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Chapter One



Permanent Sissy







It wasn
 ’
 t just the cage that never left Nick's body. Becca removed almost all male clothes from his life as swiftly as she could. She encouraged him to work from home as much as possible having him tap away at his laptop in a full face of makeup and high heels, when he did have to go into the office she would ensure almost a full outfit was hidden away under his clothes and as soon as he was home the makeup and wig went back on, he was forgetting himself in all the feminisation and Becca love living with a sissy.
 



She took every opportunity she could to make him look and act more like a girl. On top of this, she loved telling him how low he had slipped and how little she thought of him.



“
 The things I have planned for you.
 ” She would say whilst playing with his balls or dressing him up.



He would sit there quietly, seeing the corner of his long false lashes and feeling his heart race.



“
 I just need to make sure you can never go back to being a man, never think you can pretend to be a guy again, but what would push you over the edge?
 ”



She had just spent the morning putting on some very pink, heavy makeup, dressing him up in very humbling sheer lingerie, and she was rubbing lube onto a large, thick dildo attached to her middle.



He was bent over, his butt in the air, and his legs shaking. She was walking in circles around his skinny body, talking into existence her desire to ensure there was no backing out.



“
 I have your little prick caged and never coming out.
 ”



She was happily listing all the ways she had removed his masculinity as she continued to prowl. She was wearing a simple back bra and panties; she looked stunning without even trying. Her hand was still tracing up and down the length of her shaft as she focused on her whimpering husband.



“
 You certainly don
 ’
 t look like a man anymore, but what else can I do so that your mind is really broken?
 ”



He was nervous. He had seen firsthand how devious her mind could be. She was really wracking her brain as to what else she could do to her submissive husband as she continued to move intimidatingly.



Becca stood behind him, and with a wet hand, she spanked his backside hard. He gasped and jerked forward, but his wife quickly pulled him back and repositioned him before spanking him again.



“
 Stay still, sissy, no running away from your destiny.
 ” She said playfully.



She stood there and started to use her long, thick, wet cock to slap his backside. She was holding the base and the large balls as she poked his backside with her massive member.



“
 God, it feels good to have a big cock, I know that
 ’
 s not something you can relate to, but let me tell you it really makes you feel powerful to have something so large between your legs.
 ”



She touched and pulled on his wispy babydoll that hung loosely from his body. The padded cups pulled his fake tits close to his chest, and he could feel them shudder with every rapid heartbeat in his chest.



“
 Do you still feel like a man?
 ” She spanked him hard again.



He had been through enough punishments and pain when not being honest that he had learnt it was best to blurt out the truth and deal with the consequences later.



“
 Ummm, yes, Mistress.
 ” He said, blushing when he heard her laugh.



“
 But how? Look at you. You are most likely never getting hard again, you wear women
 ’
 s clothes all the time, and I have heard the sounds you make when you get fucked by a dildo. Hang on
 …”



His heart dropped. She went completely silent as the penny had just dropped. He could feel his heartbeat in his head. The silence was worse than anything she had been saying. Her massive cock was laid across his back, making him feel small and pathetic, and she was quiet.



“
 That
 ’
 s it.
 ” She quietly started, as if she was still formulating something in her mind.



Her hands were on his back, holding his hips.



Before slowly moving up his smooth back. She touched him with soft caresses that felt amazing. She pushed her fingers along his skin before both her hands were on his shoulders.



“
 Do I make you feel small when I fuck you?
 ” She said as she playfully moved her hands to his neck.
 “
 Like a little princess that can
 ’
 t fight back?
 ”



He was breathing heavily. Her fingers were loud around his neck.



“
 Get on your back, I want to look at how much of a pathetic slut you are.
 ”



She suddenly released her soft grip before flipping him over. Now her massive cock was across his crotch, half covering his small chastity cage and emphasising just how small he was in comparison. Her hands were now on his fake tits, but just for a moment. Then they tickled up over his collarbone and back to his neck.



“
 You see, this is the problem, you don
 ’
 t feel pathetic enough when I
 ’
 m going to fuck you. I can
 ’
 t choke you hard enough, I can
 ’
 t peg you with enough force.
 ”



Her grip was stronger now, and he whimpered at the large cock clanging against his cage.



