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Chapter one



Didn
 ’
 t want to bother his wife







Connor could feel his heart racing as he rattled the door with his knuckles. Even though he was miles away from home and there was almost no chance of seeing anyone he knew in this large apartment building, the fear was still there, but the excitement too.



When he saw the glowing face of Annabelle, he couldn
 ’
 t have slipped into her apartment more quickly. He felt sick, his heart was racing, this had to be the last time he told himself, there were too many risks, his life was too good to mess up for a quick fix just to tick a box, but here he was again, their arms around each other, passionately kissing and closing off the world behind them to keep their secret a little longer.



Connor had the perfect life. He and his wife wed when they were young, and having only just turned thirty, they were able to sell a business and live off the money, but that life quickly became boring. Having more time than he knew what to do with his mind started to creep into the thoughts and desires he had buried deep down, so he could focus on running a business and living a normal life. At first, it was painful to actively forget about the side of him that was different, the part of him that longed for something alternative. As they grew into the business and time was taken up more and more, it became easy, and eventually it was entirely forgotten, but when space was introduced back into their lives, Connor had small thoughts at first, and then suddenly it was too much to hide, and it all came flooding back.



This is what led him to Annabelle. A casual look at kinky dating apps, then the thought that it wouldn
 ’
 t be too terrible to chat to someone and let it out that way, eventually became a meet-up before it all ended here.



They had done this countless times. The first few were awkward; he didn
 ’
 t exactly know what he wanted, but she certainly did. She led everything, as she should, and now it was second nature, but it was going to be the last time.



Annabelle had perfect, porcelain skin, her hair was fire red, and there wasn
 ’
 t an item of clothing that she couldn
 ’
 t make work. She wore a bright red wetlook catsuit, her tits spilling out from under the unzipped front. Her feet were forced into towering heels that made her taller than the naturally small Connor. Her hair was tied back tight, and her lips were bright red, and it was all for him.



Connor had a small frame. He was fit, with so much time, he had been a regular at the gym just to try and find something to do. His messy brown hair always looked unkempt, and the usual thin short stubble that covered his chin and jaw had been shaved to nothing for this meet-up.



“
 Get naked.
 ” She said softly with a sigh.



He did exactly as he was told, shaking and whimpering at the gentle domination she was so expert at.



Connor's hands were shaking as he unbuttoned his shirt and pulled down his trousers. His small cock was rock hard at just the thought of being dominated and the knowledge of what was to come. He had spent a lifetime trying to persuade himself that he didn
 ’
 t long to be a sissy slave, but as soon as he experienced it for the first time with Annabelle, he knew that he needed his fix. He needed to feel the dominance of another sissifying him and making him serve, and then he would be able to live off the memories for the rest of his life.



He had no idea what she had prepared, after all, this was very much her kink too. She was very open about her love for removing men
 ’
 s masculinity, and they had such fun with it. They dated as well and got on like they were made for each other, but both were very well aware that they had connected for one reason only, and that was to explore their power exchange.



“
 On your knees and face the door.
 ” She suddenly barked out loudly, turning from her sultry, soft self to the harsh, hard Mistress she enjoyed being.



Connor
 ’
 s heart was pounding harder than when he was knocking on the door. It was exhilarating to hear someone talk to him like this. He could barely breathe, he was so on edge as his skinny naked body turned towards the door with his erection almost touching the wood. Then nothing. Complete silence.



Annabelle left him there, the sound of her high heels clicking away into her large, beautifully appointed apartment, leaving him trembling and nervous as to what was to come.



Time stood still as his knees dug into the ground. He couldn
 ’
 t help but cast his mind over to his wife, so blissfully unaware of what he was doing and how his mind worked. It only reinforced his view that this would be the last time. This would be enough to get him through the rest of his life on memories. She deserved better than him sneaking around behind her back, and he was going to be better
 … soon.



“
 On your feet, sissy. Come to me now.
 ” Came the barking order from the other room.



He was up so quickly that he almost lost his footing. He was lightheaded, full of excitement and nerves as he tried his best not to run through the apartment to find her, and when he did, his breath was taken away. He couldn
 ’
 t suck any air in for a few seconds, seeing all that she had put together for him.



