair, as if she’d been out shopping. “The second phase of your training is officially over.”

I almost jumped out of the bed then and there.

“You’re unlocking me?” I was full of adrenaline now, but part of me didn’t want to get my hopes up.

Lucy smiled. “Easy there, tiger. I am. But not right now, so you need to be patient. You still have another big lesson to learn. The really good news is that your third phase is relatively short, not more than a night. But it’s also the hardest lesson, so you’ll have to be on your toes and get yourself up to speed very quickly.”

She dumped the contents of the bag and Amazon box on the bed, and so much stuff fell out that I didn’t even know what to look at first.

There was a glittery black lingerie set with a lacy see-through bra in the shape of tear drops, high-waisted panties, and thigh high stockings that shone like a star-studded night sky. It looked expensive. There were various women’s accessories—a perfume set, a makeup palette, a collection of lipsticks, a trio of nail polish bottles, and a long, blonde-haired wig that was wrapped in thick plastic packaging. There was also a black leather blindfold and a big hardcover book. I squinted to read the title: The Womanly Art Of Dress-Up And Seduction.

“So, I’m only graduating you to the third phase because I’m confident that my Mandy is ready,” Lucy said. “It’ll take place tomorrow night in our bedroom. I’ll be teaching you the ultimate expression of femininity: having sex as a girl is the best way to find out what it actually means to be one.” She looked down at me knowingly. “Mandy, I’m not going to be doing any hand-holding this time around. You’ll need to apply everything you’ve learned so far and put them in practice.”

I placed the hardcover book on my lap and began to leaf through it. It was filled with tiny text and a ton of black-and-white illustrations.

“I see you have the right idea,” Lucy said, and she seemed pleased. “Everything you need to know is in that book. But you have less than twelve hours, so if I were you I’d get started right away. Remember, I need to be completely satisfied you’ve passed my training or this whole thing would’ve sadly been a waste of your time.”

I swallowed, my mind flashing back to that tired, anxious night my wife had threatened to kick me out.

There was no way that was going to happen again.

“I’ll make you proud, baby,” I said, and I meant it.

Lucy stroked the side of my cheeks lovingly. “I know you will, sweetie. Now, I want you to come to our bedroom tomorrow night at eight. You’ll need to have a nice long shower and get ready like a proper woman getting ready for a date—so shower, shave, douche, moisturize, do your nails, and get dressed. Lastly, when you come into our room, I want you to lay down in our bed in a seductive pose and put your blindfold on and wait for me. Understood?”

I nodded.

The promise of sex and freedom, of getting released from the prison cell clutching onto my manhood had me giddy with excitement. Thirty long days were finally over, and I could almost see the light at the end of the tunnel. I just had to get through one more night and then all this drama would be over. I’d be a changed man, happily married to a very happy wife.

I could hardly wait.


CHAPTER 5

Now that I was in a time crunch, the minutes were passing by inexplicably quickly. The moment Lucy left, I rustled through the things she’d got me, opening up any packaging and studying the feel and look of these overly feminine things that were just so unfamiliar to me. I tried my best to guess what some of the more elusive items were—was that eyeshadow or cheek tints? Which one was foundation? What was that black goo in the small tube? Then I poured through the guidebook I was gifted, taking a pen and underlining whatever seemed relevant.

I didn’t sleep a wink that night. I was hell-bent on exceeding my wife’s expectations. I needed to be a good girl for her, but more than that, I was so sexually frustrated that I knew that one tiny mistake could send me ten steps backwards in Lucy’s eyes. There was simply no room for error.

The following evening, I called my boss an hour before I had to be at the warehouse and left a voicemail saying that I was coming down with the flu. I knew he was going to be pissed off but I could deal with that later—I had bigger problems to tackle now. As every hour passed and the clock in our guest room inched closer and closer to eight, I was breathless with nerves and filled with hope and anticipation. Lucy was nowhere to be seen but I knew she was counting down the minutes herself to see if I could actually pull this off. 

