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“Babe, wake up!” my wife cried out.

“Huh? What is it, Erika?” I blurted out as I sprung to attention. Confused, I looked around and noticed the football match on the television; I had fallen asleep on the couch watching the game again.

“I need you, Dave!” Erika cried out as she came to stand in front of the television, stealing my attention. My groggy eyes popped open at the sight of her. She wore a tight white cross over bodysuit that had the perfect window to her robust cleavage. Her top was tucked into a short black pencil skirt that stopped just below her crotch. Far down her slender legs were black Mary Jane heels that amplified her already sensual pose.

Combined with her sexy outfit, her words instantly resonated in me. “You need me, do you?” I asked suavely as I brushed my long brown hair out of my face. I grinned at her and gave her a playful wink and my sexiest smile.

She rolled her eyes vigorously, annoyed by my insinuation. “Ugh, not like that. Not now!” she groan. “I need your help preparing for my final exam!”

My hopes were instantly smashed, but I tried not to look too disappointed when she obviously still needed my help. I took a moment to try to remember what she was working on before I fell asleep.

Oh, that’s right. She has her final exam for her hairstyling certificate coming up. But why would she need my help with that?

“Don’t you have everything you need for that? I bought you all those mannequin heads and wigs to practice with,” I said.

Erika sighed and slumped her shoulders. “It’s just not the same,” she whined. “I need to practice on real hair on a real person!”

“I’m not sure I like where this is going,” I replied anxiously.

“Please, baby! I need you and your long hair!” she pleaded as she put on her best pouty face. “I’m desperate.”

My hands reached back and brushed my long hair. I had never really planned on it letting it get this long, it just sort of happened. One missed hair appointment after another and suddenly it was long enough to look good. I also found that there were less expectations to style your hair when it was long. I didn’t need to worry about having clean, coifed hair every day or getting it trimmed every month; I could just tie it up in a pony tail or a messy man bun and no body thought twice about it.

“I’m not sure I’m ready to lose my long hair,” I said anxiously. “It’s taken so long to get it this long.”

Erika rolled her eyes at me again. “Babe. I’m not going to cut it,” she huffed. “Or well maybe I will just a little bit to fix a few split ends and fix the layering a bit, but I promise I will only make it look better. You’ll barely notice that you’ve lost any length. To be honest, you’ve needed a little clean up for quite a while.”

She’s probably right. I’ve just let my hair grow naturally and never bothered to see a stylist to get it cleaned up. Now that she’s about to get her certificate and open up her own salon she’s going to make me let her cut my hair anyways. I might as well earn some points and help her out now. Actually… maybe I can really make this work to my advantage now.

“You said you were desperate, right? How desperate?” I implored.

Erika clearly understood what I meant. She leaned forward as she squished her arms against her body, amplifying her already generous cleavage. “I’m very desperate, baby. If you do this for me then I’ll do anything you want to repay you,” she said sensually.

Now we’re talking. Talk about a win-win.

I let out a mock sigh and tried to act put out by her request. “Alright. I suppose I could help then.”

“Yes! Thank you!” my wife squealed as she bounced up and down. Her breasts jiggled with each bound which only confirmed that I had made the right decision. Soon those would be in my hands.

“So… how do we begin?”

Erika settled down and smiled at me excitedly. “Join me in the bathroom and I’ll get you all situated,” she answered.

She gestured for me to lead the way so I stood up and began the short walk down the hall to our master bedroom and through to our bathroom. There, I witnessed a great mess of makeup, clothes, and hair products spewed all over.

“What’s all this?” I asked. I wasn’t trying to nag, but I also wanted to let her know that I disapproved of the current state of our bathroom.

“I know, I know! I’ll clean it up later. I just need to get through the next 24 hours and then everything can settle down and get to normal,” she cried out. “Your help here can really get me through this.”

She pointed to her small vanity and the chair that was tucked underneath. “Well, I’m glad I can help you, baby, but I don’t think you need to fret so much. You’ve been cutting your friends’ hair for years. You’re amazing.”

“Thanks, Dave. You’re the sweetest,” Erika said with a beaming smile. “While I do appreciate your words, it’s really this practice that I need to keep my confidence high for tomorrow. I promise I’ll do my best with your hair.”

I shrugged, trying to play it cool and show her that I trusted her. “Worst case we just cut it and start over. It’s only hair after all.”

“No way!” she exclaimed. “I love your long hair, babe, and I’m going to make you look gorgeous.”

I’m not sure I want to look “gorgeous”, but whatever.

“Then let’s get started.”
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Erika grabbed her brush and scissors and held them up as she contemplated her first move. Seeing the uncertainty in her eyes as I watched her through the vanity mirror was unnerving.

She does know what she’s doing, right?

I tried to shake out my negative thoughts. I wanted to promote positive energy and help her achieve her goals, whatever way possible. If a mistake happened, it would happen and we would move on. After all, I always knew there would be risks when I married a girl 15 years my minor.

She still looks as beautiful as the day I met her. She was only 20 and I 35. She was working at a makeup store and I was picking up an order for my then girlfriend. It was a ridiculous way to meet, but afterwards I just couldn’t stop thinking about her — something that hasn’t changed to this day.

“Don’t worry, Erika. You’ve got this. I trust you,” I cheered her on, trying to help her get started.

“No,” she sighed. “It’s not my confidence. It’s just that this still feels… I don’t know… wrong, I guess.”

“Wrong?” I asked in confusion. “What’s so wrong about cutting your husband’s hair?”

“Everything,” she laughed. “Your hair is long and feminine, but your face and body are so masculine. It’s kind of confusing and it’s throwing me off.”

“Uhh, well, I don’t think I can really help how rugged and handsome of a man I am,” I jested, not knowing how to help other than by lightening up the mood.

Erika ignored my attempt at humor and instead crossed her arms and stared into the distance while she continued to considered her options. When her eyes suddenly lit up I knew she had thought of something.

“So, I have a crazy idea,” she started, her tone hesitant and a little off putting. “Do you think you can go along with me even if my requests seem a little outlandish? I promise it won’t be that bad and that I’ll make it worth your while.”