“
 You should feel what you are, I mean, look at yourself, tiny dick. It
 ’
 s barely as big as my balls, let alone my cock. Your makeup is smudged, you are lying here in lingerie, but it
 ’
 s not enough. I want you to know that no matter what happened, you can
 ’
 t run away from what you are, and there is only one way to prove that you aren
 ’
 t a man anymore.
 ”



He was gasping for air. She gripped more tightly, and he could feel his little member throbbing; he was so turned on.



Then she leaned back and grabbed her massive dildo with one hand before pointing towards his passage and easing it in. His head fell back, and with an open mouth, he gasped loudly. He sighed and moaned as he felt himself being stretched.



As soon as the thick head was inside his body, she stopped. It sat there, making sure his muscle couldn
 ’
 t close as she continued to touch where she pleased.



“
 You are getting stretched by a big cock, but the problem is, it isn
 ’
 t real.
 ”



When she said this shocking last sentence, she grabbed his balls and held them tight.



“
 Such a slut. I can feel it moving.
 ”



She was entirely right, and the shame was burning into Nick. Her suggestion that maybe a fake cock being inside of him wasn
 ’
 t enough was making his cock go crazy in its metal prison.



“
 Being fucked by a woman isn
 ’
 t breaking you, no matter how pathetic you look, and so I think the only course of action is to get a real man to screw you to show you that you are no man anymore.
 ”



As she spoke and held onto his cock she started to slide the large dildo deeper inside.



“
 Oh, princess, you are really enjoying this, aren
 ’
 t you?
 ”



He was moaning partly from how humiliated he felt, but mainly because she was stuffing a huge dildo inside of him at her own pace.



“
 Just think, we can make you look really pretty, dress you up in some sexy lingerie and a fancy dress and then you can feel the strong hands of an alpha male on your body proving to you that you are weak and pathetic. Your only choice is to accept being a sissy for life, and I think this will show you that there is no turning back.
 ”



She pushed deeper, and he was howling as she dug her nails in. She had complete control mentally, but she wanted to see that he was out of control physically, too. He was touching his own body, feeling how small and smooth he had become, and the image of a man being in her place was rattling around his head. He felt ashamed at how much it was turning him on. He had never been interested in guys before, but with his heightened frustration and constant sissification, it was difficult to deny that the idea was hot.



“
 Just think of a strong man throwing you around, it would be so easy for him too, because you are so small and weak.
 ”



He felt a shudder down his body. His skin was tingling as her silicone balls were now pushed against his body. The entire massive cock was inside of him now, and she stared down at him.



“
 I have no idea how I ever thought you were a man. Look at you just lying there taking cock and whimpering about me finding a boyfriend for you.
 ”



She slapped his balls hard, and he flinched, writhing around on his back with his eyes closed with an entire monster cock in his backside. He had to agree with her statement, but he wasn
 ’
 t sure he could accept it. But that was the problem; she wanted it to be accepted.



She grabbed at his nylon-covered legs and pulled her hips back. Becca started to fuck her sissy husband hard. The slow first entrance was over, and now she was moaning as she ploughed her cock into him with force.



“
 Imagine a man screwing you, sissy, making you moan, well, I am going to make that happen as soon as possible.
 ”



She was shouting at him as his little prick flopped around in its cage. His tits bounced, and the suspender belt pulled in his awkward position as she pushed his legs up.



She reached up and with one hand held his neck, and with the other, she slapped him around the face again and again.



“
 Such a pathetic bitch.
 ” She said to him as she rattled his mind.



He felt her body press against his crotch with every rough entrance. His eyes rolled back into his head.



As she hit him and fucked him, he felt small and ridiculous, and that was his wife doing it. The woman who loved him and had gradually introduced this into their lives. He was anxious about how he would be made to feel if a real man did this.



He couldn
 ’
 t help but moan, though. She was fucking him deep enough, and he was so desperate to get hard that soon after she started, she was making him let out loud sounds of pleasure.



She suddenly slammed her cock into him, holding it there, deep. She was grinding against him, looking down at her skinny, feminised husband with her hand still around his neck.