I had a hot shower and douched my pussy in there, making sure I was completely fresh and clean and that my skin was hairless and exfoliated. Once I was done, I dried myself with a towel, slathered on some lotion, and got dressed. I’d never worn anything more than panties before and there were butterflies in my stomach as I got dressed in sexy lingerie for the first time. The bra was snug and soft, but best of all, the tear-drop shaped cut-outs and the strategically placed lace made me look like I had real tits! Small tits, but they were there! I slipped on the high-waisted panties next, followed by the matching stockings and heels. As I strutted from one corner of the guest room to the other, I felt hot and sexy, and yes, very, very slutty.

Next, I gathered my wig and makeup supplies and headed to the bathroom. I propped the hardcover against the mirror and followed the illustrations that detailed how to put on a wig, apply foundation, eyeshadow, mascara (that turned out to be the black goo) and then powder my face to set everything in place. I carefully mixed two shades of lipstick to make a nice dark plum shade and dabbed it on using my fingertips. Finally, I slowly brushed out the wig and brought out the curls around and onto my shoulders, then finished off with a spray of perfume on my neck and the inside of my wrists.

“Oh god…” I gasped when I saw myself in the full-length mirror behind the bathroom door.

‘Mandy’ was staring back at me. She was tall, a sexy brunette with the kind of body that could make any man salivate. The panties did a great job at giving her an alluring waist to hip ratio, and the shiny fabric did well at camouflaging the bulge of her chastity cage.

She was ready to be fucked.

I slowly opened the door and headed out to our entryway, then walked up the stairs. I was becoming even more aware of the plastic cage around my cock now that I was ready and beginning to get horny again. I tried to forget about my chastity device, scared I would spiral into a loop of frustration and impatience before my sexy night even started.

On the landing, I could hear footsteps in the living room, and finally Lucy’s voice drifting out of it, melodious and lively. She was giggling in a strange way, the way she would whenever she talked to that mysterious caller. I wanted to head downstairs again to see what she was up to, but I was nervous about doing anything to rile her up, and besides, I didn’t want her to see me all made up yet.

I decided to push those suspicions out of my mind and went straight to our bedroom. There were only minutes left to eight o'clock and I had no time left to be dragging my feet and hypothesizing about stuff that didn’t matter.

The room was quiet. The bed was made with satin sheets and pillows, and candles were burning at our windowsill. I settled into my seductive pose—heels on the bed, legs bent and spread wide open so she could get a good look at my cunt, and my arms stretched out to make my body look leaner. Then I popped my blindfold on.

All was dark as I waited for Lucy to come upstairs and see me.

Several long minutes later, which I spent trying to steady my breathing, I heard the thudding of footsteps on the stairs. My body was frozen in position now, my chest a ball of nerves and my heart beating hard.

Something was very wrong. There was giggling, but there seemed to be two voices, not one.

My wife had someone else coming up to see me too.

“You can remove the blindfold now, Mandy!”

Lucy’s voice made me go very cold, and with trembling fingers I slipped the blindfold off.


CHAPTER 6

There, standing in the doorway next to my wife, was a woman I knew very well.

“Bel?” I whispered.

“Hey, Malcolm.” Belinda sauntered into the room with confidence. “Or should I say Mandy? I’m surprised you can still remember my name with that pea brain of yours! You seem to have had so many lapses in your memory—or at least, did you forget to tell me you were married when you fucked me?”

“I—I—” I stammered. “What are you doing here?”

My brain felt like it was about to explode. For one, I was so fucking embarrassed. I couldn’t believe sexy Bel from work was here, seeing me dressed like a slutty sissy pornstar, in heels, stockings, and a wig! What would she think of me? And for another, both Lucy and Bel were nearly naked, decked out in just bras and panties, and…it scared me. Being in the same room as two beautiful ladies after being denied the pleasure of sex for so long was a terrifying sight, especially when one’s your wife and the other’s your mistress…

“Bel and I have been talking for the longest time, sweetie,” Lucy said brightly. “I’m just so glad I was able to hunt her down and get in touch with her. She was more than happy to pitch in for your training. After all, we both really want to give you the real feminine experience.”