I cringed at the thought of doing anything more to help. I already felt uneasy about letting her mess with my hair, and now she wanted me to go along with some bizarre plan of hers?

“I don’t know, hun. I don’t really like the idea of crazy when it comes to my hair. I just like to keep it plain and simple,” I answered.

Her smile faded and her face grew concerned for a moment before she perked back up, seemingly unfazed by my rejection. “Maybe I gave you the wrong impression. It’s not that crazy. To start I just want you to shave your face so you don’t have any stubble. No woman would ever have a five o’clock shadow like you do,” she laughed.

I was taken aback by how simple her request was; it was far from unreasonable and it might actually save me time in the morning if I shaved now instead.

“Yeah, okay. I can do that for you,” I smiled supportively. While I stood up to walk to my sink I began tallying the favors she had promised me.

Tonight is going to be a very fun night.

As I positioned myself at the bathroom counter, I snuck a peak at Erika’s perky ass. It looked amazing in her tight pencil skirt. Seeing it bounce as she paced nervously behind me made my mind drift off into a fantasy. I imagined tearing off her clothes and throwing her down on her stomach in our bed. Then, like a hungry lion I climbed up from behind and mounted her. I spread open her juicy cheeks and thrust my throbbing cock inside before running my hands down her soft skin and grabbing her wrists tightly, making her succumb to my complete and utter control. My dick started growing in my underwear at the thoughts. So quickly that I had to adjust it in my boxers before getting started on my face.

I think I just figured out how she’s going to repay me tonight.

Shaving didn’t take long as I had already shaved in the morning. In the end, it was nice to have a fresh, smooth face, especially because I knew how much Erika loved touching me when I had soft skin.

“Alright, there you go. Is my face more feminine now?” I joked when I was done.

Erika looked at me and nodded, though her face still read anxious. “Yeah, a little,” she replied.

Despite her nervous tone I went ahead and sat back down at her vanity, hoping that I had done enough to satisfy her mental roadblock and help her get started. She came to stand behind me again and this time she started running her fingers through my long hair.

“Babe, when’s the last time you actually washed your hair?” she groaned as her fingers tangled in the knots.

“Uhh, a few days ago I think,” I answered, trying to play innocent. “That’s the one drawback of long hair. It’s such a pain to clean and dry.”

“Seriously, Dave? Ugh. You need to jump in the shower and clean it. I can’t work on hair like this!”

I let out a long sigh as I stood up, resigned to do as I was told. “Fine,” I groaned. I took a few steps and then decided to test her desperation. I turned back around, gave her a smug smirk and asked, “How about you come join me?”

To my surprise, my wife perked up at my suggestion. “That’s a great idea. I’ll come join you in a few minutes. Then I can help you with the next part of my idea.”

My eyes widened in shock. I hadn’t expected her to accept my offer. I was elated. I wasted no time getting undressed and jumping in the shower. I didn’t even bother to wait for the water to heat up. Helping me in the shower meant that Erika was going to get naked, too. How could I resist seeing her wet, glistening body enclosed in a tight space with me?

In the shower I began applying shampoo to my hair when I noticed her scurry over. Curiously, she pickup my clothes and carried them away into the bedroom. I thought was a little odd, especially considering the messy state of the rest of the bathroom, but I chose to ignore it. I had just thrown them all over when I got undressed so maybe she felt like she was helping somehow.

Soon, Erika returned. She was naked and her skin was a beautiful creamy white without a single imperfection. I recalled one night back when we were first hooking up when I explored her entire body, trying to find one tiny flaw, but I couldn’t. That was the night when I knew she was perfect. That was the night when I knew I had to make her mine.

She opened the shower door and stepped in. To my surprise, she held a razor and a canister of shaving cream. “Shall we get started?”
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“You’re going to shave?” I asked my wife as she stepped into the shower.

“Yes. I suppose you can say that,” she said with a smirk that told me she was hiding something.

I looked down at her legs, they were already smooth and soft, and extremely inviting. I couldn’t resist placing my hands on her to feel how silky they felt. My hand touched her thigh and worked its way around to her plump ass, giving it a playful squeeze as I gave her a grin filled with innuendo. As I expected, her skin was as polished and soft as ever.

“It doesn’t really feel like you need to shave, hun,” I said suavely. “You already feel pretty amazing to me. Unless…” My frisky fingers flickered around her hip and then darted down. Erika didn’t flinch as I ran them over her very hairless pussy. “Nope. You don’t need to shave here either.”

She let out a soft moan as I continued to rub her lips with long, passionate strokes, just as I knew she liked. I thought I heard her spray the shaving cream, but I was too focused on my mission of seduction to care. It was when her hands landed on my chest and began to slather the cream around that I took notice and pulled back to see what she had done.

“What’s this for?” I asked as I stared down at my cream covered chest.

Erika gave me a naughty grin. To answer she quickly ran her razor down the middle of my chest, removing a long strip of hair.

“Woah! What the hell?” I cried out.

“Sorry, baby. But I really need you to go along with this. I need you to look as feminine as possible to help me with my practice.”

I looked at her wet, dripping body. Her beautiful teardrop breasts with their nipples erect and pointing at me. Then I glanced back at my chest. She had removed a long strip right down the center. Seeing the hairless strip was aggravating, but as my eyes scanned her supple body, my bad feelings disappeared and I knew that I couldn’t say no.

“Fine, but you need to do it,” I said cooly.

“Mmm,” Erika let out softly. “I like that idea.” She began rubbing more shaving cream over my chest, her hands working in broad, sensual strokes to lather the cream in with my chest hair. “Would you let me do anything to you? If I asked you nicely.”

“Maybe if you also promised to make it worth my while,” I whispered.

Her hands drifted down my chest, down my stomach, and all the way down to my legs. I quivered as her fingers fluttered down my groin and started rubbing my thighs. “I promise to make it worth your while today if you promise to do everything that I say.”

“I’m pretty sure you already made that promise to me,” I chuckled as my hands grabbed her waist softly, unable to resist touching her.