“
 Just think, soon, not only will you wear girly clothes all the time, but you won
 ’
 t be able to pretend you have only had sex with women. I will have seen you being screwed by a man, and then, if I so wish, I can tell the whole world that I have a slutty cock hungry husband. Wouldn
 ’
 t that be fun?
 ”



She slowly pulled back, and he felt the dildo slipping out of him. It was so big it felt like it would never end. There was no end to his torment. Sex was meant to end in climax. The release and come down, but not for him. His balls were blue after a good fucking, and he just wanted more. It was such a head fuck to be constantly on edge.



Finally, he felt the tip of the cock slip out of him and bounce down below. He groaned, feeling it exit, and his wife playfully pushed her fingers against his hole.



“
 You look a mess, girl. Why don
 ’
 t you go and do your makeup before making me a drink? I have so much to organise now; you need to look perfect, and I need to find a big guy to fuck the last bits of maleness out of you.
 ”



















Chapter two



Pretty as can be







Nick's hands were shaking as he pulled the lipstick across his lips and coated his lashes with mascara. He was exhausted, but that wasn
 ’
 t why his hands were quivering. He couldn
 ’
 t stop wondering if his wife was being serious or if it was just another mechanism to make him feel small and feminine; either way, it was certainly working.



He felt ridiculous that his wife could even be chatting about another man entering this play. It made a shudder run down his spine as his trapped member throbbed at the thought of the ultimate humiliation.



After he finished his makeup and got his wife a drink, the rest of the day ran smoothly; however, everything was not making him jump and overthink. She curled up on the sofa with her phone as he hoovered, which was making his mind race. Her popping out for a call whilst he was on his knees in the corner made his stomach twist, but it was when she entered with a skip in her step that things really got real.



“
 I have found one.
 ”



She was pressed against his back, her knees on either side of his small form, her hands wrapped around his body and playing with his balls.



“
 I thought it would be much harder and I would have to wait to see that male spark go out in your eyes, but thankfully, we can make you a full-time sissy quick.
 ”



He was breathing heavily. His skin was hot. He couldn
 ’
 t keep hold of a singular thought.



“
 Tomorrow, a big, burly, handsome real man is going to come over and show you exactly what you aren
 ’
 t. And I am going to enjoy watching every second of it.
 ”



He couldn
 ’
 t control his reaction. He went to spin around, complain, shout and scream that this was going too far, but she was prepared. She held him still, her nails in his balls and legs trapping him.



“
 We both know it
 ’
 s what you want.
 ” She whispered.
 “
 I can feel how much your little prick jumped when I talk about a man bending you over and stuffing you full, but if you want to pretend you aren
 ’
 t excited, then that
 ’
 s your problem.
 ”



Nick was statue still. He felt his wife
 ’
 s hot breath on the back of his neck and listened to her words.



“
 I will make a deal with you.
 ” She said softly as his skin pricked.
 “
 Give it a go. After all, we should try everything once. If you hate it, we can go back to playing with different kinks, but I
 ’
 m confident you won
 ’
 t hate it because you are, in your heart, a worthless sissy slut, and this is going to prove it.
 ”



The offer had a strange effect on Nick. They had been in this process for weeks, and at no point had Becca ever offered an out, and suddenly, it was all he could think about. They have always had the attitude of trying everything once, and Nick was a very open-minded guy; he didn
 ’
 t want to lie on his deathbed not having sampled everything that life can give, so maybe seeing what it was like to have a man breathing down his neck would be something to tick off, at the very least!



“
 Ok.
 ” He said softly through sighs.



“
 Now, now, sissy, know your place.
 ” She said, continuing to stay close.



“
 Yes, Mistress.
 ” He responded quickly again, trying to get her to stop gripping his balls so tightly.



Then she suddenly released, and that was the last that was said about it. Becca jumped into action, seemingly having renewed energy on feminising her husband, and tomorrow loomed large as she began their bedtime routine very early just so that she could make sure her husband was at his girly best.