She stood next to a bed covered in lingerie. It was black, expensive, lined in lace and sexy. The skin on his body was rippling. He couldn
 ’
 t feel his fingers or toes, and his mind went blank. All he could do was stand and stare at everything she had picked out for him and her to enjoy.



Along with the beautiful padded bra, thin suspender belt and small knickers, there was a series of accessories. Gold jewellery was scattered across the bed: bangles, large clip-on earrings, rings, and necklaces. Everything. There were a pair of breastforms along with a blonde wig and some makeup. Then on the floor was a pair of Mary Jane patent black platform high heels in just his size. He had worn panties and a bit of makeup with her before, but this was stepping up to the next level, and he was so relieved that he committed to one more time.



“
 I thought it was time I made my girl beautiful.
 ” She said with a grin across her lips.



He was trembling and entirely unequipped to respond to this. It was like everything he had ever fantasized about was coming into reality. He was rich and successful, but nothing compared to this moment as he stared at the sexy lingerie. He felt so out of control and small. The pressures of life left him; the guilt of what he hid from his wife disappeared, and he was able to be entirely and only in the moment for a little while, and that was the thrill he was constantly chasing. It was like a drug. He would be riddled with guilt and doubt every minute of the day, feeling like a freak, but then that noise faded, and it was only pleasure present in his body.



“
 Let
 ’
 s get you ready, shall we?
 ” She spoke with a playful, devilish side that made his heart skip a beat.



Annabelle started to seductively get her sissy changed. He was quivering, letting out little moans, when he felt the contact of the material against his skin. He blushed when he looked at the small layer of body hair across his chest and legs. He knew he wasn
 ’
 t going to look good in this, but then he wasn
 ’
 t always sure if that was the point. It was the desire to look feminine that was humiliating, rather than achieving it, though looking nice would have been fun too.



The bra was on first, she buckled it tightly behind his back before pushing the breast forms into the padded cups. He blushed seeing the cleavage created on his chest as she wrapped the suspender belt around his middle and rolled the sheer stockings up his legs, hiding his hairy legs and making him feel electric. He stood there motionless, not knowing how to act. He was frozen in time as this beautiful woman dressed him up in lingerie. He whimpered as she tucked his hard cock and balls into the panties and then placed the high heels in front of him.



“
 Step into them, sissy.
 ”



His spine shuddered when she called him that, and he did just as he was told, feeling his calves tighten as his feet were forced into a new angle.



“
 Sit, girl.
 ” Came the next order.



He groaned as his panty-clad butt made contact with the small seat at her vanity table. She clipped back his hair and started to do his makeup. She took her time, contouring his features, making his eyes dark and sexy. She glued long, pointed, sparkling false nails onto the ends of his fingers, and he was holding back the tears he felt welling up. This felt glorious. He was experiencing everything he wanted with no blowback. He could leave it all behind after tonight.



The long blonde wig was added to his head; he could feel it tickling his shoulders and neck. The jewellery finished off the look, the thick necklace sat perfectly above his fake tits, the large gold earrings pinched his lobes and hung heavily against his cheeks. Every part of his body was draped in jewellery and lingerie, and he could feel his little prick leaking with excitement.



“
 Stand for me, princess, let me see what my sissy looks like all dressed up.
 ”



Connor was gasping for air. She helped him up to his feet, and Connor wobbled for a moment, feeling how his entire body had to tense and strain to keep him upright. She stood him in the middle of her room and walked around him for a few minutes.



“
 What a sexy little slut you are. This is just the beginning. Are you excited about what we can do in the future?
 ”



His body felt cold at a strangely pointed question, or at least that
 ’
 s how it felt. They always played and fantasized about what was coming next, but now he knew he was about to use her and drop her, it felt exposing and difficult to respond to.



“
 Umm, yes, so much.
 ” He stumbled over not hiding his nerves.



She was quiet for a moment. Still walking and inspecting, but with no response.



“
 Maybe my girl needs a bit of encouragement.
 ” Finally came the response.