Bel came over to the bed where I was still completely frozen. She traced a manicured finger seductively down my body, starting from my forehead, down the middle of my bra, and onto my waist. It rested on my panties. I was praying that she wouldn’t get to witness me in my tiny chastity cage.

Luck wasn’t on my side, however.

“Ooh, what do we have here!”

My face grew hot as she brought my panties all the way down, revealing my shameful secret. My small, locked penis. I was humiliated. She wiped one finger off the slit of the cage and lifted it up for me to see. It was slimed with precum.

“Someone’s a little excited already!” she said, holding her finger close to my lips. “Open up!”

I parted my lips and licked my own precum off of her finger. I gagged.

“Oh, sweetie, not to worry, some tastes are acquired,” Lucy said, patting my wig. “But that’s just part of being a woman. You’ll begin to enjoy the flavors soon enough. Doesn’t eating cum make you feel so dirty?”

I couldn’t respond. My panties were wet again, and I was desperately trying not to leak all over them.

Lucy slapped me, hard, across my right cheek.

“Speak to me, slut!” she said, and her voice was frighteningly sharp. “You will speak when you are spoken to!”

“I—I’m sorry, Miss…” I whimpered.

The word ‘Miss’ had just popped out of my mouth. Somehow, I didn’t feel like I deserved to call my wife by her first name anymore. At least, not out loud.

Lucy’s lips curled into a satisfied smile. “Good girl. You can call me Mistress Lucy. And this is Mistress Bel.”

“Understood, Mistress Lucy,” I said. “My precum didn’t taste the best, but I’m sure I’ll get used to it. Eating it made me feel so ashamed. But I’m willing to do anything a beautiful woman asks me to do. I’m just a sissy, after all.”

“You got that right,” Mistress Lucy said, her smile disturbingly cheerful. “Tonight’s lesson, my darling sissy husband, is on love and submission. Because if you truly love a woman, you’ll respect her. Obey her. After today, trust me, you’ll have a newfound respect for your wife.”

Those were the words that made me hate myself.

Oh, how much I’d hurt her. How could I have done it to a goddess? A woman who deserved to be worshipped, every single second of every day, to have her beautiful desires attended to and satisfied to the best of my abilities? I don’t think there was a punishment on earth that was cruel enough for me. 

I submitted completely to her at that moment. I was asked to turn around, on my belly, and place my head on the edge of my bed. My Mistresses revealed their warm-scented pussies to me, and I had to lick their swollen clits until they were hot and heavy with lust. They moaned delightfully, and even though my neck hurt and my tongue muscles wore out quickly I continued pleasuring them.

After I serviced them orally, Mistress Lucy walked towards the dresser and brought out two harnesses. They fastened the harnesses around their hips, and it was once they spun around to face me again that I felt my breath get knocked out of me. They were both sporting lifelike cocks. The cocks protruded out like swords—they were at least ten inches long and had girths that made me sweat with both shame and fear.

“Now let me teach you, sissy Mandy, how to give a fantastic blowjob,” Mistress Lucy said. “Did you know the more blowjobs you give, the bigger your lips get? It’s true!” She laughed. “Don’t you want a gorgeous, sexy, slutty body, Mandy? With enormous breasts and a blowjob pout?”

“I’d like nothing more than to be a slut who loves men’s cocks, Mistress Lucy,” I answered.

“Then you better get to work, Mandy,” she said, thrusting her hips in my direction. “Now pucker up those lips and spit on my dick!”

I took a deep breath and spit on that big silicone mushroom head, and then swallowed as much of the shaft as I could. My gag reflex was acting up but I forced my jaw to stay put. If I was going to be a good sissy slut I had to master the control of my throat and mouth.

Under Mistress Lucy’s guidance, I wound up giving her an amazing blowjob. I had to visualize that it was a real, breathing cock and that my only mission in life was to make it cum. I varied my rhythm while she moaned and growled and tugged hard at my wig. It took me several moments of hearing her out-of-control moans to realize she was wearing a double-ended dildo and that my pumping was making her actually wet. Drool spilled through my mouth and down her penis, but I couldn’t swallow. Feeling gross and dirty was a good sign, apparently, and god did I love it.

