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VALENTINE’S DAY SURPRISE









CHAPTER 1


 


I
peered through the steam in the post-shower bathroom to see my wife, Julie,
drying herself off. 


Since her recent weight loss, she was truly the
picture of health. A strong, beautiful woman in her prime, with a slim waist
balanced by shapely hips and big, rounded breasts. Her arms and legs were fully
toned from her sessions at the gym, and her curly blonde hair was thick and
full and silky, reaching down to the level of her nipples. 


Even in the twelve years we’d been married, she’d
managed to become even sexier as time wore on. No matter her weight, she was
the most beautiful woman on earth for me.


Julie caught me admiring her naked body. Her lips
curved up into a telling smile.


“I won’t be out for long,” she said. “Today’s
just my swim day. But I want you to shave and wear the dress I’ve laid out for
you, Chrissy. Got it?”


I nodded. “I’ll be waiting for you, Julie,” I
said in my cute, feminine voice.


I was excited to see what was in store for me
when my sexy wife got home. 


Chris was my real name; Chrissy was my sissy
name, coined by Julie herself. Part of me couldn’t believe that only two months
ago I’d been keeping a precious part of my identity a secret. Having the status
of a closet sissy had lost its thrill too quickly — having to wait until Julie
was out to wear her panties and clothes and searching online for some
short-term fun would often leave me feeling terrified that one day she’d find
out and realize what a loser of a husband I really was. Since I was convinced
she was smart enough to figure it out sooner or later, one day I drank a bit of
liquid courage and sat her down and confessed everything.  


I’m happy to report that it was the best decision
I’d ever made.


I’d been looking for nothing more than
acceptance, but Julie seemed genuinely enthusiastic about the idea of having a
meek, girly, submissive sissy for a husband. My wife was a natural leader and
very strong-willed, whether it was at work or with her friends or with me, and
her dominant personality now grew tenfold in the bedroom. We soon discovered we
loved pretending we were lesbian lovers; she was the powerful, possessive
female partner, while I was the innocent, vulnerable one who naively attracted
the lust of many alpha men. 


Sometimes, the only thing I regretted was waiting
so long to tell my wife. Yes, we were taking things slowly, but I was more than
okay with that. The bottom line was that outing myself and embracing my
sissyhood had put a much-needed spark back to our marriage, believe it or not.


In fact, if I could say so myself...we had the
perfect marriage, owing mostly to my perfect and understanding wife. And with
Valentine’s Day coming up this weekend, I was ecstatic to experience my first
‘official’ romantic evening with her as a sissy!


As soon as I heard the click of the front door
locking, I rushed to the bedroom to see what my wife had chosen for me to wear
for tonight. It was a new pink nightgown, a sweet little silk thing that would
look beautiful on me. Julie typically came back from her gym sessions within an
hour or so — I didn’t have much time to get ready. 


I took a shower and carefully shaved off my body
hair, including my armpits, sack, and ass. Then I made sure to moisturize,
applying a thick layer of strawberry body butter all over. I loved how soft and
feminine my skin felt after. The nightgown slipped on like a dream. I sashayed
in front of the mirror, watching the silk fabric flow up and down, revealing
patches of the smooth skin on my thighs. 


Julie and I in fact had both embarked on weight
loss journeys together; but while her body blossomed into a sexy, toned female
physique at the gym, I’d secretly made sure I lost muscle and just got kind of
skinny instead. All that had paid off too.


I lay down seductively on our bed and watched a
little TV while I waited for Julie to come back home.


More than an hour and a half passed by, but there
was no Julie. 


I frowned, wondering what was taking her so long.
Maybe she hadn’t noticed the time flying by while she was enjoying her swim. I
turned my mind back to the show I was watching, but it drifted away again to
what she could have been doing in the gym. 


To keep up with her maintenance, she went to the
gym six days a week now, and I had no doubt there were plenty of alpha males at
the gym who were trying to pick her up as she sweated and showed off her
amazing body during every workout. Males who looked and acted like real men,
unlike me.


But I wasn’t really worried about any of that
because I knew she only had eyes for her cute sissy lover, but more than that,
I trusted her. 


She was probably caught up in some unexpected
traffic. 


Even though I’d convinced myself it was nothing
to be anxious about, her absence was becoming excruciatingly noticeable as each
minute ticked by. An hour and a half turned into two hours, which swiftly
turned into three. And I was becoming increasingly restless.


Was she okay?


“I’m home, honey!” The voice of my wife from the
living room was like music to my ears.


Sighing with relief, I jumped up from the bed and
quickly put on a smudge of red lipstick. I rubbed my lips together so that the
color was left behind like a stain — a pretty lip technique that Julie had
taught me. Then I leapt onto our bed again and lay my arms above my head so my
figure would look much more elegant and feminine. 


“My sweet Chrissy, I have something for you!”
Julie announced as she entered our room. Her wet hair, fresh from the swim,
swayed and glistened under the dim bedroom lights. 


My eyes widened and rested on the gift-wrapped
box in her arms. It was wrapped in red floral wrapping paper and had a big bow
on it.


“I’m sorry I took so much time, honey,” Julie
said, smiling. “I just wanted your gift to be perfect.”


“You didn’t have to!” I protested and giggled.
“What is it?”


“A surprise for Valentine’s Day,” she said
coolly. “Now, you can’t open it until Sunday evening, not for even a peek. I’m
going to put it under the bed.”


“A surprise!” I said, watching her bend over and
carefully place the box beneath the bed.


“I’ll be at the office a little late on
Valentine’s Day,” she added. “You know how it is with Greg.” She made a
face. 


Greg was Julie’s boss at her boutique consulting
firm. He had no concept of a personal life and was happy to wring out as many
hours as he could out of her, his most successful employee for years, rain or
shine. 


“Fuck him,” I said. “I just want it to be you and
me. It’s V-Day.”


Julie sighed. “I know, honey. But you know I
can’t do anything about it. Not right now, at least.”


I nodded. She was right. I’d been laid off due to
the pandemic more than six months ago, and my wife was now effectively sailing
the ship. It meant that she was forced to bend down to her boss’s every whim,
even though she hated him with all her guts. 


She was a real champ for doing everything she
could to keep us happy. 


I switched off the TV and turned around to see
Julie’s eyes on me. She looked horny.


“My sweet, innocent Chrissy,” she murmured. “Are
you ready for me to fuck you before you go to bed?”


“Fuck me hard, Julie,” I whispered innocently.
“With your monster cock.”


God, my wife knew exactly how to turn me
on. 


She stripped off her gym clothes until she was
naked again, and fetched her strap-on. She secured the black harness around her
hips and approached me slowly. The soft freckles on her face reminded me of a
panther. 


I whimpered in anticipation, my cock twitching as
I raised my legs up to the sky, knees very slightly bent. The pain and
humiliation of being violated never failed to entice me.


Julie lubed up her rubber dick and splurged more
of the lube onto her fingers. Then she started to finger and massage my
asshole. 


“Such a tight little pussy, Chrissy,” she cooed.
“Does it hurt?”


I nodded, gazing at her with helpless eyes. 


We kissed and moaned and fucked until we both
came.


She scooped up my seed from the bedsheet and
shoveled it into my mouth.


“Eat it,” she ordered. 