There was the distinct sound of chains being released as they fell from the ceiling. She had everything she needed set up here, and he had experienced these many times; however, unlike the previous times, she wasn
 ’
 t going to use Velcro restraints to pull his arms to the ceiling. She had replaced them with thick leather padlocked cuffs, and as she wrapped them around his wrists, she pulled them extra tight and marvelled as the padlocks clicked into place. As she slowly started to winch his arms up towards the ceiling, the tone started to change, and his heart sank.



“
 I bet you thought you were clever.
 ” She said in her sultry voice.
 “
 Use me to tick a box and then leave, well, I have news for you, when you are my submissive, you do not get to choose when this is over. You have signed yourself over to me, and it
 ’
 s time you start to commit like the worthless sissy you are.
 ”















Chapter two



Real talk







The mood quickly changed as Annabelle cranked the chains up so high that Connor was almost swinging. The toes of his stilettos just about touched the ground as he hung there in his lingerie and makeup, suddenly feeling very exposed.



His erection was still there, standing strong, as Annabelle slowly walked into view and pulled up a chair in front of him.



“
 I think it
 ’
 s time we were honest with each other. I have felt you pulling away, being less engaged with your Mistress, and I am not happy about it.
 ”



Connor's mind was flooded with confusion. The way she spoke, with complete confidence and dominance, was more sexy than anything they had done, but he was terrified at how accurately she had called the situation.



“
 So let me guess what YOU think is happening here.
 ” She crossed her legs and pretended to think.
 “
 Bored little rich boy got his kicks and found someone to fulfil the fantasies his wife wouldn
 ’
 t. Now you have got your kicks, you think you can just pack it all in and never see me again. Is that about right?
 ”



His prick suddenly went soft. The fear of the position he was in suddenly hit, and he watched her smirk as she clocked how quickly his erection left. Connor, however, remained entirely tight-lipped. There was absolutely no way he was going to be validating what she was saying, not whilst looking like this and trapped.



“
 No, of course not. I am loving our play, I wish I could do it all the time.
 ”



There was a quiver in his voice as he tried to reassure her, and at the same time, as he said those words, his member suddenly got hard again.



“
 I
 ’
 m sure you do, and it
 ’
 s interesting you should say that, but before we move forward, I am going to need the truth.
 ”



She was so smooth in how she moved. No hesitation, no need to question herself because whatever she wanted was going to happen, and nobody could question that. He watched with wide eyes as she walked over to a large dark oak chest of drawers that he was very well accustomed to because it housed all of her play items. She slid open the top drawer and ran her fingers across the many whips, floggers and paddles she housed in there.



“
 Which one do we think will beat the truth out of you, babe? Because the only way you and I can move on with our lives is if you are completely honest with me, and I promise I will be honest with you.
 ”



Finally, she stopped on a paddle she had never used before. A black rectangle leather paddle, which on one side was completely covered in metal studs. He retracted instantly when he saw it.



“
 I will start, shall I?
 ” She spoke with a sigh like this was boring her.
 “
 I have no interest in this stopping. I am not going to let you go and pretend to have a normal life when I know what a little sissy you are, which is why I am going to burn down your life so your only choice is to finally be honest.
 ”



Connor felt as though the world fell out of him. His chest was hollow, and the sexy, exciting clothes suddenly felt ridiculous on him.



“
 What the fuck are you
 …” He started to shout in a panic, but she quickly put a stop to that.



With a sharp flick of her wrist, she brought the paddle down as hard as she possibly could on his backside, and he gasped loudly, feeling the pain rush up his body and rattle his brain.



“
 We both know how submissive and pathetic you are. I don
 ’
 t believe you should be allowed to live a life as a man, and I promise you will be much happier once I have finished your training.
 ”



She spanked him again, and his toes curled with the pain as his backside stung. He gasped for air, feeling the pain continue to burn into him.



“
 I have always had a knack for breaking weak men like you, but I think you are going to be particularly fun.
 ”



She brought the paddle against him once more, and he spun in place, feeling his legs fall away from him. Showing how spontaneous she was with her punishments, as he spun in her direction, she smacked his balls, and his knees went up to his chest like a spring, trying to protect himself. He heard her laugh in response.



“
 Are you ready to tell the truth?
 ” She said, surprisingly softly.