She sent Nick to bed in frilly underwear, his eyebrows freshly plucked, his face covered in cream and with a facemask on top. She had already glued on some extra-long square French manicured style nails and used the real glue this time rather than the sticky tabs they had used before. She really wasn
 ’
 t holding back as she tucked him up, making him feel pathetic as she kissed his forehead.



“
 You are going to finally be a girl tomorrow. I am so excited.
 ” She grinned as a shiver ran down his smile.



The night was probably the longest of his life. Through the process of getting ready, she had pushed a large black buttplug into him to make sure he was nice and stretched for the day after, and this created a constant cycle of arousal and attempting to sleep that would eat away at the night.



Every time he relaxed and his body drifted closer to sleep, his muscles would allow the buttplug to shift just a small amount, and that would cause his entire being to jump through shock. Then, as he tensed up, the toy would be dragged into him with force, making him feel as though he was constantly almost being fucked without his wife being anywhere near. It was hell.



If he thought the night was bad, then he was in for an even bigger shock in the morning. His wife appeared bright and early, looking stunning. She was already dolled up and in a little black dress and heels. She looked like she was ready for a date, but in truth, she was ready, in her mind, to finally drag her husband into acceptance of what he was, and she wanted to make sure he looked perfect for the occasion.



“
 Up you get, girly. We have so much to do before he gets here. I hope you slept well. I think it
 ’
 s going to be a very long day for you.
 ”



Nick was silent as he had been trained. To him, this was the final day of Chastity, of feminisation, of all of this. No matter how his body felt and how much his cock suggested he was turned on by all of this, he would say to her this wasn
 ’
 t for him, and that would be the end of it, so he just had to put up with it for one more day.



“
 Go and have a shower, and we will start getting you ready,
 ” Becca said with such joy. She had a skip in her step like fantasies were coming true for her in this very moment.



He did as he was told, stripping away the lingerie and showing his small, smooth body before drying off and stepping back to see that his wife had prepared everything they needed, and she had certainly not held back.



On the bed lay beautiful and intricate black lingerie. The three-piece set was sheer but with beautiful patterns across every surface. They looked expensive, and he knew would feel amazing on his body.



After Becca moisturised his body, the lingerie, along with his breastforms and some sheer stockings, were the first things to be put on his body. The panties hid his member like it was never there, and the bra cupped his fake tits so perfectly they looked real. It was a start that made his heart flutter.



She placed some tall, platform sandal high heels in front of him, and as he stepped in, he could already see how good his body was looking. She hadn
 ’
 t got any further than this, and he could already see how different he was from when this all started, and he loved it.



She sat him down and began doing his makeup. She was silent at first as she concentrated on contouring his features, but she soon couldn
 ’
 t help herself.



“
 You know, if I hadn
 ’
 t told him that you were my husband, I don
 ’
 t think our guest would be able to tell you weren
 ’
 t a woman. You are starting to look so sexy like this, how does it feel?
 ”



He was surprised by her attempt at conversation at such an intense moment, but he did his best to engage.



“
 Do you really think I look good?
 ” Reassurance that he looked like a woman hadn
 ’
 t always been high on his agenda, but it seemed important now.



“
 Oh, babe, you look so hot, I can barely keep my hands off you, but I suppose it feels different to attract a man
 ’
 s eyes. You will see how good you look soon.
 ”



She smiled as she stroked lipstick across his mouth and clipped large gold hooped earrings into his ears. His mind was buzzing as she pulled the long blonde wig over his head, and it tickled his cheeks as she pinned it in place and brushed it through.



“
 So how do you feel about being with a guy? It
 ’
 s exciting, isn
 ’
 t it?
 ” She continued to probe as she styled his blonde hair.



“
 Umm, I guess it
 ’
 s good to try everything once.
 ” He said with a shaking voice, trying to avoid any real answer.



“
 It sure is, babe, that
 ’
 s a good attitude to have.
 ” She quipped before she spun him round.
 “
 But more importantly, are you ready to see the dress I bought for you? It is amazing.
 ”



He could see such life in her eyes as she spoke about making him beautiful. The engagement that she showed was intoxicating and exciting. She was putting so much effort into his changes, and when he saw the dress she had picked out, his eyes grew wide.