“That’s a little different,” she said. “I said I would repay your favor. Now I’m telling you that if you do everything I ask, then I will give you an incredible experience that you will never forget.”

Fuck, that sounds too good to be true. What could she really ask of me that would be that bad? Whatever it is, this promise has to supersede it.

“Okay,” I let out. “I promise.”

Erika flashed me a wicked grin and then I felt something run down my thigh. My eyes shot down and my jaw dropped in disbelief from what I saw. Her seemingly sexual touches were actually her covering my leg with shaving cream and she had just swiped the razor down to my knee, removing another long strip of hair from my body.

“My legs, too? Seriously?” I whined.

Erika laughed as she ran the razor down my leg again. “Quiet, baby. You promised.”

I gritted my teeth while she gave the razor another long swipe. At the same time, her insinuation made my dick surge to life, thrusting itself out into an erection.

“Oh! It looks like someone is excited, aren’t they?” Erika giggled. She slowly lowered herself down onto her knees before me and gazed up. Her hair was slicked back as the water dripped down her back and down her full ass. Her eyes were big and round, filled with her youthful vigor. Her lips looked pouty and eager. “Maybe I’ll just give you a little taste. Just enough to give you a little extra motivation.”

Her fingers wrapped around my hard cock as her mouth opened and lunged forward. Her lips wrapped around my shaft as she took my dick deep inside.

“Oh… yeah…” I groaned.

The feeling was amazing. Her mouth was moist and warm. Her tongue was yearning to please. She hungrily consumed my cock, pushing her head on and off and rotating it from side to side.

“Fuck yeah,” I breathed out as my eyes rolled back in my head. Her hand started stroking my shaft as her mouth continued its frenzy.

She was so young when we had met, so inexperienced, yet so willing to please. She had always been so intent on experimenting and learning with me, on fulfilling her budding sexual appetite. That was just another thing that I loved about her.

She pulled her mouth back and looped her tongue around my growing cock head, teasing it a few times before popping her lips off. She gave me a naughty look as drool dripped down her chin. She had a greedy glimmer in her eyes that made my cock strain harder.

“Just a taste,” she said as she licked her lips. “There will be plenty more to come if you’re good for me.”

“Y-yeah, okay,” I stammered as I tried to collect myself. I was disappointed that she had stopped, but excited for what would soon come. “Go for it. Shave me smooth.”

Erika gave me a pleased smile and then got to work shaving.
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Shaving my body took far longer and was far more difficult than I expected. As Erika worked her razor over my skin, the cool shower water splashing against my newly hairless flesh was a strange sensation that made my skin tingle. The worst part by far, however, was feeling Erika’s soft hands all over me while being told to behave myself and to save my hard, throbbing cock for later.

By the end my dick hurt from straining so hard and for so long. It was desperate to have another taste of her pleasure and receive the completion that it had been denied. I knew I just needed to wait. I knew that if I could just make it through this then there would be something even better waiting for me and my dick on the other side. So I did. I tried to do my best to block out my naughty thoughts about how I would soon ravage her perfect body.

When Erika was finally finished cleaning my back I was relieved to get out of the shower and move on to the next phase of her plan.

As I stepped out and began to towel myself off, I remembered that she had taken my clothes away. “Hey, babe, where did you put my clothes?” I asked as I hung the towel back up.

She stepped next to me, her towel wrapped around her. “Oh, I tossed them in the laundry,” she answered casually. “Why don’t you start blow drying your hair while I pick you out something perfect to wear.”

Again I felt uneasy by her idea, but after shaving my body for her I was already too far into her plan to back out now. I shrugged and made my way to the bathroom counter to do as I was told.

She’s really roped me into something much bigger than just letting her work on my hair. It feels like she’s up to something, but I can’t quite figure it out.

As I was drying my hair, Erika soon came to stand beside me. She was still naked, seemingly teasing me with what I wanted but couldn’t yet have. At the same time, seeing her petite frame shine in the light next to me was extra motivation to hurry. When I finished, I set down the blowdryer and made my way into the bedroom to get dressed. Seeing me go, Erika quickly followed suit and jumped in front of me.

“So…” she hesitantly began. “About your outfit…”

My eyebrows furrowed as I stared at her warily. The bad feeling in my gut was growing bigger and I had a feeling she was about to confirm my reason for having it with whatever she showed me.

“It’s a little unconventional,” she added. “At least for you it would be.”

“Okay…” I muttered as I continued to stare at her suspiciously.

She clenched her fists tightly as her face scrunched up nervously, she looked like she was struggling to go through with her idea which only made me more on edge. Finally, she jumped aside and gesture towards our bed where there were two garments: one black and one purple.

“Is this what you want me to wear?” I asked as I approached the bed to get a better look. “What the…?”

Behind me I heard Erika squealing like a deflating balloon. She ran up beside me and grabbed my body, turning it to face her. She stared at me with big, puppy dog eyes and said, “Baby, it’s okay. I promise. I won’t think any less of you for wearing this. You’re doing this for me, as a favor. Don’t think anything else of it.”

My eyes flashed to the pile of clothes and then back to her. “You seriously want me to wear this?” I asked forcefully. “You want me to wear a bra and panties?”

Erika still looked uncomfortable about the whole thing which made me feel a little better, but at the same time, she didn’t seem ready to back down. “Well, those to start,” she squeaked out.

“But why?” I asked indignantly.

She gave me a half hearted shrug and answered, “I thought if I had you dress up like a woman then I could really see you as a woman and it would help set the perfect situation for me to do you hair.”

I opened my mouth to argue, but as her words soaked in they actually made sense. At least partially. “I guess I understand, but why do I need to dress up below the waist? Hell, why did you shave my legs? Couldn’t you have just done my top half — the part that will actually be seen in your mirror?”

By the end of my rant I was getting angry again. I had no idea how long it would take for my body hair to grow back and just the thought of it was frustrating. What would I say if someone at the gym noticed that I had shaved my legs?

“I don’t just stand behind my clients when I do their hair. I move all around, I see them from every angle,” she explained. “Trust me, baby. I needed you to go all the way. I still need you to.”