I did so obediently. 


“I need you to become a slut for me,” she said in
a contemplative tone. “I’d love to see you being ravaged and destroyed by a man
like the cumslut you truly are.”


“That would be so hot. You know that’s one of my
ultimate fantasies,” I said.


Julie got up, unbuckled her harness, and went to
the bathroom. As I waited for my turn, I thought about the hidden box under our
bed. 


How sweet of her to have gotten me a Valentine’s
Day gift. 


“Hey! Give me a hint,” I called out to her.
“What’s in the box?” 


Julie’s head popped out of the bathroom. She
smiled. “You’ll find out soon enough.”









CHAPTER 2


 


Before
I knew it, it was Sunday and I’d just finished prepping our Valentine’s Day
dinner. Our kitchen was smelling heavenly. A buttery French onion soup had been
made, a dark chocolate mousse pudding was settling in the fridge, and my
lemon-seasoned tilapia was ready to go in the oven. I had gone all out for
Julie because she truly deserved it. 


I had a quick shower and picked up the box she’d
laid out for me on our bed before she headed to work. I smiled, my cheeks
glowing with my wife’s love for me. 


I’d kind of figured out that my gift had to be a
dress, because Julie always chose what I wore as a sissy. Sweet, flimsy gowns,
frilly dresses that reminded us of dolls, and anything in pink were some of her
favorites. Tonight, though, she’d been surprisingly silent about what I was
supposed to wear for our romantic evening together. She’d just kissed me on the
cheek and gone out the door in a hurry, leaving behind a trail of very strong,
expensive-smelling floral perfume. 


I held my breath and knelt down on the floor,
preparing to unwrap my present. When I opened the box, though, I frowned.


I was right about it being a dress, but I’d
expected Julie to pick out another beautiful romantic dress, maybe one that was
long and graceful and flowing. Those innocent-looking outfits were what she
loved on me and when I felt my best as well — weirdly, they’d become a kind of
feminine comfort zone for me.


But staring up at me was the sluttiest
schoolgirl’s outfit I had ever seen. 


The dress — could you even call this a dress? —
was a tight little two-piece number, with a sleeveless white mesh top, a satin
collar, and a tie. The bottom was a red miniskirt, white lace at the hem,
billowing out and absolutely tiny.   


Alongside the dress, wrapped up in tissue paper, was
a pair of six-inch red heels.


I noticed a small card tucked into the corner of
the box. The message read:


“Chrissy, you’ll be transformed into an
utterly dirty slut for me tonight and you’re going to love it. Get dressed ASAP
and wait for me. This is going to be a Valentine’s Day you’ll never forget!”


I blushed thinking about wearing this too-sexy
outfit for my wife. So she wanted me to be a little sissy slut for her. I was
excited, sure, but I desperately wanted to impress her as well, especially
after all the thought she’d put into this. At first glance, the dress looked
way too tight for me and the day was obviously going to be spoiled if I
couldn’t even fit into it.


So I quickly went to work. I slipped on some
lingerie first: a bright red lace bra with matching panties. Then, saying a
little prayer, I wiggled the schoolgirl top through my arms and down my chest.
Miraculously, it fit. I stepped into the miniskirt and pulled it up. It settled
perfectly on my hips.  


Now I was fired up. I put on my makeup, red
lipstick and all, and carefully secured my favorite wavy wig in place. I
squeezed into the six-inch heels, and marveled at my reflection once it was all
done. I was sexy Chrissy, slutty and spicy and perfect. The outfit and the
heels made me want to twerk, and I tried doing it in front of the mirror for a
little practice.   


I had my hands on my knees and was perfecting my
twerk when the doorbell rang.


I froze. 


Julie always used her own key. So this very
obviously meant it wasn’t her. 


I tiptoed to our entryway — the best I could with
my heels on — and hesitated inches behind the front door. My body had gone
cold. All of a sudden I was intensely aware that I was a grown man dressed up
as a slutty schoolgirl. I couldn’t possibly answer the door looking like this…


Feeling awkward and embarrassed, I checked the
peephole. 


Standing on our doorway was a tall, well-dressed
man. He was wearing dark blue trousers, a button-down hidden beneath a
sweatshirt and an ash-colored pea coat. On one hand was a bouquet of roses, and
on the other, a bottle of wine. 


Could this be part of my wife’s surprise? Should
I even open the door?


Julie hadn’t told me about inviting anyone
tonight. 


For one absurd moment, I considered stripping off
my costume and wig before answering the door. But after all the effort I’d gone
into dressing up, there was no way I could take these off now. Besides, Julie
could be back at any minute, and I didn’t want to spoil her surprise.


He must be lost, I realized. Someone
out on a date on V-day and got the address wrong or something. 


That had to be it. 


I just had to endure two seconds of embarrassment
while I helped this guy out, and then he’d be on his merry way.


I turned the key and held my breath. My hands
were shaking. 


The moment I opened the door the man smiled
brightly.


“Hi, I’m Brandon,” he said.


“Hello, Brandon,” I said, hoping my voice sounded
feminine enough to him to keep up with my front. I only showed him my head,
trying desperately to hide the rest of my body behind the door. “Can I help
you?”


“Yes. Are you Chrissy?” he asked politely.


I almost choked in my own saliva. “Y-yes…” I
stuttered.


“Excellent. Thought I got the place wrong when
no-one came to the door for a while.” He grinned. “I’m Julie’s friend, by the
way. She was kind enough to extend an invitation for me tonight?”


Leave. Get out. Right now. 


“Oh,” I said softly. “Well. Come on in and make
yourself warm.”


The man strode into our house with an air of
confidence. He smelled of very fine cologne. 


“Let me get your coat,” I said. My voice was
quivering. “Uh, Julie should be back here soon.”


He shrugged off his coat and handed it to me. His
eyes darted to my see-through top, down to my exposed belly button, and back up
again. There was a glint in his eyes.


“And this is for you!” he said, handing over the
flowers and bottle of wine with a flourish. “Chrissy’s looking very pretty
tonight, might I add.”


“So very kind of you.” I smiled self-consciously
as I accepted his hostess gift and showed him to our living room. Then I
wobbled down the hallway to the kitchen to open the wine bottle and grab some
glasses.


Julie hadn’t told me anything about inviting a
friend over as part of our Valentine’s Day night together.


What exactly did she have up her sleeve?


Seeing as how this guy only looked slightly
amused and somewhat even intrigued at me being nearly naked and clearly a
sissy, I had a sinking feeling he was in on the plan. 


I hadn’t realized Julie had told anyone else
about my sissy nature. 


I had to admit, though, that Brandon was very
handsome. His youngish face and easy self-confidence was the kind of guy any
woman could appreciate — including my wife. I gulped.


I took my time opening the wine bottle, not quite
sure how to feel about these new developments. I took out three glasses and was
about to wobble back into the living room when I heard the front door click and
the surprised voice of my wife emanated from our entryway.


“Brandon! You’re here early,” I heard her say.
“Or am I late?”


“Nah. You’re right on time as always,” Brandon
said and gave a light-hearted laugh.


“Oh, that means you’ve met my charming husband
already?”


“I have! Thanks for inviting me once again.
Nothing more depressing than being single on Valentine’s day.”