Connor was sweating as he shook his head, knowing in his heart that his fighting was futile. He had been at the sharp end of her punishments many times before, and he was well aware what she was capable of.



“
 Just what I wanted to hear.
 ” She said joyfully before she held him still and rained down a quick series of spanks, I
 ’
 m the same sensitive spot, making his eyes water and his makeup smudge.



Then she did something that was even worse than the pain; she wrapped her perfect, slender fingers around his cock and very slowly started to play with him. She bit her lip as he threw his head back, feeling his entire body flinch with joy.



“
 Does that feel good, baby? All you need to do is tell me the truth, and then we can figure out how to move forward. Come on, princess, you can do it.
 ”



It was surprising how easily a little bit of pleasure and teasing turned him around and dissolved his fight. The prospect of climax would have made him do anything, and as she worked her hand back and forth over his hardness, he knew that it was time.



“
 I was going to break it all off today when we finished.
 ” He blurted out with a gasp.



“
 Is that right? Tell me more, tell me why.
 ” She kissed the tip of his cock, and it sent him wild.



“
 It
 ’
 s not fair to my wife, she knows nothing about this, and I think I will just have to love forever with the memories of how amazing you are. I
 ’
 m sorry.
 ” He started to cry as he finally let the truth out.



Annabelle continued to jerk him off slowly. Watching his body convulse at the mesh of confusing emotions. Just as he felt the arousal start to peak, his body jerking around trying to grab hold of the orgasm that was starting to threaten an appearance, she smiled and dropped his cock.



“
 Pretty sissies don
 ’
 t get to climax; that is something you will learn very quickly.
 ”



He was gasping. His eyes and mouth were wide open in shock as she left his member dancing around, desperate for more contact.



“
 Annabelle, just let me down, and we can forget about all this. I can pay you, however much you want, and we can just go our separate ways.
 ” Connor was desperately saying anything to try to get something to stick. He felt in a state of panic, not only because of how the tables had turned so dramatically, but because of the level of arousal he was experiencing.



Connor was gasping for air. His fake tits are flying up and down as Annabelle looks up at him.



“
 You will address me as Mistress from now on, and if you talk out of turn, you will be punished. I have no need for your money, I just want you and to ruin your life so you have no choice but to be my girl.
 ”



His heart was pounding. He felt hot and sweaty. The edges of his vision became blurry, and Annabelle pushed on.



She went behind him and reached up to hold a thick black ball gag in front of his lips.



“
 Open up.
 ” She said firmly.



He clamped his mouth closed for no other reason than wanting to retain control. He could feel how much his little prick was straining. This was the embodiment of everything he had fantasized about, but in the moment, it absolutely wasn
 ’
 t what he wanted. He wanted to go home and forget about his desires, but he knew he was worlds away from that.



He heard a little chuckle from Annabelle as the ball gag was dropped.



“
 This is going to be fun.
 ” She said with a smile.



Then suddenly he heard a long, thin cane cutting through the air with power, and when it landed on his backside, he let out a silent scream of pain. The hot pain burned up his body, and every muscle clenched and tensed.



“
 I
 ’
 m sorry. Ok fuck. I
 ’
 m sorry.
 ” He shouted out, trying to take back his dissent, but she wasn
 ’
 t interested.



“
 Too late.
 ”



Then she caned him again and again. He could feel long, thin, red raised lines appearing on his cheeks, and he was exhausted and humiliated.



“
 Shall we try that again?
 ” She said, lightly touching his backside and inspecting her work.



Once again, Annabelle held up the gag, and he dutifully opened his mouth so she could push it between his lips and buckle it tightly behind his head, making sure he couldn
 ’
 t make any noises aside from muffled whimpers. He could feel the edges of the leather dig into the corners of his mouth. She had pulled it so tightly, and then she reappeared in front of him.



“
 I am offended that you thought you could just use me to enjoy your kink and discard me, but I know you will enjoy doing this on a slightly more permanent basis. I have met many men like you, and you are all the same, fantasize about being a sissy but need a little nudge to really become submissive.
 ”



She moved differently now that she had revealed her plan. He didn
 ’
 t know if this was always what she wanted or if it was retaliation, but either way, he knew that this was going to get much worse for him.