I looked back down at the lingerie on the bed and grimaced at the idea of wearing women’s underwear. But despite my angst towards wearing it, I couldn’t deny that there was also something alluring about it. The little black thong and the purple bra, they both looked rather naughty. I remembered seeing Erika wear them at different times. They always looked so sexy and seductive on her. Maybe they would make me feel that way and maybe that would be nice to feel.

“So that’s a yes? You seriously want me to wear these? This isn’t just some sick game or prank you’re playing on me?” I asked again even though inside I felt like I had already committed to trying them on.

“Sick game? No, Dave. I would never!” she insisted. “Please wear my panties. For me. Who knows? Maybe you will even like them.”

I felt a tinge of embarrassment at her statement. It was as if she had read my mind and was playing with me. In our four years together Erika had come to know me so well. Her saying I might like wearing her lingerie all but confirmed that I likely would.

“Okay. I’ll do it. For you,” I committed. “Help me put everything on?”

My wife grinned at me, her attitude suddenly shifting from meek and desperate to strong and confident. “With pleasure.”
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Erika sat down on the bed next to the pile of clothes. Seeing her porcelain skin next to the lingerie looked so natural and I imagined how sexy she would look in it, a thought that made me more anxious about putting it on myself.

“You realize that I’m going to look ridiculous in all of this, right?” I asked remarked.

Erika shrugged. “Maybe,” she answered. “Or maybe you will be surprised by how good you look. And how good you feel.”

How good I feel? Hah! Little chance of that. While thongs and bras look sexy on women like her, they also look absurdly uncomfortable.

But that would be something I would soon find out first hand as my wife held up the little black thong for me to take. Resigned to my fate, I took it from her and began to put it on.

As the thong slipped up my bare legs, I felt the soft cotton brush against my hairless flesh sending goosebumps over my body. As it pulled into place over my dick, I felt it gently slip into my asscrack. It was a strange feeling, but not an entirely unwelcome one.

Huh, this doesn’t feel as bad as it looks. It’s actually kind of nice.

I adjusted my dick beneath the panties and ended up needing to tuck it down in order for it to fit. With the adjustment, the thong seemed to fit even nicer.

“Huh,” I let out as I considered the feeling.

“Not bad, right?” my wife teased. “I wouldn’t wear them if they weren’t comfortable. Or did you think that I wore them all the time just to look sexy in case you saw me undressed?”

I couldn’t help but laugh at her comment. “I guess I’ve never considered it that way before. You girls do a lot to look sexy though so I wouldn’t put it past you.”

“That coming from the one now wearing a thong with shaved legs,” she giggled. “Maybe you will be the one working extra hard to look sexy for me in the future.”

“Hah!” I laughed out loud. “I don’t think I’ll be so easily convinced to change my lifestyle after one pair of panties.”

Erika had a coy smile on her face. “Yet all this talk and you haven’t denied your appreciation of them.” She tapped her finger on her lips, mocking consideration. “Very telling.”

I blushed at her calling me out. To be honest, I wasn’t sure how I should feel. My mind told me to dislike the clothing, but my body was telling me the opposite. “Whatever,” I grunted dismissively. “I’m sure the rest will be bad enough to disinterest me.”

My wife giggled as she handed me the purple bra to put on next. I stared at it in my hands for a moment, trying to figure out how to wear it, before slipping my arms through the straps and trying to attach the hooks in the back. After several failed attempts, Erika stood up to help me.

“It gets much easier after a few tries,” she whispered over my shoulder.

Her breath made me shiver and her words made my dick squirm between my legs. As she stepped away I felt the bra stick on me unsupported, feeling tight around my chest. It was an interesting feeling, not as enjoyable as the thong, but again not uncomfortable.

Erika gave my ass a playful slap and then grabbed my waist and turned me around. Her eyes scanned me, taking in my new look. “Do you feel as sexy as you look?”

I looked down at myself in disbelief. “I don’t know how to answer that question,” I joked in response.

Is she serious? Does she actually think I look sexy wearing her lingerie? I’m not sure if I actually look good, but it does feel surprisingly nice.

“Well I think you look great, babe. Especially with the panties. They really make your ass pop.”

My butt was completely exposed with the tiny string of the thong disappearing between my cheeks. It made me feel vulnerable yet provocative. Now I had to wonder how it looked.

“I don’t know about all that,” I replied awkwardly. “Anyways, now that I’m dressed, can you do my hair and get this all over with?”

Erika flashed me an amused look. “Do you really think that I’m going to do your hair while you’re dressed like that? How many clients do you think I’ll have show up to the salon wearing nothing but a bra and panties?”

My shoulders slumped knowing what she was implying — I wasn’t done putting on women’s clothing. “Fine… what else do you want me to wear?”

Erika clapped her hands excitedly as she ran to her closet. She brushed her fingers over her clothes before eventually stopping on something black. She pulled out the hanger and unhooked the garment. Holding it towards me, I could see that it was lacy and nearly see through. There was a long strap at the bottom where it looked like it would connect around the crotch.

“This. This will look so hot on you,” she said as she gestured for me to take it.

I hesitated before taking it and then quickly pulling it over my head and down my body. The blouse was black and sleeveless. Just as I had thought, the lacy material did nothing to hide my bra or my hairless chest beneath.

“Let me help you with this part,” my wife said as she crouched down. She reached between my legs and grabbed the two straps then connected them with three snaps. Connected, the straps wedged between my butt cheeks firmly, feeling like a more forceful thong. It also helped push down my dick which was helpful because it was starting to grow thanks to Erika’s touches.

Erika stood up and admired me again. “That’s almost perfect, but your body still looks rather manly. I think we may need to fix that some more.”

Before I could ask what she meant, she rushed back to her closet. This time she opened a drawer and quickly pulled out yet another black item. She hurried back and wrapped it around my torso then started connecting a long chain of hooks along the front. As each hook connected, the garment grew tighter around me.

“This corset will help give you some much more feminine curves,” she explained as she attached the final hook. Her fingers reached back and grabbed the strings that ran along the back. She loosened them up a bit and then said, “Okay, take a big, deep breath in.”