“Don’t be silly, Brandon. It’s our pleasure.”


I listened to their back and forth and my wife’s
loud giggling, my heart beating so loudly inside my chest I was sure it was
going to explode. They were talking like old friends — no, if I was being
really honest there was an undercurrent of flirting going on. I imagined my
wife touching his arm nonchalantly, playing with her long curls, and batting
her eyelashes at him. I shivered. Julie was undeniably hot, and I’m sure her
‘friend’ had more than his fair share of dirty thoughts about her.


“Well, as I’m sure you’ve figured, my husband
wants nothing more than to be a woman,” I suddenly heard her say. “Our sex life
is pretty good, but we’re missing something, as you can see. Something big
and...hardy.”


“Only a real man would have one,” Brandon agreed.


“Yes, of course, which Chrissy definitely is
not,” Julie said with a scornful laugh. “Which is why I wanted to do something
really special for Valentine’s Day!” There was a dreadful pause. “Chrissy!
Where are you? Come back in here...don’t be shy.”


My legs moved like a robot against my will. Down
the corridor and into the living room, glasses and wine bottle in hand. My wife
was smiling like a Cheshire cat, her beautiful red lips on display. As much as
it hurt for me to admit, Brandon and her looked great together, just sitting
there and chatting like two healthy people who had great chemistry. There was
an odd rustling in my groin as I pondered over how that made me feel. I began
to pour the wine. 


“Chrissy, I want to introduce you to Brandon,”
Julie said in a lively tone, taking a delicate sip. “He and I met at the gym —
gosh was it months ago? I feel like I’ve known you for years! I don’t think I
could’ve got through a single workout without you. You’re somehow...very
motivating.” She turned to me and winked. “Anyway, I’ve arranged Brandon to
help me do a little training for you. See, the box wasn’t the real surprise!
Surprise!” She giggled. “Brandon’s more than happy to make one of your wildest
fantasies come true tonight.”


“A training?” I asked, cocking my head to the
side like an obedient puppy.  I’d plastered a fake smile on my face.


Julie patted on the side of the couch. “Come and
sit here, honey.”


Wine glass in hand, I sat down demurely, crossing
one leg in front of the other.  


“You see, Brandon, my sweet Chrissy wants nothing
more than to experience a real cock,” Julie said. “I’m sure she’s embarrassed
right now because it’s been one of her biggest secrets. And you know what, I’ve
thought about it, and it turns me the fuck on. I want to see her be the biggest
slut alive and be pleasured by a humongous cock in her ass.”


I blushed. It was true.


“To be honest, when you first told me about your
husband, I thought you were joking,” Brandon said, shaking his head. “But now I
can see you weren’t. You really do have a pathetic sissy husband, and I’m
sorry. I’m sure he would love my cock drilled up his tight little boy pussy,
though.”


Julie nudged me. 


“Y-yes,” I mumbled bashfully. “That would be a
dream.”


“I must say, both you ladies are looking very
fine tonight,” Brandon murmured. He took a big swig of wine, and called to my
wife to sit next to him. I noticed the huge size of his package bulging out of
his trousers.  Julie squeezed my hand, gave me a reassuring look, and went
to sit down next to Brandon. 


He reached forward, cupped my wife’s face with
one rough hand, and kissed her. Julie started moaning instantly. The squelching
of their lips was loud and heavy. There was a pit in my stomach as I realized
they were way too comfortable with each other. It was clear by the way they’d
been kissing it wasn’t the first time. Their tongues slobbered as they wavered
in and out, their breathing becoming even more ragged. He placed one hand on
Julie’s chest, searching for the breasts. 


The hair at the back of my neck prickled. There I
was, sitting in a slutty schoolgirl’s outfit, all but forgotten, as I watched
my wife being consumed by the lust of another man. 


It was revolting. Vile. Vulgar. 


And yet, I couldn’t look away. 


Julie removed her coat in one swift motion and
threw it to the floor. My mouth dropped open in shock. She wasn’t even wearing
the typical office clothes she’d worn earlier in the morning — I was pretty
sure it had been a fairly conservative blouse and long pencil skirt.


Now, she had on a tight, short miniskirt and a
slutty crop top that revealed a ton of underboob. 


My mind raced as I tried to process my wife’s new
character. Where had she gotten that outfit? 


Screw that. Where had she changed out
of her office clothes into this one?


Of course she had to have changed in the
office, I
thought. Did Greg, her boss, see my wife wearing that? Did she dress up for him?


There was a trickle of pressure building up in my
groin, I realized in alarm. 


I had never seen my wife so into another man, or
into sex with so much energy and personality. 


Brandon released the zipper on the back of my
wife’s crop top and out sprang her luscious boobs, looking as delicious as
ever. He stole a glance at me and winked before he began hungrily sucking on
her nipples.


This motherfucker is enjoying this, I thought, gritting my
teeth. 


And yet, I couldn’t complain. It had been so long
she had kissed a real man. I guess I couldn’t satisfy her like a real man
could.


The pressure continued to build in my
groin. 


“Chrissy, why don’t you service him while you’re
waiting?” my wife said. 


Feeling the strain in my panties, I lumbered
forward and unbuttoned his blue trousers, dragging the zipper down slowly.
Brandon was now looking at me hungrily. I knew I looked sexy in my miniskirt
and slut top. He pulled down his boxers and out sprang his cock, a big cock
that painfully spelled out who was the clear winner in the room. It was so much
bigger than mine and pulsing like an animal. I was in awe. 


“My Chrissy wants to taste this real big cock,
doesn’t she?” Julie whispered, gliding her hands up and down my back.


This had been my wildest fantasy for years. To
have another man’s cock in my mouth. 


“Go on, show him what a pathetic sissy you are,”
Julie said.


I reached forward and took my first taste of
cock. 









CHAPTER 3


 


I
took hold of Brandon’s thick, hard cock with one hand and directed my mouth
towards its velvety smooth head. My wife’s horny eyes were watching me
attentively. I glided my tongue along it — a tentative first lick. The skin
smelled of stale musk and a little sweat. I bravely licked again. 


“Mmmm. You like that, don’t you, my sissy boy?”
my wife murmured, ruffling the curls of my wig lovingly. “Now get it in a
little deeper.”


“Suck it, you freaking bitch,” Brandon added rudely.


A strange thrill ran down my spine and my stomach
churned. The idea of giving a blowjob as a sissy had been one of my biggest
fantasies, and now that it was actually happening, I was in a daze. I was being
humiliated by my wife of twelve years, being made to suck the dick of a
stranger who I hadn’t known until today and was showing signs of being
suspiciously close to her. I was mortified, but being the true pathetic sissy I
was, my own penis was stiffening and straining inside my panties in response to
my own degradation. 


I spit on Brandon’s veiny shaft and ran my tongue
along it. I suckled on the head and stared into his eyes while doing it — I
wanted to show my wife I was loving it. Brandon moaned in response to my
teasing, and his cock swelled even more, as hard as a mountain rock. I devoured
a few more inches, forcing myself not to gag. I fell into a rhythm, sucking and
moaning, sliding my hands up and down his wet rod, speeding up for several
seconds and then slowing down to stop him from cumming.  


“Open wider, you sissy,” my wife cooed. 