She held up a floor-length dark blue satin gown. The long skirt moved with a shimmer, and it was attached to a thick boned corset section that had beautiful, bowed shoulder straps. It looked like something that a woman would wear to a gala, not something to wear around the house with a man coming to visit, but he loved the idea of wearing something that elegant.



“
 It
 ’
 s beautiful, isn
 ’
 t it?
 ” She spoke like they were a normal couple decision clothes.



“
 Yeah, it is.
 ” He responded mesmerised.



“
 You are going to look so fuckable in this dress.
 ”



Suddenly, he was pulled back to earth with a bump; the only reason he would be wearing it was to get bent over, and his skin suddenly turned hot as his stomach twisted.



“
 Let
 ’
 s get you finished up and in this dress. I think the corset is going to take some getting used to.
 ”



His heart fluttered as she helped him get into the long gown. It flowed like nothing he had worn before. She had been obsessed with short, tight dresses until now, but there was something sexy about feeling his tits pressed against his chest as she tightened the corset from behind.



It shaped his body. Made sure that he was built differently. Any squareness left from his male self was forced from his middle as she shrank the corset as small as it would go and left him having to take short, shallow breaths to survive.



There was a slit almost all the way up to his hips, so the dress draped over his leg seductively, and he placed his manicured fingers on his exaggerated hips, feeling sexy and powerful, and then his wife let him see himself, and he almost fainted from the shock.



He was hot.



Even for Nick, there was no denying that he looked like a sexy woman in this dress. It shaped him differently. Gave him a female figure, matching his plump lips and contoured cheekbones.



“
 Tell me what you think, do you look good like this?
 ” She said, wrapping her hand around his waist as she continued to approach him more softly than before.



“
 I
 … I look like a woman.” He said quietly.



“
 You most certainly do.
 ” She said, grinning.
 “
 Not, let
 ’
 s see if you fuck like a woman too, shall we? Come on, sissy, let
 ’
 s get downstairs. He will be here soon.
 ”



















Chapter three



Well? What
 ’
 s it going to be?







Nick's heart was pounding, and his head felt light. He wasn
 ’
 t sure he was going to make it downstairs in his towering heels. The pressure of the situation was getting too much. He could barely breathe.



Becca squeezed his hand like she knew and that she cared. She had been so hard-line with him that he wasn
 ’
 t always sure how she felt, but that little tug on his hand was enough to let him know that this was still just a bit of fun for them.



The moment of reassurance was fleeting. As soon as they got downstairs, Nick, looking beautiful but incredibly feminine, felt his heart drop when there was a knock at the door.



He hated how much he felt like a princess. Pretty in his long dress, whilst his skin sweated nonstop from nerves, but his wife didn
 ’
 t miss a beat. She was desperate to see her husband wrapped around a real man and left him standing there as she swung open the front door, exposing him to the world, but Nick didn
 ’
 t focus on anything else other than the tall, wide man blocking the street lights outside with his broad shoulders.



“
 Chris?
 ” Nick's heart skipped a beat as Becca greeted him, a man she had obviously never met before.



“
 Hey, yeah, that
 ’
 s me, Becca, right?
 ”



A slightly awkward introduction took a few moments, and then the door was closed, and Nick was faced with the large frame and stubbles face of Chris. He was tanned, had short hair, and his t-shirt looked like it was clinging on for its life against his muscles.



“
 And this is my husband, but you can just call him sissy, or slut, or whatever you want, really, because he is a worthless bitch.
 ”



Nick's heart had now climbed up into his mouth and was making an attempt to jump. His head felt like it was being clawed open, and the pressure behind his eyes felt like it was going to pop them out. The loud buzzing made it impossible to speak, but Chris and Becca didn
 ’
 t seem to care.



“
 You can go for it; he knows that he is here to serve, so don
 ’
 t worry about getting to know him.
 ”



Those words pierced through the ringing in his ears. This wasn
 ’
 t a night of getting to know each other; this was a pump and dump, and Nick was the main event.



“
 Great, I have got somewhere to be, so let
 ’
 s get this going.
 ”



Nick looked stunning. He was elegant and beautiful. Just for a moment, as Chris approached, he stood there looking like the perfect, very well put-together woman, but all of that changed in a heartbeat, and he was introduced to the idea that he was just an object to be used.