I did as I was told and then suddenly I felt the corset constrict around my stomach as she pulled its strings. “What the hell?” I groaned at the uncomfortable feeling.

“Just more of that crazy stuff that us women do to look sexy,” she chuckled as she tied the strings into a nice bow.

My eyes looked down at the corset around me. It was black and sleek and was actually giving my body some hourglass curves.

Huh… if I didn’t know this was my body then I might actually think it looked pretty sexy.

While I took in my updated appearance, Erika did the same. She stared at me as she considered what to put on me next. “Now we need something for the legs,” she said to herself out loud. Her eyes lit up excitedly before she once again returned to her closet. “I know just the thing,” she said as she pulled out what I would wear next.

As she returned I immediately recognized what it was. Fishnet stockings.

“And how many clients do you get showing up wearing fishnets?” I asked sarcastically.

Erika rolled her eyes at me. “Fishnets aren’t that uncommon, Dave. It’s not like I own them just to wear on Halloween or when I dress up for you.”

“Alright, fair enough,” I laughed. “They still seem pretty silly to have me wear though.”

My wife gave me a look of disbelief as she handed the stockings to me. “Silly or sexy? I don’t hear you fighting me one bit since I’ve pulled them out.”

I blushed again, my cheeks burning hotter this time. I couldn’t deny that seeing the thigh high fishnet stockings was rather intriguing. They always looked so hot on her; could I look that same way if I wore them? “Well, I’ve already come this far. What’s the point in fighting now?” I said, trying to act defeated.

Erick smirked. “Good to know,” she noted. “Why don’t you sit down and I’ll help you get them on.”

Obeying, I sat down on the edge of the bed. She crouched down in front of my legs and started balling up the stockings. “You see, you just need to roll them up like this and then slip them over your feet. Then they’re very easy to pull on,” she explained. The stockings tickled my legs as she pulled them up and her fingers made my inner thighs quiver as she fully extended each one.

Erika stood back up and motioned for me to follow suit. I did, taking in a glance at my full legs covered in stockings as I stood. The fishnets lying over my hairless skin actually looked like the sexily clad legs of a woman.

This is all still so weird. Why is she dressing me up this way? Why all the sexy lingerie? She could easily dress me up like a woman without stockings or a corset.

“You know what? I know just the thing to tie this all together,” she started.

From her closet drawer she pulled out another black garment, this time it appeared to be something with lots of little straps attached. She brought it behind me and wrapped it around my waist, then attached it in the back. One little strap dangled over the front and back of each leg. Seeing them made me realize what this was: a garter belt.

I felt her grab one and run it down the smooth flesh of my butt, down to the top of my thigh where her fingers attached it to the thigh high. Her finger ran back up the strap and adjusted the length, making it snug against my skin. I remembered the last time she had worn this and how gorgeous and desirable she had looked in it. The tight straps holding up her thigh highs was an image that was locked in my mind for days afterwards.

She repeated this with all the other straps, each one feeling naughtier than the last. Despite already having on a corset, thigh highs, bra, and panties, these garters seemed to really make my feelings explode. There was just something extra erotic about the tight straps over my legs and ass. Suddenly I was really beginning to feel like a beautiful woman.

“Mmm,” Erika let out as she came to face me. “You look delightfully delicious.”

“I-I do?” I squeaked.

Erika gave me a wide grin and then pointed towards her full length mirror. “Don’t just take my word for it. Go check yourself out.”
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Islowly walked towards the mirror, afraid of what I would see. However, I wasn’t sure if my fear was because I would look silly or if it was because I might like how I looked.

With each step I felt my thong creep deeper into my butt, tickling me sensually. I could feel my dick swelling up in my panties as a grew used to the feeling of the soft, lacy clothes against my skin.

My wife’s mirror was in the corner of the room, covered in bright bulbs that illuminated the area. When I came to stand in front of it, I was instantly taken aback by my sight. My eyes latched on to my fishnet covered legs and were enamored by how good they looked. I ran my gaze upwards to the lacy tops of the stockings then further up to the thin garter straps that clung tightly to my flesh.

Between my garter belt was my thong, covered by the lacy bodysuit. With my dick tucked between my legs I could barely see any sign of my manhood beneath, even despite it pleasantly reacting to my reflection. The sight gave me a strong desire to touch myself, to rub my hands over my tucked dick and give it the pleasure that it was suddenly craving. But I resisted. I couldn’t do anything that would let Erika know how excited I was growing from being dressed up.

Above the garter belt stood the corset wrapped firmly around my waist. The constricting clothes did exactly what it felt like it was doing, pulling my manly frame into one that was much more feminine. The corset ended just below my purple bra which was being hoisted up and gave me the image of having breasts beneath the lacy blouse. Then I reached my face.

My long, dark brown hair framed my face nicely, but it was still my face looking back at me. Now instead of a sexy woman I was seeing myself wearing all of this clothing. Now I had mixed feelings.

“I’m not going to lie,” I started, turning back to face Erika. “Seeing myself dressed like this is pretty strange and definitely pretty silly.”

I noticed that she was busy getting dressed. She was now wearing pink cheeky panties with a white bra. “That’s just because I’m not done with you yet. Go sit down at my vanity while I finish getting dressed,” she answered, her tone sounding a little agitated from my comments.

I looked at myself in the mirror again. “Wait, so this is how you expect your clients to show up to get their hair done? With their asses hanging out?” I prodded her.

She let out a laugh and said, “No, you’re right, they wouldn’t. But you just look too damn sexy and I don’t want to cover up that perky ass of yours.”

Perky ass? Me?

I tried to sneak a peak in the mirror and noticed that the thong and bodysuit combination was indeed lifting my ass up and making it look better than normal. Oddly, the view was rather exciting. I tried to play it off, however, and just rolled my eyes as I made my way to the vanity. There, I sat down and awaited Erika to come start on my hair.

When she arrived she was back wearing her old outfit, looking prim and proper with her hair tied up in a bun. Seeing her that way made me feel a little underdressed and out of place, but I was content with my attire so I wasn’t about to complain.