“Jam it down your throat, you shameless sissy
faggot,” Brandon said. He was more than aroused now. His eyes were little slits
and devilish in their pleasure. 


I forced even more of his cock into my mouth. It
was dribbling precum, nasty, sticky strings of bitter phlegm that lodged
themselves deep in my throat and almost made me choke. And yet I kept up my
energy, fiercely determined to show off my determination at being a slut. I
could feel his cock throbbing and ballooning and threatening to explode.


“Hold it!” Julie screeched. “We don’t want him to
ejaculate yet, sweetie. We need him to last the whole night! Now sit back and
watch. This is how you become a slut.” She grabbed me by my naked hips and
pushed me towards the loveseat at the side of the couch. 


“Watch and learn, Chrissy,” she warned. “It’ll be
your turn soon.”


I watched my wife mount herself on Brandon’s huge
cock. The moment every inch entered her slippery canal she sighed loudly and
her eyes rolled in ecstasy. She began to thump up and down, her beautiful big
butt bouncing away on his lap. Brandon had a view of those pristine cheeks and
I knew he had to be enjoying it. As Julie’s breasts bounced she made eye
contact with me. Her nipples were puffy, fully erect, and there was a healthy
glow on her face.


“Oh, Brandon! Oh, Brandon!” she cried out. “This
feels sooo good. It’s been so long since I’ve had a man like you fuck me. Oooh
god unnnggghhhh!” Her moaning was becoming even louder and more helpless as she
lost herself to Brandon’s powerful fucking.


I was simply starstruck. I was only inches away
watching another man screwing my wife. He didn’t even care that I was there
because I wasn’t a man and I wasn’t a threat. My own penis betrayed what little
masculinity I had in me as it was perfectly erect and itching for
release. 


This was my fate.


“Tell me how much you’ve wanted this cock,
Julie,” Brandon urged, slapping her ass forcefully and increasing the speed of
his thrusting. 


“For the longest fucking time,” Julie huffed,
struggling to get the words out. “I had a little fun with my boss today, but
he’s too old and no use. It’s so hard being the wife of a sissy with the
smallest dick, Brandon. He simply can’t pleasure me like you can! Oh god! I
think I’m going to cum!”


She bucked her hips and cried so loudly I was
sure the neighbors could hear her. It was a full-body orgasm, something I’d
never seen her achieve in our twelve years of marriage. She fell onto the couch
cushions, shuddering and thrashing as she rode her long pleasure train. Then
she went silent. 


Amazingly, Brandon’s cock was still standing up
like a proud flagpole, waiting to be spent. The guy had the stamina of a bull.
He was sweating, though, and a manly odor was emanating from his groin. He
furrowed his brows at me. “Come on over, Chrissy, I want to see what you’re
made of. I bet your hole’s real tight.”


I walked over to the couch in my high heels,
trying to appear as confident as my wife had. I wanted to show them I was proud
to be a pathetic sissy slut. Brandon helped me remove my panties from under the
skirt and I removed the mesh top, revealing my red bra. I lowered my butt
slowly and noticed Julie watching me from the corner of my eyes. She had now
sat up and was  pleasuring herself. 


The moment the head breached my hole I realized I
was so incredibly tight. I wasn’t sure I could even handle this cock — but if I
couldn’t, the whole night would become a failure and all my wife’s plans
would’ve gone to waste. I concentrated hard, trying to balance myself on my
heels as I reached behind me and took hold of his pole. Then, holding my
breath, I pushed it in with all my might.


Brandon grabbed both my ass cheeks and helped
plumelled his cock into me. It pierced and stung and hurt and I gazed at my
wife with tears in my eyes as her lover fucked me. Brandon was grunting and
howling, making all these weird noises while he willfully violated me.


“You like it, don’t you, sissy faggot,” he
snarled. “Tell me what another man’s cock does to you.”


I rode his dick like a true, enviable slut and
begged, “I love it inside my tight ass. Fuck me harder, please!”


“Look how swollen your clitty is, Chrissy,” Julie
whispered, appearing by my side. “Do you want to cum with a man’s cock inside
you? You do? Mmmm. I don’t think you can last very long, I know you can’t, my
poor sissy husband.” She began rubbing my tiny dick, her long fingernails
scraping at my balls.


“No...no…” I pleaded. I knew I would explode the
moment she started milking me. 


Julie tenderly massaged my dick and my balls. I
willed myself not to cum even though I was desperately and hopelessly aroused.
My ass was destroyed and I wasn’t sure I’d be able to walk again, but I was
horny for even more, the pleasure overcoming the pain in waves. Then it started.
The pressure unfurled through my body like a tsunami wave, building and
building until I was totally overwhelmed. I wasn’t sure what I was saying or
what I was doing — it was like I had entered an alternate realm. I wanted to
scream but I couldn’t. It was the wildest orgasm I’d ever had.


At last, I was relieved and brought down to
earth.


The first thing I saw was the mess I’d made. My
cum was everywhere. Then Julie’s fingers were in my mouth and the familiar
taste of my cum hit my tongue. I swallowed eagerly.


I clambered to the floor and rolled over just as
I saw Brandon making a face, the loudest grunt escaping his mouth. 


“Prove to me that you’re a cumslut!” Julie yelled
in my ear, pushing my mouth towards his cock once again. “Show me how much you
want his cum, sissy boy!”


I had no time to think. Brandon’s bitter seed
went splat on my face. Ropes of cum ejected endlessly, landing on my eyes and
running down to my lips. Hot tears flowed through my cum-stained face as I
obediently suckled on Brandon’s cock to squeeze every last drop out. Then I
scooped up all the residues from my face and licked my fingers clean.


Julie came over with a paper towel and wiped my
mouth gently. “You did great!” she murmured, her eyes sparkling with happiness.


“Happy Valentine’s Day, honey,” I whispered. “It
was a great surprise.”


Julie held my hands and kissed me.


Brandon was wiping himself with a wad of paper
towels. Once he was done, he got up, zipped up his trousers and coughed
awkwardly.


“Don’t tell me you're leaving,”  my wife
cooed. “Chrissy here has prepared a lovely romantic dinner for us. She’d love
nothing more than to serve you, right, honey?” She stared at me, her lips
curved into a smile.


I nodded.


I was more than happy to do anything for my
wife. 


Like I said, she really was perfect in every way
and I was very lucky to have her.









BECOMING HER PET









CHAPTER 1


 


It was past
midnight when my wife and I reached home from her office farewell party.


The celebratory dinner had dragged along for quite
some time, although I couldn’t really blame them because the fact that the
company’s biggest asset (my wife, Lynne) was moving on after only two years had
to be stirring some emotions. But after witnessing the chit-chatting and all
the endless hugs and tear-filled ‘I’ll miss you’s’ from Lynne’s coworkers, I,
for one, was eager to go home and get our own little party started in the
bedroom.  


I’d been horny all night. Lynne, in her late twenties
and blessed with doe eyes, full lips, and a crazy sexy body always kept me in a
perpetual state of horniness, but something about watching my wife socialize so
easily with her boss and work friends made me want to tear her dress off and
fuck her right there on the restaurant table. 