He watched Annabelle picking up her phone, and his heart sank as she started to take multiple photos of him hanging there in lingerie and heels with a huge erection in the middle, showing how much he was loving it all. Then he started to struggle and writhed against the restraints when she went through his stuff and pulled out his phone, using his face to unlock it.



“
 I think your wife deserves to see these, don
 ’
 t you?
 ” She said, drilling her eyes into him, watching him go red as she started to type.



He felt the blood drain from his body. The room was entirely quiet as her beautiful red hair was illuminated by the glow of his phone, and then, with a huge smile on her face, she turned it around to show him she wasn
 ’
 t messing around.



Multiple photos of him were there, not just now but over the months this had been happening; she had obviously documented it all, and it was all there. Then he watched as she pressed send, and he felt as though the world fell down around him; his secret was out.



As soon as the photos were delivered and the screen was still pointed at his pale face, he watched it light up again and his wife
 ’
 s name, Sarah, written across the front. She was calling him, and he was in no position to answer, but Annabelle was.



“
 Hey, this is Annabelle
 …” she said, looking Connor dead in the eye.



He felt pain and sickness in the pit of his stomach as she stood there in silence. He still couldn
 ’
 t deny how hot she looked and how much of a turn on feeling this much embarrassment was, but his heart sank further when Annabelle spoke.



“
 Hang on, let me step out and we can talk properly.
 ”



And then Connor watched her turn on her heels, holding his phone, talking to his wife and leaving him there looking like a slut. She walked out of the room, and he was left in silence with just his internal panic and confusion for company.















Chapter three



How it
 ’
 s going to go







Connor had no idea how long he had been left there, but the time and space forced him to have a little more clarity. He was unable to admit to himself just how good this kink made him feel; if anything, he was suddenly wanting to absolve himself of any responsibility. It was a game, an experiment. He just wanted to try things out and move on. Everything he could do to make himself feel like bound to this kink he was trying, but it was useless.



Annabelle walked in looking very pleased with herself. With a limp wrist, she allowed his phone to drop on the floor with a bounce as she sauntered towards him. Once she got close, she pressed her body against his, her fingers playing with his neck and chin.



“
 Well, that was a very, very eye-opening conversation, but it
 ’
 s safe to say that your secret is out and you belong to me now.
 ”



He whimpered, hearing those words without any context.



“
 So I get to do whatever I want with you, now. I like your look, I want you to look as girly as possible, but there is something giving you away, don
 ’
 t you think?
 ”



He couldn
 ’
 t see where her hand went, but he felt it trickling down his body, catching on the lingerie, lingering on the edge of his panties before landing on his cock.



“
 You are just constantly hard because you are such a slut, but don
 ’
 t worry, I have a solution for this problem.
 ”



His chest was being thrown up and down as he panted. The contact with his cock had never felt so intense. He was willing her to take action and play with him, but her hand just stayed there, entirely still, teasing him.



“
 After all, you don
 ’
 t want this little thing ruining the lines of a dress, do you?
 ”



Then, without warning, she suddenly slapped it hard, sending his cock bouncing around painfully and his eyes rolling back into his head.



As he opened them, he was confronted by her holding a small, pink chastity cage that looked little more than a small metal dome. He knew instantly what it was for, and he was trembling.



He tensed up, feeling her force the small ring around the base of his cock and balls. It squeezed him tight, but that was going to be the least of his problems. Annabelle drizzled lube over his shaft before pressing the cage against the end of his prick, and then she started to push, firmly but slowly, never letting up.



He couldn
 ’
 t see what was happening, but he could feel how uncomfortable it was. He could feel her slowly getting closer to his body. His erection was crushed against the cage and was slowly shrinking. He was on his toes, stretching himself out, trying to get away from this discomfort, but he was at her mercy.



Eventually, the steady pressure stopped, and he listened to her clip a small padlock through the connections and stepped back.



“
 There, now we don
 ’
 t have to worry about ruining your pretty skirts and dresses.
 ” She leaned back in and whispered,
 “
 Oh, and also, I don
 ’
 t consider a sissy to be a man, so there is no need for you to get hard.
 ”



Then she slapped his balls hard, making him yelp loudly from behind the gag.