“Okay, let’s see,” she began as she stood behind me and looked at me through the mirror. “You know, I think we still have one more step before we start with your hair.”

“There’s more?” I cried out. “What else could you possibly want to do to me?”

Erika placed her hands on my shoulders and gave them a tender squeeze. “You said it yourself, babe. Seeing yourself in these clothes looks silly. That means we need to fix that face of yours and make you look more feminine.”

It took me a moment to realize what she meant. “You want to put makeup on me?” I whined in dismay. I already knew she was going to say yes and do it anyways so I decided not to put up a fight. “Fine, but you have to promise that you will help me take it off afterwards. I have no idea how to do any of that.”

My wife gave me a pleased smile. “I promise,” she replied giddily.

With that she began collecting her needed supplies, picking out the shades that she thought would fit me the best. Seeing all of the different vials of creams, lotions, and paints, was intimidating and I couldn’t believe that women had to apply so much makeup every day. At the same time, I couldn’t stop imagining how I might look when she was done.

I pictured myself standing in front of the mirror in my sexy lingerie. My hair was done and my face painted. Gone was the old me and there was the new me, the feminine me, the beautiful me. I wasn’t just beautiful either, I was exotic. My own reflection was alluring and erotic. Just the thought of looking so good made my dick plump up in my panties.

“Alright, let’s get started. Ready to discover the new you?” Erika said when she had everything ready.

My cheeks turned red with embarrassment, feeling as if I can been caught in my own thoughts. Perhaps she was just teasing me or perhaps my wife just knew me that well. Whatever the case, she was ready to begin and so was I.

“Yes,” I let out.
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Ispent most of the next ten minutes with my eyes closed while Erika was busy applying makeup to my face. When she was finally done she moved out of the way, letting my eyes gaze into her vanity mirror. From within I was finally able to see my new self for the first time.

It was breathtaking.

“Oh my,” I breathed out in awe as I admired my appearance. My face was smooth and soft with no trace of facial hair or blemishes. My eyes popped with a shiny cream colored eyeshadow and a thick layer of mascara. My lips looked inviting with a crimson red lipstick. I couldn’t believe how feminine I now looked.

From behind me Erika started petting my hair. “Yeah, I’m pretty good at what I do,” she said with a proud smile. “And I haven’t even touched your hair yet.”

I was too speechless and enamored with my reflection to ask what she would do next. Soon she wandered off to fetch supplies. When she returned with her curling iron I didn’t try to stop her from continuing her transformation.

She quickly got to work twisting and turning my hair within her tool. As she shaped my hair, she hummed to herself casually as if she wasn’t morphing her husband into a woman.

I was surprised by how unfazed she was with my new appearance; a lot of women would be shocked to see their husband dressed up like this, but not her. No, she had pushed me to do it. She had coaxed me to do it. I had to wonder why.

At the same time I found myself grateful. Part of me didn’t want to ask or risk spoiling what she had done. Part of me wondered if I would still be dressed up like this when she made good on her promise. I hoped I would be.

“Just about done,” Erika eventually said behind me. She took a step back to take in her work and then nodded. “That looks so much better.”

She puffed up my hair and let it dangle over my shoulders. The change wasn’t much, but it was definitely the icing on the cake of my transformation.

“It looks… nice,” I let out.

“Thank you,” she grinned. “You know, your hair looks so much cuter with curls. Maybe I should give you a perm so you can keep them in longer.”

“L-longer?” I stammered, thinking about the possibilities of dressing up like this again. Of feeling this sexy and feminine again.

“Yeah, sure,” she replied. “I mean, I’m pretty sure you’re enjoying this. Aren’t you, baby?”

My tongue felt swollen in my throat. I had no idea how to answer. If I told her the truth would I risk changing how my wife felt about me? Or would I open the door to more of these transformations in the future?

She’s so casual about all of this, surely she’s already okay with me enjoying this. It was her idea after all.

In the end, I struggled to speak the truth out loud. “I… I guess it’s not bad,” I finally answered. “It’s definitely different.”

“Different good or different bad?” she asked, prodding me for more information.

I groaned at her need for clarification. I didn’t want to have to admit my feelings if I didn’t want to. “I don’t know, hun. Just different.”

Erika considered my answer for a moment and then laughed, “Well you’re not saying that it’s bad so that must mean good. I’m pretty sure that if you hated it I would know by now.”

Once again I found myself blushing. “So now what? What else are you going to do to me?” I asked, quickly trying to change the subject.

“You want more?” Erika teased. “I guess there are some other ways I can make you look and feel more like a woman, but I don’t think you’re ready for those just yet.”

My cheeks became more flushed. “Make me feel like a woman?” I muttered. I found her word selection to be odd. And then something dawned on me. “Is that what you are trying to do? I thought you needed me to help you practice styling hair? You barely even touched my hair yet you said you were all done… What’s going on, Erika?”

I could feel my heart beginning to race as I suddenly felt tricked and deceived. I felt like my entire transformation had been a trap and I had fallen willingly into it. But what was the trap and why had she set it?

A mischievous grin spread across my wife’s face. Her eyes sparkled with amusement. “I guess I’ve been caught,” she giggled.

“Caught?” I cried out, anger starting to build up within me. “Caught in what?”

I cold tell from her pursed lips that she was holding back laughter which only upset me more. “Well, first of all, my certificate exam was last week and you will be happy to know that I passed with flying colors,” she grinned.

I jumped up from my chair and turned to face her, my fists furiously clenched at my side. “Why didn’t you tell me? And why did you do all of this to me?” I growled.

Erika was unperturbed by my rage. She gave me a curt shrug then said, “Because I was bored and you were ignoring me on the couch. But also because I thought you would like it.”

“What?” I exclaimed. “Why would you think I would like it?” The question felt silly to ask given how I was dressed and how I had been feeling up until a few minutes ago, but I had to know.

Erika let out a deep sigh as if I was exhausting her with my outrage. “I wasn’t wrong, was I?”