There was no mistaking that she’d carved out a place
high on the social work hierarchy and had been enjoying her status there. She
was admired by her boss and her boss’s wife—a tiny thing called Claire who’d
worn a black minidress with her tits bursting out (which did absolutely nothing
to lull my horniness). There was a moment when Lynne and Claire had jumped and
hugged each other, causing their breasts to smoosh tightly together and I
could’ve sworn they had a little secret lesbian attraction thing going on that
neither of them wanted to vocalize.


Anyway, Lynne had received a promotion each year she’d
been with them, and now with her new job in IT at a much bigger company she was
going to be cruising along her career with a shiny six figure salary and great
perks. It would be a comfortable bump in our quality of life, especially with
me still stranded at a dead-end job at a fucking call center. I’d always joked
I was her trophy husband—Lynne, with her beauty and brains, had always been the
breadwinner. Except that now she was bringing in a lot more than bread.  


Was I insecure? Yes—yes, I was, but I’ve never, ever
shown it. 


If Lynne so much as detected a whiff of insecurity
from me, I was pretty sure she’d pack her bags and leave me in the dust. After
all, I wasn’t contributing much in our marriage at all. And no woman wants to
be with an insecure man, so I always cloaked my lack of confidence by putting
on the whole ‘macho male’ persona.


The moment we got through the front door that night,
we were kissing passionately and struggling to get our clothes off as quickly
as we could. She moaned all the way up the stairs to our room, and there I
managed to unclasp her bra in the dark and felt her gorgeous 38DD tits as they
sprung free. I kissed her on the curve of her neck, inhaling her spicy perfume.
We clambered onto the bed and she took off her panties, humping my groin and
making blood surge towards my cock.


Now that she was all mine, all I wanted to do was fuck
her tight wet hole and show her what a good husband I was.


“Honey?” she whispered, turning on the bedside lamp. 


“Yes, babe?” 


“I’ve got an idea,” she said, her eyes crinkling with
devilish eagerness. 


“I’m listening,” I murmured. She looked like a naughty
imp, and I couldn’t help smiling. 


She stroked the side of my face. “I’ve been thinking
about this for a while, Tucker. Now that I’ve got a new job, I’m officially
taking care of you, aren’t I? Don’t you think I deserve a little something for
that?”


“Babe, you’ve been taking care of me forever,” I said
truthfully. “I don’t know what I’d do without you.” I kissed her on her
forehead, and she responded by giving me a soft peck on the lips. 


“Oh, honey, you have absolutely nothing to worry
about,” she said. “You’re the only Tucker in the world, and you’re mine.
Don’t you ever forget that.”


“Yeah, not many girls are lucky enough to have a sexy
trophy husband like me,” I joked. 


“You know, I noticed you seemed a little uncomfortable
at the dinner tonight,” Lynne said slowly. “Are you worried that I’m going to
leave you?”


“I…I…no,” I said, forcing myself to keep a straight
face on. “I’ve never been afraid of that.”


“Good. You have nothing to be afraid of,” Lynne said. 



I was desperate to change the subject. “So what’s this
idea of yours?” I asked. 


She opened her mouth and hesitated a bit, before
sliding back and playing with one strand of her hair. “Well, if you really want
to know, I’m interested in trying out a little experiment. You’ve always been
the one in charge in the bedroom. I think it’s my turn to take the reins,” she
said a little shyly. Then she winked at me. 


My ears pricked up. I was intrigued by the direction
this conversation was taking. What kind of man wouldn’t like her wife to be a
little dominant?


“I’m hoping by the end of the experiment, you can see
just how much you mean to me,” she said affectionately. “And it’ll throw all
your worries out of the window.”


 I stared at her. She was now looking at me with new
eyes, as if I wasn’t her husband but a stranger. 


“Go on,” I said. 


She giggled. “Well, do you know what you remind me of
now? A pet. Like a…dog. Or a puppy. I bring you food and keep you safe and take
care of everything you need. So, why don’t we make it official, honey? Will you
be my pet?”


My mind was already scattered in a million different
directions. I wasn’t too sure about what that would entail, but I could feel a
ball of excitement building up in my lower half. A pet? Like a dog? It made me
feel small and useless, like I wasn’t fit enough to be a person. It made me
feel like I’d be my beautiful wife’s property, and she could do anything she
wanted to me. She was right. Like I said, I couldn’t support her financially,
not with my shitty call center job which was slowly sucking away every ounce of
motivation I’d once had for building a proper career. That had torn me up for
the longest time, although Lynne kept assuring she was perfectly happy being
the breadwinner. She also did most of the household chores…she cooked, cleaned,
did the laundry, partly because she was a perfectionist and insisted she wanted
to do them. So I was like her pet in a way.


“I think you already know my answer,” I said. My voice
had gone all husky. 


“Wait here. I’ve got a few things for you.” She
disappeared into the closet, while I lay there, completely delighted by this
new turn of events. She came back with a glinting black leather collar and a
dress. 


“You already bought this stuff?” I asked.


Lynne became shy again. “It’s been on my mind for a
long time now. Years, really. I just never had the guts to ask you.”


I chuckled. This was perfect. “Better late than never,
babe. You tell me what I’ve got to do.”


“I want to dress you up,” she said solemnly. “So
tomorrow morning, you’ll need to wear this…” She pulled up the dress for me to
inspect. It was a fluffy cotton pink thing, like a doll’s dress, with matching
underwear that had ruffles and ribbons stitched onto it. “And this…” She showed
me the collar. “This goes around your neck.”


For the first time I noticed there was a tag, with
shiny letters engraved on it. 


‘Bitch’, it said. 


I laughed. “Anything for you babe. I’ll be your bitch
for as long as you want!” I grabbed the collar and the dress and placed them on
my lap. 


“Dress up and come to the kitchen tomorrow at nine
sharp,” Lynne said. Her face was practically gleaming with excitement. “I’ve
got a few things planned for us.” She kissed me on the forehead. “I’m really
tired, honey.” 


I raised an eyebrow. “The fun starts in the morning?” 


She nodded, then got up and headed to the bathroom. 


I stared down at my new possessions, not quite sure
what to think. It was like she’d suddenly lost interest in sex tonight if there
was no dress-up, and I couldn’t help but take it a little personally. It was like
she’d lost interest in me as a man. 


She only wanted me as a human pet.


But that was alright, I told myself.


I had plenty to forward to in the morning.









CHAPTER 2


 


“Oh god, look how
adorable he is!” 


It was bright in the kitchen. Sunlight filtered
through our pastel curtains and Lynne was seated at the table, still in her
dressing gown, her face a mixture of pride and joy as she took in my brand-new
look. I slowly made my way towards her, enjoying the attention but also feeling
a little embarrassed. 


I was a grown man wearing a dog collar and doll’s
clothes, of course I had to feel just a bit ridiculous. I was also a big guy.
When I’d held the ruffled panties that morning in the bathroom, I thought for
sure there was no way my beefy thighs would fit through those tiny leg
openings. But not only did they fit, they were strangely snug and comfortable
too. The soft cotton fabric had nestled around my balls and cock and the
elastic didn’t dig into my skin like I’d expected it to. The collared top with
the little ribbons had felt like cotton candy. My dog collar, on the other
hand, pressed into my neck a little too tightly—until I’d realized most of that
had been in my head. I just had to get used to the sensation of thick leather
being wrapped around my throat. 