“
 Now the exciting part.
 ” She continued to monologue. She had created a situation where she could not be talked over and was going to make the most of it.
 “
 I have no idea how long it will take, but I will break you and rebuild you as a sissy slave. If you are a good girl and take to it well, then maybe I will keep you; if you are hard work, well, then I will sell you to the highest bidder, and they can do what they want with you, but either way, it
 ’
 s going to be fun.
 ”



He could feel himself hyperventilating as he felt his cock try to grow. He had spent a lifetime denying this kink, his desires to be dominated and feminized, and now it had gone to such an extreme. His entire body was responding with a pull towards her. She was so sexy and alluring, but at the same time, he knew this was wrong. He should be fighting for freedom, for his wife and money, for everything that made him a normal heterosexual man on the outside.



“
 I know you like being fucked, I have heard your squeals when I stuff you full, but I expect so much more from my girls; they need to be experts at taking it, and there is no better time than now to start your cock training.
 ”



She spread his legs wider and pushed a steel spreader bar in between his ankles, making sure he couldn
 ’
 t move. Everything was bound and restrained.



“
 But the question is, how much of a slut are you, really?
 ”



He heard the click of her high heel as she walked around his shaking, bound body. He couldn
 ’
 t move yet constantly felt as though he was going to fall. He was whimpering and sweating, and that was before he saw the size of the cock she now had around her waist.



The thick, lifelike member was dangling down from her waist. It was large and looked aggressive. He could see the veins popping out down the sides. It had a large purple bulbous head and was easily bigger than anything he had taken before.



“
 Your wife
 ’
 s only request to allow me to keep you was that I tear you a new one, and as you know, I am a woman of my word.
 ”



This was where his fetish was at its most confusing. That cock, attached to such an intimidating, dominant woman, was terrifying and also the most arousing image he had ever been confronted with.



He watched with his eyes wide as her massive cock swayed from side to side. She stood confidently in front of him, close to his body, so close he could smell her. Annabelle picked up her cock, her hands looking small against the shaft as she pressed it against his hidden caged member.



“
 This is what a real dick should look like. Does yours look like this, princess?
 ”



He was gasping. His heart pounding, sweat pouring off him. His world had been turned on its head because of his secret kink. He wasn
 ’
 t entirely sure what was real or not, but he knew that in the immediate future, that dildo was coming in his direction.



Annabelle stepped back, taking all the time she wanted as she drizzled a large amount of lube messily along the length. He watched it drip off the cock as she worked her hand along it, making sure every inch was covered.



“
 After I have finished fucking you, you will officially be my property.
 ”



It appeared that in some backhand fucked up deal, he was being traded between women. He was hardly in a position to complain, but he suddenly felt angry about how he was being treated. He made a mistake, yes, but he was still his own person; they couldn
 ’
 t make decisions like this.



His brain was running quickly, trying to figure out what was happening and how he could work his way out. However, it was very quickly clear that right now, there was no way out. Connor was dressed to the nines, gagged, bound, uncomfortable and exhausted.



Annabelle was slowly walking behind him. He threw his body around for one last time in a feeble attempt to break free or, at the very least, show some fight, but they both knew it was pointless. When he wore himself out, Annabelle tapped his backside lightly.



“
 Are you done, sissy? You can fight all you want, but you forget, I know you fucking love this, and more importantly, I just can
 ’
 t get enough of a pathetic feminized man trying to squirm. It makes me wet, and when I
 ’
 m wet, all I want to do is fuck.
 ”



That was her final comment before prying open his backside. She pulled his cheeks apart, and he could feel his muscle puckering and quivering against the cold air of the room.



He flinched when the wet tip of her dildo pressed against his opening. Over the course of their affair, she had fucked him countless times, but this felt very different.



She pushed forward, and he felt the head of her cock pop inside of him with ease. He blushed at how little fight his muscles had when taking such a big intruder. That bulbous head that had been so intimidating to him a few minutes ago was now inside of him, and he was gasping for breath as Annabelle grabbed his hips and eased it deeper.



Connor was shaking, his cock straining against his cage, which suddenly felt incredibly small. It pinched against his skin, keeping him tiny, and he groaned at how pathetic it made him feel that she was stuffing a massive cock inside of him whilst he couldn't get hard.