“Mistress Lucy…” I began timidly once I’d serviced her. “Don’t you think it’s a good time to unlock me?”

“Not yet, sissy Mandy, not yet...” she purred. “Now get down on your elbows and turn around, sweetie, so I can access your backside.”

My cock was strained and uncomfortable inside its tight cage as I got into position and pull down my panties, but I didn’t want to seem ungrateful so I let it go. I couldn’t wait to make love to my wife again, but for now I was about to be exploited for her pleasure. I was going to be stretched, used, and destroyed by two sexy Mistresses and their humongous cocks. I was nothing more than a sex object, maybe nothing more than a hole.

I uttered a gasp as a big, hard fist breached my asshole. That couldn’t have been the strap-on dildo, could it?

“Oooooh….oooohhhh!” I moaned.

But it was! This was nothing compared to the small dildo and butt plugs I’d experimented with before, and I’d severely underestimated that first impact. I grunted and whimpered as the entire head made its way up my ass and then each inch of its shaft shimmied inside. Tears flowed down my face, and the strain against my cage was becoming unbearable. But the pain and the humiliation was so powerful it was making me want to cum. I wanted to blow the biggest load of my life—I felt like I was filled with cum from head to toe and it was about to erupt like a volcano any moment now.

“Oh, Mistresses, please, please, I need to cum so bad!” I begged. “Please make me cum! I’ll do anything!”

“Shut up and suck my dick, sissy slut!”

Before I knew it, Mistress Bel came around the side of the bed and yanked on my hair, pushing my head towards her cock. I began to suck. It was like a natural, inborn reaction I had—to start sucking as soon as the tip of a penis brushed my lips. All I could do was make gurgling sounds as she fucked my mouth violently.

I was being pounded in both holes now and the dildo up my ass was aggressively massaging my prostate. Little flutters of pleasure were building upon themselves and I was leaking again. I was then turned over again, onto my back, while my wife began to fuck me missionary style and Mistress Bel leapt onto the bed and buried her cock in my mouth once more.

I closed my eyes and fully gave in to the many sensations attacking my body at once. My core was vibrating in a weird way and my entire body was alive with excitement, driven wild by all the stimulation. As Mistress Lucy thrust her hips again and again into me, shrieking with a feverish kind of energy, I knew she was about to orgasm. The same thing was happening to Mistress Bel—my throat was raw with her fucking me, and I could smell the musk of her warm, wet cunt.

In a daze, it dawned on me at that moment that my wife had been smarter than she’d let on, and everything leading up to this second had been very carefully planned and calculated. I was about to learn a very hard lesson.

All of a sudden, my insides contracted. It began as the tiniest ripple that set off a domino effect in the muscles of my groin, then it became so intense that I let my legs, which had been spread out like two wings high up in the air, fall back onto the mattress. The contractions came together to create this huge wave of ecstasy, and my muscles started to quiver uncontrollably. I lurched to one side, then the other, unable to collect my breath, as the pressure eclipsed down my body and I ejaculated while still inside my chastity cage. I think I shot out buckets of cum onto myself, and all I could do was watch as the pale white ropes kept on ejecting out of that tiny little slit. 

Even once I’d orgasmed, my Mistresses went right on fucking me, using my holes until they both climaxed. It was only once they’d both satisfied themselves that they slowly retreated and unbuckled their strap-ons.

“Congratulations, Mandy, you learned how to orgasm like a real woman!” Mistress Lucy said, and even Mistress Bel clapped. “Now that I know you can cum without needing to be released from your chastity cage, I think it wouldn’t hurt to keep you in there for a while longer, wouldn’t you agree?”

***

Needless to say, since that night, I'm a changed man.

I’d seen the truth that day and no one can convince me otherwise. How women are all-powerful goddesses. How men, the inferior sex, are born to serve them. How servicing a woman is the most gratifying reward you could ever bless a man with. I also believe that all men have natural pussies that allow them to have amazing, full body orgasms just like women—although many, many men aren’t lucky enough to undergo the kind of training to discover this hidden world of pleasure like I did.