 “You’re just in time for breakfast, honey,” Lynne
cooed, and my stomach grumbled at the thought. “You must be hungry. But hang
on, I just need to spruce you up a bit.”


My rod stiffened at the way my wife was talking to me.
I loved the idea of giving up total control. After all, I was her pet today.
She could do whatever she wanted to me for her pleasure. 


As she swished past me, I realized she’d strayed away
from our normal routine. Lynne  typically had breakfast ready for both of
us—Saturday mornings were creamy scrambled eggs and crumbled bacon, a couple
favorite. But today her plate had been emptied and there was no sign of
anything hot on the stove. That’s when I noticed the dog bowl on the floor. It
was filled with oatmeal. 


Lynne returned to the kitchen, holding up a leash. It
clinked around in the air as she brandished it in front of me. 


“Honey, I thought we should attach this to your collar
to complete our little roleplay,” she said. “What do you think?”


“Mm, put that on me, I’m all yours babe,” I said
huskily.


Twap!


The impact of her palm against my cheek left it raw
and stinging. I hadn’t seen that coming. My eyes began to water, and my face
flushed hot. I couldn’t believe my wife had slapped me.


“I’m not your babe anymore,” Lynne said. Her voice had
gone sharp and several pitches higher. “I’m your owner. So you better
treat me with a little respect. You can call me Mistress.”


“I’m very sorry, Mistress,” I said weakly. “It won’t
happen again.”


I did feel like an unloved puppy at that moment,
crushed and humiliated. And yet, my cock was throbbing. Why was I so turned on?
I’d never seen this side of Lynne before—my sweet, caring wife had seemingly
transformed into a threatening dominatrix.


Maybe it was the novelty aspect of it, but I wanted
her to slap me one more time. The whole thing was weirdly arousing. 


 I held my breath as Lynne clipped the leash onto my
collar, then stepped back to admire her work. 


“What a sweet little bitch!” she said, tugging onto
the leash a little to test it. “Perfectly primed for training. Now, listen to
me carefully. You’re my pet now, and we all know pets don’t walk. You can crawl
around the house instead. Understood?”


“Yes, Mistress.”  


My head was swimming with questions. Crawl? Eat out of
a dog bowl? Clearly Lynne had put a lot of thought into our roleplay. I was a
little impressed by her dedication. 


“Good. I’ve made you some oatmeal,” she said. “Go on
and have some. I’ll grab you a fresh bowl of water too. After that we can have
some fun. I’ve been so horny thinking about this all morning!”


Obediently, I crawled towards the dog bowl, my knees
sliding against our polished kitchen floor. My hunger had all but disappeared,
but my appetite for something else entirely had been kindled. I lapped up the
cold, hardened oatmeal, immediately making a mess. Globs of my breakfast stuck
to my chin and jaw, and some spilled over the bowl. I was excited about what
Lynne had in store for me next. 


Once I was done eating, I tried my best to suck out
some water out of the second bowl she’d placed by me. It dribbled out of my
mouth and onto my dress. Lynne stood there, watching attentively, holding
tightly onto the leash as if she was scared I would try to escape.


“Good girl,” she said once I was done. “Now follow me
into the living room.”


She jerked the leash and I crawled forward, trying to
balance my weight equally on my wrists and knees so there wouldn’t be too much
strain on my joints. My sad little cock was desperately looking for a little
entertainment, and my wife didn’t disappoint. I watched as she removed her
dressing gown, threw it casually onto the floor, and lay down on our sofa,
completely naked. Her full, hourglass figure reminded me of Rose from Titanic.
She definitely made a sexy Mistress. 


She extended her legs towards the end of sofa and
beckoned to me with one long fingertip. “Suck on my toes, sissy bitch. And you
better do it well, or you’ll have another smack coming your way.”


I crawled towards her and dutifully grabbed her left
foot, bringing it up to my nose. I took a careful sniff. It smelled like dried
chrysanthemum, warm and inviting. I gently suckled on her big toe, kissed it,
then nibbled on it again. Lynne let out a moan.


I moved onto the next toe, slowly making my way
through all of her toes and onto her right foot. Then I smacked my lips and got
to work licking the soft soles of her feet. Lynne groaned and began to rub
herself, whispering dirty things under her breath. My boner grew at the sounds
of her pleasure. It had been a long time since I’d seen her this aroused. 


“Feast on my armpits next, little bitch…” she
whimpered, stretching her arms over the other end of the couch. 


I kissed the smooth folds of her underarms, inhaling
her scent up there. I couldn’t detect any traces of deodorant, and her natural
odor and taste was overwhelming. The more I sucked and licked, the more I grew
crazy. It had now been more than twelve hours I’d been waiting to fuck her—and a
part of me wanted to pin her arms to her sides and wreck her. But I forced
myself to stay patient. 


I must have spent more than a good fifteen minutes
dining on her armpits. They were starting to get gross—only from being
saturated from my own drool and stale saliva. My tongue was getting tired and
my chest felt like it was about to burst from restlessness. Then, in one
blissful move, Lynne grabbed me by the head and pushed it directly into her
crotch. 


“Lick it all out, slut.”


She wrapped the leash thrice around her palm so now I
was effectively immobilized, unable to move anywhere except within the vicinity
of her pussy. My erection swelled to epic proportions. I could feel the heat of
her crotch, she was warm and wet and thoroughly aroused and it took all my
willpower to not plunge my cock in there and instead focus on her pleasure. But
I was her pet and I had to do what I was told. It was all about her now.



“What are you waiting for?” she growled. 


I took one last look at her throbbing cunt before
diving in. Her musk made me groan out loud. I sucked on her swollen clit,
lapping up the female juices trickling out of her hole. She pulled and pushed
on the leash to position me wherever she wanted me—one second I was tasting the
hair on her mon pubis, and the next second I was savoring her sweet asshole
with my tongue. Every inch of her was divine. 


She came once, kicking me off the couch with her
body-shaking orgasm. In her ecstasy, she let go of the leash. I lapped up all
of her syrup and took the opportunity to mount myself on top of her. I pushed
down my panties. God, my dick was rock-hard now and I was so horny I couldn’t
even think straight. My wife’s dripping wet pussy looked so inviting and all I
wanted to do was pound her. 


“Get that useless cock off me at once!”


I froze, seeing stars from the pain that shot up my
body as Lynne gripped onto my balls and yanked on them. 


“Ow!” I yelled.


“You’re not allowed to use that, you silly slut,” she
snarled. Then her face broke into a smile and she giggled. “Go into the bedroom
and wait for me there. I’ve got another really kinky idea.”









CHAPTER 3


 


I was left waiting
in the bedroom for a long time. I wasn’t sure how long, but it really felt like
hours. So much time had passed that I couldn’t help but stroke myself through
my pink cotton panties—I was itching for relief and almost driven to the point
of madness by Lynne’s cruel teasing. But something in me stopped myself from
rubbing to the point of climaxing—and that was the fear of being punished.


I couldn’t put my paltry needs before my Mistress, I
decided. Who knew what she would do if she found out?


“Oh, honey, I’m baaack…” Lynne sang. 