He could taste his lipstick; his long lashes fluttered as he whimpered. She gripped his hips tightly as she forced it deeper and deeper. Soon, he felt her body press against his backside. The entire length of that monster was inside of him, stretching him wide, making him feel less of a man.



He could only let out muffled groans. Her cock was so big it made him feel as though he was going to be split in two, and he could feel and hear her panting behind him, obviously loving taking him like this.



She pushed the cock so deep that his legs were shaking. It pressed against something inside of him that forced him to feel the most intense, uncomfortable pleasure of his life. His moans were loud now; he couldn
 ’
 t hold it in.



“
 Such a fucking slut.
 ” She said through grunts of her own as she touched his body.



Annabelle started to fuck him hard. Slamming into him, pulling her dildo all the way out before jamming it back in all the way. Her hands moved around his body differently. She would have spent her time spanking and hurting him, but there was a confidence about her touch. She caressed her skin and played with his balls like she owned them. Like she didn
 ’
 t need to worry about what she was doing. It was her pleasure that was the most important thing, and he was just here to be used.



“
 Your wife loved it when I told her what I was going to do to you, so much so that she said she would pay for it all.
 ”



He felt like he was going to explode. He was deeply humiliated at the idea that his wife had cast him aside like this, but then the reality was that he had done it first. He had not trusted her enough to tell her what he wanted and who he was, and now he was getting screwed by the woman who was meant to be the bit on the side.



His head was flopping back and forth, his fake tits bouncing as she stretched him deep and fucked him hard, spanking him as she pleased.



Then, finally and suddenly, she pulled out. He gasped loudly as the length of the cock slipped out of his passage and sluggishly closed. A light tap on his backside from Annabelle.



“
 Well, I think that makes it clear that you belong to me, and now I need to do some shopping because I have got big plans and a big budget thanks to your wife
 ’
 s money.
 ”



To his shock, she got changed and left him hanging there. Usually, at the end of their sessions, he would experience glorious release, and they would kiss and cuddle, but that warmth was gone because he had only thought about what he wanted. He was being plunged into a real submissive life, and it was all his doing.







The end











Looking for some more…?











Forever Sissy Husband, The Complete Collection: FIVE BOOK BUNDLE








https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0GZLTWTC5
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Ellis was appreciative of the life he enjoyed with his wife. He was standing in a coffee shop, chastity cage hidden under panties and living a life he had always wanted, but it wasn
 ’
 t enough, and he couldn't hold it in anymore.







He knew it was going to break them up, but he had to be fully honest with Jasmine, no matter the consequences.







"I really would do this full-time. What I really want is for you to force me to get a sex change, like plastic surgery, breast implants, lip fillers, the lot. I would want to keep my dick but have it caged in a flat cage permanently and spend my days being your property that makes our money online, and I live to serve you. I want you to be obsessed with feminizing me properly. Permanently. But I still want to be with you.”







His heart was racing, having finally been honest. His eyes darted up to see how his wife was reacting, and to his surprise, she was calm and smiling.







Once it was out in the world, there was no taking it back, and Ellis now was given two choices by his wife: they could carry on having fun, she could continue to see other guys, he could sometimes be a sissy, or... he could hand himself over, and they truly live the submissive lifestyle he so desperately wants.











Sissy Doll, The Complete Collection: FOUR BOOK BUNDLE








https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0GS6L33XH
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FOUR BOOK BUNDLE - The Story From Beginning To End....







One glance and it gave everything away.







Fin ran his fingers along a little pink dress and tried to figure out why he enjoyed the thought of wearing it so much, his secret so deeply hidden that he barely knew anything about it...but his wife did.







Every year Lydia put all her effort into their halloween costumes and she saw her oportunity to do something different.







A dress for him, a suit for her. His tiny member locked away as to not 'ruin the lines of the dress' and his identiy hidden with a silicon mask.







Now that she knew who she really married, there was no going back for Fin. A month turned into more. Testing out the life made her realise that she could only see her husband as her sissy doll and he now had some big decisions to make ... not that she was going to care what her submissive said ...
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