“That’s beside the point!” I blurted out in response. As the words escaped me my eyes bulged open as I realized my error. I had just admitted that she was right, that I did actually like what she had done to me.

It was clear that Erika had realized it, too. Her grin grew wider as her eyes looked at me with a fresh smugness. “I knew it,” she gasped.
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My anger quickly evaporated. I now found myself shaking nervously, feeling extremely exposed before my wife now that she knew my secret.

Everything had changed so quickly. From Erika waking me up on the couch to this moment only a short time had passed, yet suddenly I felt like I was living a completely new life. One in which I had new desires and feelings and felt like a different person. And one in which my wife was different, too.

Erika, my wife, my partner, my everything. She suddenly seemed like a diabolical mastermind of manipulation and trickery. She had convinced me to do all of this to myself under the pretense that I was helping her. But I wasn’t. She hadn’t needed my help at all.

I still didn’t know why she had done this to me. I still needed those answers. “We’re beyond that,” I uttered. “Tell me why you made me do this in the first place, Erika. Why you set up this whole elaborate scene and rouse to deceive me!”

My fierce tone still didn’t faze her; she still had a smirk plastered across her face. “Call it a test. I wanted to see how much I could push you. How far your devotion for me runs,” she answered calmly. “How much fun I could have with you.”

I glared at her, trying to break through her strong facade. She didn’t blink. “And did I pass your little test?” I shouted out of frustration. I gestured to my changed body and clothes. “Was doing this to me worth it?”

Erika looked at me calculatingly for a moment before nodding. “Yes, to both questions. Although there’s one last thing to check before I know for sure.”

I opened my mouth to ask what she meant, but before I could speak she started walking towards me. My heart drummed heavily in my chest in rhythm with her steps. As she took her final step I gulped nervously, unsure of what this strange, new version of my wife was about to do.

I flinched suddenly as I felt her hand cup my crotch. Her eyes squinted as her fingers searched for my penis which was still tucked between my legs. As her fingers ran over my dick, my knees wobbled from the feeling of her touch against the soft panties.

She continued rubbing my dick, quickly making it surge to life. It grew until it began to strain against my thong and could grow no more. That didn’t stop Erika. Her fingers fumbled with my panties and pulled my cock out of them. Then she began rubbing it entirely with soft, gentle strokes, causing it to quickly grow erect.

“Look at that,” she said. “Even with all of your anger your body can’t deny your arousal for what I’ve done to you.”

Her touches filled me with confusion. I still wanted to be angry with her. I wanted to turn her away and storm off. But I couldn’t. I was too entranced by the soft sensations. Instead I closed my eyes to embrace the pleasure.

“And that’s okay, baby,” she added softly as she continued her sensual stroking. “There’s nothing wrong with liking this. I wasn’t lying when I said you look sexy. You do. Don’t you feel sexy, baby?”

Is that really possible? Could she really like me dressed like this? Looking like this? It sounds so preposterous. Is this another trap?

“I-I’m not sure I trust you right now,” I mumbled in response, fighting the feelings of pleasure that wanted me to do whatever it took to have her continue touching me.

Erika looked down and spit into her palm. When she resumed her rubbing, her spit helped lubricate her motions and amplified my sensations. “You don’t need to trust me. You just need to want me. Do you still want me?”

“More than anything,” I whimpered.

Erika bit her lip seductively as she ran her hand down to my balls and began fondling them. “Then admit to me how you feel. How you really feel. Tell me that you like how you look. Tell me that you like how you feel,” she hissed.

I gulped again, trying to swallow my desperate words. But I didn’t have the strength to hide my truth any longer. I needed more. I needed to feel her. “I like how I look. I like how I feel,” I admitted.

“Good,” she grinned. “Now tell me that you will let me dress you up again.”

The question surprised me. I opened my eyes and looked down at her. She still had a mischievous look in her face that I wasn’t quite sure I could trust. “Again?” I asked. “You would want me to dress up like this again?”

Erika’s hand returned to my shaft, stroking it with swirling motions, touching every inch of my hard cock. “Of course, baby. If that’s what you want. You just have to say the words.”

Emotions boiled within me. It was so hard to admit the truth, but at the same time it was so hard to hold it in. “I will let you dress me up again,” I groaned.

Erika giggled and then stepped backwards, releasing her embrace from my last semblance of manhood. Losing her touch made me feel queasy. I had just admitted that I liked wearing her clothes and she had retreated in response. A bad feeling swept over me.

Did I just fuck up? Is she going to leave me over this?

My teeth ground together as I debated what to do. I wondered what I could say to turn things around and deny my admission. Erika just stared at me, not showing any emotion, good or bad.

“I, uhh…” I started before she interrupted me.

Her hands slammed into my chest, shoving me out of the bathroom and towards our bedroom. I stumbled, but caught myself on the doorframe.

“What the hell?” I cried out.

She closed the distance between us with a couple long, powerful strides and again she shoved me, harder this time.

What is she doing? Is she kicking me out? I did fuck up, didn’t I? Shit!

I stood frozen, not knowing what to do or say to fix this situation. Erika didn’t stop however. She shoved me again, and again, until I fell backwards onto our bed. As she stared down at me I felt weak. I felt powerless to her.

From the glint in her eyes I could tell that she recognized my helplessness. Not only that, but it told me that she had the opposite emotions. I could tell that she felt powerful and controlling. She didn’t just feel it, she embodied it.

My heart was pounding in my chest. For the first time ever I felt frightened by my wife. Her petite frame, her feminine softness, her bright blue eyes; nothing about her should have been intimidating, but it was. It all was.

“You’ve held up your end of the bargain,” she started as she began pulling down her skirt. “Now it’s my turn.”
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“Ipromised you that if you did what I said then I would do whatever you wanted. That I would give you an experience that you would never forget. I think I know exactly what you want,” Erika said.

I stared at my wife breathlessly as she tossed off her blouse, leaving her wearing nothing but her bra and panties.

Well this is unexpected. Unexpected, but very welcomed.

She didn’t stop at her lingerie. In mere moments it too was in a pile on the floor beside her.