She stood triumphantly at the door, sporting a massive
purple penis. It had to be at least ten inches long, with a bulbous head and
thick ridges built into the shaft. It hovered, strapless, in between her legs,
seemingly being held up by a part of it inserted into her vagina. I swallowed
thickly, then realized she was also holding a small plastic contraption. It was
red and glinted like a ruby in between her fingers. 


“What’s that?” I asked. 


“A training device,” Lynne said simply. “My little
slut needs to be trained well. We can’t have a naughty little disobedient pet
running around now, can we?” She stared down at me sternly with her hands on
her hips. “And are we forgetting something?”


“Sorry, Mistress,” I apologized hurriedly. “But what
is that going to do, Mistress?”


“It’s going to make sure I can keep your pathetic
little cock in check,” Lynne said. “Your tiny pecker is no match to this!”
She swayed her hips, clenching her thighs to allow the massive synthetic penis
to wobble from side to side and laughed seductively. “It’s a good day to show
you what a real cock feels like. Besides, you’ve always wanted to be
fucked in the ass, haven’t you, honey?” 


I let out a nervous chuckle. She was right. I’d always
fantasized about being pegged, but hadn’t dared utter a word to Lynne in our
entire three years of marriage. I could think of nothing sexier than a sultry,
scary, powerful woman who wanted nothing more than to destroy my ass while I
lay there all cute and vulnerable, completely under her control. I wanted her
to exploit my body for her own pleasure and become totally helpless and
humiliated in the process. But of course, I’d been too much of a coward to
share this secret kink with Lynne. I was afraid it would make her feel that I
was less of a man than I already was.


“H-how did you know that, Mistress?” I asked. 


“Mistress Lynne knows all,” my wife said, then giggled
when she saw my anxious face. “But next time, don’t forget to swipe your
history, idiot. Now, back to business.” She lifted up my doll dress and
scrunched her nose in disgust. “We need to get rid of that awful boner. I’ll
give you ONE minute to figure it out. If you don’t, I’ll come over and get rid
of it myself.”


I couldn’t believe my fantasy was about to come alive,
and I was so aroused my panties were wet from precum. But when she told me
that, I shuddered, trying my best to recall the pain from my twisted balls from
earlier that morning. That would be fate if I couldn’t do what I was told. The
memory, and the fear of it happening again, was enough to ease the pressure and
force my cock to go limp. 


“All done, Mistress,” I said, patting the outline of
my puny three-and-a-half-inch cock. 


“Good girl. Now, stay still.” Lynne shrugged off the
panties and her cold fingers wrapped around my cock and balls, positioning and
securing a ring around the base. It was a tight fit, and I immediately felt
constricted—and the cage hadn’t even gone on yet! The stiff plastic cage glided
through my shaft, and then she squeezed the two units to attach them together,
before needling through a heavy black padlock and twisting it shut.


I felt a sense of dread as she danced the key in front
of my eyes. A thrill ran through my spine, every nerve cell coming alive with
excitement. With the key gone, there was no way I could find relief let alone
hold a damn erection. But the strange thing was, I was unmistakeably aroused by
the fact I was truly helpless. 


 “What a perfect fit!” Lynne said, fondling the red
cage in her hands. My cock flopped around like a weird fish that had swept
ashore. “Now, Mistress would like to conduct a little examination. Turn around
and show me that plump ass. I’ll need to see what I’m working with.”


“Yes, Mistress. Whatever you want, Mistress!” I said,
my heart clamoring as I got on my knees with my naked ass in the air. 


My cheeks were rubbed and prodded, the pads of Lynne’s
fingers and the sharp edges of her nails poking into my skin. Then my cheeks
were spread up and a wet finger penetrated my asshole. A moan escaped my mouth.



“Mmm, I knew you’d love it, slut,” Lynne cooed. “You
were born to be fucked in the ass.”


My wife’s insults sent a surge of lust clapping
through my body. Blood pooled into my core, and my cock throbbed desperately,
trying to grow within the confines of its plastic cage. But of course, it
couldn’t. It simply had nowhere to go.


“Fuck!” I muttered in frustration. 


Twap!


I was spanked hard, and I forgot all about my absent
erection. 


“That’ll teach you, slut,” Lynne growled in my ear,
grabbing onto my leash and pulling it tight. I gasped. “Control your fucking
tongue! You should be grateful for everything I’ve done for you, don’t you
think?”


“Y-yes, Mistress,” I whimpered. “I’ve been an
ungrateful bitch. I’m so sorry.”


“Beg for me to fuck you,” Lynne ordered, and I could
sense the excitement in her voice. She could hardly wait to drill that massive
dildo into me. 


“Oh, Mistress, fuck me nice and hard, please!” I
begged. “My boy pussy is so wet and waiting for your giant cock!”


I heard a loud spatter and cold lube was spread up and
down my ass crack. I buried my face in a pillow and shut my eyes so I could
focus. This was really happening. I was about to lose my anal virginity to my
powerful wife. 


“There, there…” Lynne whispered as the head of her
cock broke through my passage and I clenched my cheeks hard even though I
didn’t mean to. “Not to worry, my pet. Mistress is going to stretch you real
well…”


“But I’m so tight, Mistress!” I said. 


“Not for long,” Lynne assured me. 


The dildo’s tip was slowly pushed in, and I could feel
the walls of my asshole expanding little by little. It was painful at first,
but I grunted through it while my Mistress churned her hips to move the fake
cock along up its ascent through my virgin cavity. It was my first time after
all. After a while, I began to relax, and the shaft slid in, stuffing me inch by
careful inch. I realized I’d been holding my breath the entire time, and I
released a huge sigh of relief. 


Then the real fucking began. 


I bounced my ass backwards and forwards as my Mistress
fucked me. The sensation of being stuffed in my backside had to be the most
amazing feeling in the world—and it quickly became addicting. Each time Lynne
pulled out her cock to tease me I simply couldn’t handle the void it left
behind, and I whined loudly until she rammed it back in me full force. I was
being stretched and my asshole tortured, but I loved every damn second of it.


“Going to destroy your cunt, slut!” Lynne cried out as
her fucking intensified. “You’re mine now! You hear me? Your fat cunt is mine!
Ahhhh!”


My wife seemed to be gripped by the energy of a
ravaged animal. She slammed into again and again, reaching forward to squeeze
and pinch my nipples as she showered me with fresh insults. There were
squelching sounds of wetness coming from her end as the dildo screwed both of
us. I loved that my ass was helping her cum. 


“Ahhh I’m cumming!” Lynne yelled and her thighs
slapped my ass so hard I yelped. Her body shook from her earth-shattering
orgasm and the dildo landed on the carpet. She fell onto my back, breathless
and finally spent.


 It took her a good five minutes to recover.


“Since you’ve been good and obedient, pet,” she said
sweetly, patting my ass. “It’s time for your first reward.”


“Thank you, Mistress. I’m so honored to receive my
reward.” Every part of my body was sore but I couldn’t be happier. 


“Put on your panties,” she said brightly. “We’re going
for a walk.”









CHAPTER 4


 


Go for a walk? As
in, go outside? She couldn’t be serious…


I watched as she opened the top drawer of our walnut
dresser and brought out two bulky knee pads. 


“These are for your joints,” she said, flinging them
onto the floor. “You’ll be on your knees a lot, and we need to keep that wear
and tear to a minimum. Now hurry along and put these on, pet. I’d like to get
our walk in before the sun goes down.”