Thanks to my ex-wife Lucy, I’ve also discovered what kind of a man I really am. I’m a sissy who has this intense submissive desire to wear feminine things and put on heels and makeup and fall under the spell of a beautiful dominating woman. I thrive off of being disciplined and controlled and denied of things I don't deserve. After my intensive training, Lucy and I embarked on a greatly fulfilling femdom marriage. For me, it was like I was reliving the honeymoon period of our relationship all over again.

So you might be wondering if things turned out the way they did, why did we get a divorce?

Well, the answer to that is tough but it must be said.

When I ended up worshipping my wife and giving her what she truly deserved, she began to see the real value in herself and how much better she could do. Not just in terms of sex and relationships, but in life in general. I can't really blame her for leaving me. Lucy is now happily married to a much better man who is much more handsome than me and treats her like the goddess she really is. He’s a modern-day alpha male working at a top FinTech firm and they live a very flashy lifestyle.

I sometimes wonder if she still takes pleasure in dominating and feminizing her man. If I had to guess? I’d say her husband is a very, very lucky man...

THE END

Thank you for reading!

Lots of love, Rae


Also by Rae Robinson:

Becoming Her Pet
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When Tucker’s wife Lynne accepts a shiny new six-figure job, he’s never felt more worthless or dejected as a man. Coasting along a dead-end call center job with no accomplishments or money to his name, Tucker has always wondered what his beautiful, successful wife has ever seen in him.

That’s when Lynne shares an intriguing proposition, one that will help Tucker see his true purpose in their marriage: if he’s willing, she’ll transform him into her little pet and she’ll become his strict new Mistress. He’ll be dressed in pretty clothes, locked up, and trained to please. The proposal will have Tucker’s most intense submissive fantasies come to life and leave him begging for more…

***

Feeling hot and bothered? Get started reading now!
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Also by Rae Robinson:

Sweet Little Sissy Maid
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Ambitious engineering student Jeremy is working towards having it all: wealth, success, and a gorgeous woman he could eventually settle down with. But life seemingly has a different plan for him when he crosses paths with the mature and arrestingly beautiful Evie Donovan, who also happens to be his strict new landlady. In exchange for reduced rent, all Jeremy needs to do is help her out with a few odd jobs around the house...

Soon enough, Jeremy finds himself dressed in a frilly maid’s uniform, complete with a wig, shiny stockings, and full makeup, scrubbing floors, cooking meals, and serving his dominating landlady’s every filthy need. And now that he’s had a taste of this new career calling, he’s scared a part of him might actually be lured into the forbidden world of crossdressing, chastity, and extreme submission forever.

Will Jeremy get out of this arrangement while he still can, or will he shockingly submit the rest of his life to serving his Mistress as a sweet little feminized sissy maid?

***

Feeling hot and bothered? Get started reading now!
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GRAB YOUR FREE BOOK!

Transformed By His Online Date by Rae Robinson
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(Contains themes of: female domination, sissy feminization, and BDSM humiliation.)

BLURB:

Everyone has secret fetishes.

But how far would you go to expose one?

Devon is a heartthrob and serial heartbreaker. With his Herculean good looks and charming personality, he can afford to be cocky—and he knows it.

He’s left behind a string of crestfallen women whom he’d met on an dating app.

But he doesn’t care. Why should he?

Life’s about to change, though, when he crosses paths with a stranger online—a seductive woman with a sexy promise and a secret fetish.

He’s about to learn that there’s more to a pretty girl than a pretty face and body...

Soon, Devon is going to be transformed and feminized...and find himself wanting to do nothing more than lose his own alpha status and masculinity. If you’re ready to witness Devon turn into the pathetic sissy he really is...start reading now!

***

This is a never-before-published, too-risqué-for-Amazon story that will be exclusively available to Rae’s newsletter subscribers.

Grab it here!


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

A full-time content writer by day and an erotica writer by night, Rae Robinson writes all kinds of dirty stories when the doors are locked and anything can happen. Her main interests include femdom, sissification, and feminization. She particularly loves exploring the intersection between sexuality and self-identity.
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