Chris, without missing a beat, asked where it was to happen and was pointed towards the living room. He grabbed the head of Nick, digging his fingers into his wig and dragging him yelping and whimpering into the next room.



Suddenly, the dress didn
 ’
 t seem as elegant as he was pushed to the floor. He could feel his little prick fighting against the cage under the dress as Chris stood over him, looking intimidating but handsome.



“
 You are going to get me hard bitch.
 ” He said in a gruff tone as he unbuckled his trousers.



Nick watched his wife settle down in a chair at the edge of the room, looking extremely pleased with how this was playing out. There would have been an element of risk, but she no doubt made it very clear what she was looking for, and this guy seemed to be happy to accommodate.



Within seconds, Chris
 ’
 large and quickly swelling dick was out and in his hand. The other hand on Nick's head as it was slapped across his face a few times, and before he had much chance to think about it, the tip was pushed against his lips, splitting them and making contact with his recoiling tongue before he could even react.



Two hands on his head now as a real, and very hard cock was shoved in his mouth, making him choke. He could hear the man above grunting as he jerked his body forward to fit as much into Nick's painted lips as possible. He suddenly felt so small.



He could instantly feel the strength of this man. Even if he wanted to exit this situation, he wouldn't have been able to. The grip on his head was strong. He pumped his body forward and forcefully filled his throat.



It was a completely different experience from the ones he had with his wife. He felt completely helpless. There was always an edge to his coming together with Becca that maybe he could push her away if he really wanted to, but there was no doubt, particularly in his current form, that this was not an even match.



“
 Take it, you fucking slut.
 ” Chris shouted out with a grunt, obviously getting a big thrill out of using a sissy boy.



The room was filled with the sounds of him choking and gagging. It was messy and rougher than anything he had experienced. His perfect makeup was getting ruined by the tears rolling down his cheeks. His hands were shaking as he peacefully placed them on his lap, not fighting Chris.



Through the tears in his eyes, he watched his wife playing with her necklace that housed his key. He was spurred on to take more, to live in the moment so he could get to the end and tell his wife with confidence that he wanted this to end. That train of thought was quickly distracted by the cock in his mouth being popped out and Nick being lifted up with little effort and thrown on the couch with his butt in the air. Face pushed into the cushions and hair flying around, Chris approached from behind and soon those large, masculine hands were on his backside. Becca was right, it was difficult to think of himself as much of a man now that he felt himself being thrown around by another.



If he thought being manhandled by a strong man was enough to question who he was, the feeling of being entered by one was going to rip apart everything he thought he knew.



He whimpered quietly as Chris stood behind him, splitting his cheeks. He felt him spit on his backside before pressing his wet, huge cock against his muscle and laughing.



“
 You have one pathetic husband.
 ” He said in a deep voice to the watching Becca.



“
 I don
 ’
 t think he will ever be my husband again after this.
 ” She quickly replied, making Nick's heart sink, hearing what he had become.



As he felt that void in him grow Chris pushed his huge cock forward and filled him. His hole stretched open, and he arched his back, pushing his arms out straight, gripping at the air in front of him as he experienced the make-up of his body and mind being rearranged with the input of one big cock.



There was a significant difference between being fucked by his wife and being screwed by a stranger. Becca liked to build momentum. It was a journey they went on together. She teased and spanked him. Eased him in before starting slow and ending up railing him, but Chris had no interest in that. He was here because he seemed to enjoy fucking sissy boys, and he was only here to get his kicks. He couldn
 ’
 t have cared less about build up or sensations, he was going to fuck.



The grip was tight, hands around his little waist holding him still as he popped his large cock all the way in. As soon as the length was fully inserted, Chris
 ’
 balls were pressed against. Nick groaned. He was completely full as Chris shifted his weight a little, and then the rough, animalistic fucking started.



One hand grabbed at Nick's shoulder, the other on his rib cage, holding him steady and making sure he couldn
 ’
 t go anywhere. Nick's body and hands were shaking. Such a large cock was being stuffed inside of him at a rate that he wasn
 ’
 t prepared for.