This was more of a workout than I’d anticipated. 


I couldn’t remember the last time I’d gone to the gym.



When I saw that Lynne was being absolutely serious
about us going out, I felt a surge of adrenaline flood my muscles. It was a raunchy,
risky thing to do, and I couldn’t help but get even hornier. It was one thing
for our fantasies to run rampant in the privacy of our own home, but it was a
whole other game to take them outside. I was already worried about what my
neighbors were thinking of me—they were all probably wondering what a young,
powerful, successful woman like Lynne was doing with a hobo. What would they
think if they saw me in a pink doll dress, wearing a dog collar and a leash?


There would be no going back. 


Maybe it was because of the chastity cage, but now I
was overly, dangerously horny. I wanted nothing more than to be humiliated—and
to live with the very real and very public consequences. I kept fantasizing
about the mind-numbing orgasm I’d have once Lynne decided to unlock me. I might
shoot a truckload of cum after all this build-up.


Outside, the sun was blaring hot and I was sweating
profusely as I got dragged along on my kneepads over the gritted sidewalks. My Mistress
now seemed to be in a much better mood—she was walking slowly and making sure I
didn’t have a whole lot of catching up to do. The kneepads definitely helped
but it was still hard work. 


We lived downtown where there was a healthy passing of
traffic at all hours. Which meant there were eyes on me from the
get-go—horrible, unashamed stares from passers-by, catcalls from lewd men, and
honking from vehicles stuck at the stop lights. My Mistress pulled me along and
we went straight through walkers and joggers, past crosswalks and storefronts,
not giving a care in the world. Whenever someone stopped short to stare at us I
could do nothing but go red in the face and smile up at them like a madman.


The experience was utterly horrible, but I couldn’t
think of the last time I’d been so fucking aroused. 


While we were waiting at one of the stop lights, two
college-aged girls in a red sedan rolled down their windows and whistled at me.



“What’s going on?” the driver, a curly-haired blonde,
asked. 


Lynne didn’t mince her words. “My pathetic hubby makes
a better sissy pet than a husband,” she said breezily. “So that’s exactly what
I did.”


To my utter shock, she proceeded to lift my doll dress
and pull down my panties. I shriveled as the two girls got a good look at my
locked-up cock. They both hooted with laughter. 


“That’s not a cock. That’s a thumb,” the curly-haired
blonde said with tears in her eyes.


I saw a flash and realized the other girl had taken a
photo of me.  


“I don’t blame you,” she said to Lynne. “He must’ve
been an awful husband. He looks like a twink.”


I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know what to do. I
just stared at them blankly, taking in their insults and wishing the sidewalk
would swallow me whole. 


We made our way to the other side and Lynne pulled me
through to a coffee shop at the end of the street. She waltzed right in,
ordered a cappuccino for herself and a saucer with a little bit of cold milk
for me. I sat cross-legged by her feet as she patted me affectionately. By this
time, my wrists were scraped up and hurting so I was glad I could take a bit of
a break. 


The coffee shop was crowded with lunch-time visitors.
I could hear people laughing behind my back, and I just knew they were laughing
at me. Plenty of others pointed and gawked at me as if I was totally invisible.



How humiliating!


When the milk came, I got on my knee pads and lapping
it up the best as I could with my tongue. I was just about done when someone
walked in and my jaw dropped.


It was beautiful Claire, Lynne’s ex-boss’s wife. 


She was wearing a short sundress and her hair was in a
top knot. She gasped when she saw Lynne and me.


“What in the world happened to Tucker?” she asked
Lynne.


“Well, you already know he’s a pathetic excuse for a
human being,” Lynne said coolly. “He’s agreed to be my pet instead. We’re both
much happier now I think.”


Claire knelt down in front of me and giggled. “Making
yourself useful, are you? Oh look, he’s so ugly but so adorable!”


She pinched my cheeks hard. I was already red from the
day’s exercise but now I was also flushed red hot from embarrassment.
Practically everyone in the coffee shop was looking at us now.


“Do you want to know a secret?” Lynne whispered to
Claire. “I locked his cock up!”


“Oh! Can I see?” Claire asked eagerly.


At that moment, my entire body froze as I waited for
this successful, smoldering hot woman to witness my puny dick all locked up in
that small red cage. My heart was beating fast, and suddenly there was this
immense pressure rising inside of me. 


“Oh god!” Claire screamed, gaping at my crotch. “What
is that? It’s so fucking tiny! It’s like a fucking pea! I think the nail
on my pinky’s bigger than that…”


Her fingers grazed through my pubes and she poked at
the cage, looking stunned and disgusted at the same time. I could stare down
her tits through her loose sundress. 


I don’t know what happened next.


I just felt a rush climbing up inside my body and all
of a sudden I’d creamed all over Claire’s hands and the floor.


Lynne and Claire both blinked.


“Did he just cum? Oh my lord!” Claire shrieked.


My Mistress slapped me. “Look what a mess you’ve made,
bitch! Clean it all up now!” She plopped my head down and parted my lips. “You
will eat all of your sticky goo up until the floor is sparkling clean. You’ll
enjoy it, won’t you?”


I nodded numbly.


I got down on my knee pads and got to work, eager to
show off to Claire what an obedient little pet I was. 


***


By the time we got home, I was exhausted. My body was
aching and I was sure I’d pulled a muscle or two. At this rate, I was sure I’d
shed a few pounds being my wife’s pet. 


After eating all that salty cum I was also thirsty.
Lynne put out some biscuits and a bowl of water on the floor and I happily
feasted on them. When I was done, she took me to the bedroom, showing me a
small but comfortable-looking dog bed in the corner.


“That’s where you’ll be sleeping tonight,” she said,
her lips curling into a beautiful smile. “Why don’t you take a nap in there
now? You’ve earned it.”


I crawled into the dog bed and shifted around to get
into a cozy position. It was a tight fit, but if I bent my legs to one side and
rested my head on the raised border, it was pretty close to sleeping on a tiny
hammock. Lynne kissed me on the forehead and tied the leash to the leg of her
own king-sized bed. 


“You know, honey, I think you’re enjoying this a
little too much,” she said. “If you’d like to, how about stretching the
experiment a bit more long-term?”


“You mean…like I could be your pet, permanently?” I
could hardly believe what I was hearing.


“Something like that,” Lynne said, giggling. 


I thought hard. “Well, that would mean I’d have to
give up my job, wouldn’t it? If I were to do this full-time…”


“You can hand in your two weeks tomorrow,” Lynne said.
“Trust me, we don’t need the money.”


I stared up in admiration at my wife. She was a
natural dominatrix. But at that instant I also felt something else—the love she
truly had for me. My Mistress wasn’t joking around. She was prepared to look
after me for life.


Lynne switched off the bedroom lights. “Sleep tight,
pet.”


I almost purred back. 


I could get used to this.









A VERY HARD LESSON
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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.”
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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.
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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...
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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?


 


***
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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!
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anything can happen. Her main interests include femdom, sissification, and
feminization. She particularly loves exploring the intersection between sexuality
and self-identity.


 


 


 


 


 





cover.jpeg





images/00002.jpeg





images/00001.jpeg