My dick was still spilling out of my panties. Having shrunk in fear from her shoves, it quickly began returning to its prominent position of power thanks to the sight of my now naked wife. It stiffened and came to stand tall above me as I laid in bed watching her.

“It looks like you’re quite enjoying yourself. Enjoying feeling so sexy,” Erika said as she began climbing onto the bed. She crawled over my legs and came to sit just beneath my dick with her legs tucked beneath her. Her soft, cool hand grabbed my erection and began stroking it once more.

“I’m very much enjoying this,” I breathed out blissfully.

Erika chuckled at my response. “You know, I really could use your hair for practice. It’s so long and feminine. Now that I know how much you love to dress up, maybe I’ll make you my little living doll. I’ll dress you up in some slutty clothes, do your makeup, and practice different hairstyles on you. Doesn’t that sound fun?”

Before I could answer she scooted forward and started grinding her moist pussy on my dick. Her warmth surged through my flesh and filled me with a ravenous hunger to feel more.

“Yes!” I groaned desperately. “Make me your doll. Have your way with me!”

“Oh, I will,” she smirked.

With that she pushed herself up and grabbed the base of my cock. She aimed its head towards her welcoming lips and guided it inside. I let out a soft moan as my penis entered her and was overcome with her soft sensations.

“I’ve never been with a chick before,” Erika gasped as she sat down on my lap with my cock fully inside of her. “At least not one with a dick.”

“Oh yeah? Well let me show you what I can do with it,” I said suavely.

I tried to roll her over so I could take charge, so I could give her the fucking that I had been fantasizing about all afternoon, but she wouldn’t give in. She held herself up firmly against my advances. When I stopped, she swiftly leaned over and pinned my arms down.

“No, no, little girl. I’m going to be the one fucking you today,” she whispered.

I gave in and let her have control. As I did, she relaxed her grip. She leaned back as she ran her frisky fingers over my lingerie. The feeling of the lacy fabrics brushing my skin with her touches turned me on even more as I continued to think about being called a girl and how she said she would fuck me.

Erika quickly stole back my attention as she started grinding on my throbbing cock. Her young, tight pussy felt so good as it embraced my manhood. I could feel her getting wetter with every thrust. Her blooming arousal told me that she too was into this act that she had devised for us. Knowing that she was being sincere about her feelings let me finally relax.

As my body calmed, my pleasure grew. No longer was I holding in tension or anxiety over my new passions. Now I could finally enjoy them. In doing so a symphony of sensations swiftly embraced me; Lust. Desire. Pleasure.

“Oh… yeah,” I groaned as I started thrusting my cock in sync with Erika’s movements.

My wife chuckled at my pleasure. She leaned back over and grabbed the cups of my bra, squeezing them firmly as if she was groping a women’s chest. In that moment I felt like I really had breasts that she was ravaging. The sensations felt so real. And so good.

Another groan escaped me as she fondled my new feminine body, running her fingers down my new curves. I looked down at myself. My eyes went beyond her groping hands, past my corset, and to my crotch. With her grinding over my dick I no longer saw it. It no longer looked like I had a penis.

As she leaned over my body and thrust her pussy into me, it actually looked like I was the girl and she was fucking me.

My eyes closed, overcome with pleasure, and my mind began to wander. I imagined myself as a woman, but instead of Erika’s breasts jiggling over me, it was a man’s firm chest. My eyes slowly gazed downward, down his chiseled chest and his perfectly sculpted abs. Down to his cock.

I watched as his meaty manhood thrust inside of me. In and out. In and out. With each thrust a pleasure blossomed inside of me; a pleasure like none I had felt before.

His arms slid up my body. His strong, thick fingers wrapped around me and squeezed tightly, telling me that I was all his.

I didn’t fight him. I let him have me.

“Oh, yes,” I moaned, my dick surging with satisfaction. “Fuck me.”

“Yeah, I’m going to fuck you so hard, you fucking slut,” the man snarled. But it wasn’t his voice. It was Erika’s.

My eyes shot open as I snapped back to reality and saw my wife over me. But the realization was too late. My dick was already seized by the vision.

My mouth dropped open. My eyes rolled back. My dick exploded with euphoria.

I gripped the bedding as my orgasm set off a mind melting pleasure. Despite having sex with Erika countless times before, this time was different. The sensations almost felt like it was my first time having sex again. In some ways that was true.

Finally, with a deep sigh, I finished and melted deeply into the bedding.

I suddenly felt exhausted. My chest heaved as I tried to catch my straining breath. Above me, Erika was giggling.

“Wow, that was an intense orgasm, baby,” she said cheerfully. “I don’t think I’ve ever felt you cum like that before.”

I chuckled at her comment as I soaked in the afterglow. “Yeah, that was pretty amazing,” I breathed out.

My wife slowly pulled herself off of my wilting dick and laid down beside me. I glanced at her from the corner of my eye and caught her lips curled in a satisfied smile. I couldn’t help but smile, too. I felt so lucky to have a wife to open up a new world of possibilities to me.

“That was just the beginning, babe,” she laughed. “I’m going to make you so much prettier. So much sexier. I’m going to have so much fun turning you into my little sissy doll.”

I bit my lip as I pondered the possibilities. How else might she dress me up? How else might she do my make up? How else might she play with me?

I could feel my dick stirring again at the thoughts. It was then that I realized that I was hooked. I would be her willing participant from now on.

I would be her sissy doll.
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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.

Feminized By My Best Friend

Nick has carried a secret crush on his best friend, Samantha, for as long as he can remember. But when it comes to romance, she has always been out of his reach and out of his league.

But life takes an unexpected turn when Nick lends a hand to help Sam move and stumbles upon a box filled with her lingerie. Lost in the allure of the delicate garments, he becomes completely absorbed, momentarily forgetting that Sam is in the room with him, watching his infatuation of her panties.

Little does Nick realize the familiarity he will soon have with Sam’s lingerie and the surprises that await him, as Sam unveils her secret plans, forever altering the course of their relationship.

Read the full story of how Sam helps Nick transform from her best friend to her girl friend.
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