The room was filled with the sounds of their bodies slapping together. He was gasping for air as his breath was forced from his body with every pound. He had never felt so pathetic listening to the grunting of a man behind him. He was fighting it at first. Pushing away the thoughts that this felt so good. He wanted everything to end after this. He was going to tell his wife that he was done with it and wanted to be a man again, but the harder and longer he was fucked, the more he could feel his mind going blank. With each slam of the cock into him, that fight was diminishing. He was forgetting about what he was and what he wanted, and the pleasure of being used by another man was slowly bubbling up and taking over.



His noises changed, too. He was whimpering through gritted teeth at first, but that was gradually changing into a high-pitched moan of pleasure. His tense body became an arched, feminine form, and he was able to relax and enjoy it.



His little member was painfully throbbing against the cage. He could feel the pinch of frustration every second, showing him that this was turning him on more than he would have liked.



Nothing else mattered in that moment. He was being used entirely for someone else
 ’
 s pleasure. His prick wasn
 ’
 t even in the equation, and it felt so good. Waves of joy and ecstasy hit him with each firm thrust. His body was sensitive and every touch loud.



He listened to Chris
 ’
 grunts become louder behind him. He was gruff and powerful, and the little grips of his fingers gave away that he was quickly approaching climax.



Nick's tits were bouncing back and forth, pulling against his chest, and his dress was riding up, covering his body. He didn
 ’
 t feel pretty and classy anymore. He felt like a slut.



Then the crescendo came. The man inside of him forced his cock the whole way in. Nick could feel it twitching inside of his passage as Chris wrapped his body around his sissy back as he crumbled with climax.



Nick could feel the hot cum being fired into his backside. Spilling out down the inside of his legs because there was so little space left inside of him. Chris thrust forward a few more times, really getting the most out of this free fuck. Hot breath on Nick's neck told him how close this man was to him as he finished his cold with a grunt and pulled out like it was nothing, just a toy to be used.



Nick was left face down on the sofa. All feelings of being in control had left him. Being dressed like this and used was suddenly all he deserved. He could barely bring himself to think about who he was before because it certainly didn
 ’
 t feel like a man would ever get himself in this position, and his wife seized that feeling.



“
 Sissy, it
 ’
 s time to make a choice. Here is your key, either you use it to open that cage, or you give it to this stranger to take with him, and you will most likely never see it again.
 ”



Nick's heart was in his mouth. He was being present with a shock decision, but so far had his feminisation gone that it wasn
 ’
 t even a thought to slide down on his knees in front of the fully dressed Chris and hold up the key.



“
 Please take my key, sir.
 ” He said with a quiver in his voice.



Chris chuckled and very casually took it, shoving it in his pocket and leaving the two of them alone. The key has gone to an unknown place. All control and possibilities of release are gone. Becca was suddenly down on her knees, hugging her husband. An embrace that felt like nothing before. It was so tight and pure. Holding him with love as she whispered in his ear.



“
 I
 ’
 m so proud of you, this is the life I want too, sissy, forever owner and submissive. I
 ’
 m so happy you are this pathetic.
 ”



Those words were ringing in his ears as they entered an entirely new and permanent life.







The end











Time for one more…?







Sissification Training, The Complete Collection: FIVE BOOK BUNDLE








https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0GSX66R4V








One little slip-up and the truth came flooding out.







Chris was under the impression he was a great husband, a
 [image: ]
 little demanding and sometimes lazy, but Rose was lucky to have him.







When he drunkenly kissed a colleague, that all changed. Rose wasn't going to stay with him unless they made some changes, and first of all, they needed to go talk to a professional.







The strange thing was, when they met with Megan, the therapist his wife seemed to have on speeddial, she had unusual advice.







To build trust, he needed to be in chastity. So that he can understand what his wife did for him, he needed to spend some time in her shoes .... literally.







His life was going to be rewritten. Rose took total control and quickly removed his masculinity as payment for how he had treated her - now he just needed to survive.







It seemed that Rose, and Megan, had every step of this mapped out and he was going to expereince a true life lesson.
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