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Chapter One



Undercover







At some point, you realise that what you started is out of your control, and that was the point Nick was at. Standing there holding up his shirt, quivering a little as his wife inspected him before work. Becca was beautiful and, as always, well put together. Her pencil skirt strained against her knees as she bent down, and he caught a glimpse down her white satin shirt, making his body shake, and his plight became even louder.



At the beginning of their relationship, there was a mutual interest in exploring the world of sex and kink. Every week, they would be trying something new, taking up the mantra that you try everything once, but when they dabbled in the wide world of femdom, he could feel there was a vibrancy to his wife that she wasn
 ’
 t going to be able to stop at once and done.



Now he stood here, by the front door, having final inspections from his wife, feeling a mixture of humiliation and excitement. His grip was tight against the edge of his shirt, holding it up high, showing off not only his smooth, hairless body, but also what was hidden under his trousers every day.



Today, he had light pink, sheer panties pulled up high on his waist. They were decorated with delicate multicoloured flowers and pulled tightly against his throbbing, frustrated and unused caged cock.



Over the months since she had obviously realised this was the kink for her, Becca had gradually shrunk the cage size. She started with a large, pink chastity cage with enough size that he could at least feel himself get semi-hard, then with each passing week, she would allow him an hour out, one climax by her hand, before replacing the last cage with something smaller and more robust. Now he found himself with nothing but a flat stainless steel cage nestled between his legs, surrounded by his sensitive blue balls and easily hidden by the panties. Not only did he have to endure the embarrassment of wearing panties under his work clothes, but he also had to wear a matching suspender belt, which worked hard to keep some pink sheer stockings in place. Even the slightest movement was blissful agony to him, and she enjoyed that fact the most.



Becca gently cupped his balls. Her long, slender, manicured fingers perfectly held his hairless balls for just a few moments as she enjoyed the power that she held.



“
 How is it feeling?
 ” She asked with a softness that suggested she genuinely cared.



“
 It
 ’
 s comfortable, but I am so frustrated.
 ” He replied with a pathetic whimper in the hope she would take pity on him.



He just heard a small laugh in reply as she used her thumb to stroke his balls.



“
 Perfect.
 ” She finally responded.



Nick found this impossible to negotiate. He wanted to beg, as he had done in the past, for freedom and climax. He had gone from them having very regular sex, to once a week climax, and then once they got down to this flat cage, all pleasure stopped. He couldn
 ’
 t remember the last time he orgasmed, and she loved how helpless he was. The more uncomfortable he found it, the harder it became for him, the more she was driven on. She focused on his humiliation like her life depended on it, and even though he knew she wanted to hear his pathetic cries for help, he couldn
 ’
 t stop himself from doing it.



“
 Please, Becca. If I could just climax once. It
 ’
 s all I can think about, I need to cum.
 ” His voice was shaking as he spoke. She had hardly given him an explanation for why everything had changed, other than it was fun and he needed to wrestle back some kind of control.



His heart was racing. She was still touching his balls, taking her time, pulling and playing with them. Becca ran her fingers along his smooth skin. She had made him remove all hair from the nose down weeks ago, and he was now tasked with making sure there was never even a hint of body hair, so she was ensuring he had complied. She tapped the flat edge of his cage a few times before pulling his panties back over, hiding them away.



He couldn
 ’
 t help but let out little moans from her contact. Even the slightest breeze felt like loud contact, so her teasing was excruciating. She still hadn
 ’
 t replied to his begging as she stood up and clicked her fingers for him to tuck in his shirt and zip up his suit trousers.



“
 Now, why would I let you cum?
 ” She said, smiling and watching his pained expression.



His lip was shaking as he fumbled with his trousers, finding it hard to concentrate.



“
 Well? What
 ’
 s in it for me? Really?
 ” She ran the back of her fingers across his cheeks tenderly.
 “
 You are such a good girl when you are caged, and I know you are having fun. But I suppose it must be confusing for you, always trapped, wearing panties and pretending to be a man. Is that hard, baby?
 ”



He was whimpering. She touched him seductively. She was so slow and confident with her movements, and he wasn
 ’
 t sure she had ever been this sexy.



“
 Yes.
 ” He said back, wanting to say more and reiterate that it was difficult walking around with his cage behind his panties all the time.



“
 I understand. Maybe we should do something about it. I
 ’
 m so glad you told me.
 ”



His heart skipped a beat as she leaned in. He could feel her warm breath on his neck. She was so close.



“
 Let
 ’
 s do something about it tonight, shall we? I agree it must be confusing pretending to be a man with all this going on, and I don
 ’
 t want you to feel like that. Be home on time ok?
 ”



Her hand was back on his crotch. He was moaning into her ear as she massaged his balls through his trousers.



He tried to respond but let out very little sound. Her touch was burning into his body. Every inch of him was on fire with desire and desperation, and it meant that he would have agreed to anything in that moment.



“
 Good girl, now have a fun day at work.
 ” She said as she finally took her hands away from him.



In a split second, she was away and put the door, leaving him standing there stunned. She held so much power over him, and it was then that he realised how quickly this had got away from him.



It started as a bit of fun. Exploring the power exchange in a conventional relationship, but it had moved miles away from that now. She held complete control in an unspoken shift. He was standing trembling in panties and nylons, feeling the longing to get hard continue to burn. He had no idea what this was or where it was headed. Nick did, however, concede that she was right; whatever this was had become fun. They were connected and engaged with each other.



He did his best to push these feelings away and clear his head before setting off to work for what would be another long, distracted day.



Nick felt as though his work suffered at first. The constant contact of steel and silicon on his cock made him almost always fight arousal, but the longer it went on, he started to realise that actually, his work was improving. He was getting noticed more, and his focus increased. Sex was very much off the table, and so rather than daydreaming about that, he just distracted himself with work, but not today. Each day started with contact and his wife making sure he was up to scratch, but there was a level of intensity today that was different, and he couldn
 ’
 t stop wondering what the evening would bring, especially when his wife started to message him.



Usually, she had a complete blanket ban on talking about kink. She didn
 ’
 t want to know how he felt or what he wanted. She was doing her own thing, and his opinion didn
 ’
 t matter, but today she wanted to tease.



“
 Hey hubby, how are the panties feeling?
 ” She messaged him, making his cock twitch.



Quickly, it was followed by another message that made him go stiff.



“
 Send me some pictures in just your girly clothes. I want to see what an impressive man my husband is.
 ”



His chest felt hollow. He had never been asked to do anything like this before by her, and his mind was racing with how exposed it was going to make him. He was surrounded by his colleagues, and he was instantly red and hot, feeling as though they would know exactly what he was scurrying off to the toilets to do. He was sweating as he did his best to act casual, walking through the office, feeling his lingerie rub against his trousers before slamming the door behind him and feeling relief when he locked it.



He was breathing heavily with his back against the door. His mind is racing, feeling the pull towards his wife. He hated to admit it, but he loved it when she showed this level of control. It felt so emasculating to admit that he enjoyed her being in charge, but the more they delved into this, the more engaged he became.



He rushed to do as he was told. Excited by the prospect of her playing with him. He pulled his clothes away and started to snap a few pictures in the mirror, biting his lip and pulling the edges of his panties up before sending them off to her.



“
 So pathetic.
 ” She wrote back.
 “
 We really can
 ’
 t call you a man anymore, can we? Bend over and show me that butt.
 ”



He could barely breathe as he gasped for air. They hadn
 ’
 t done any further than him wearing some panties and the constant throb of a chastity cage, but she was really putting him to the sword now, wanting him to look as pathetic as possible.



He bent over, pushing his butt into the air with embarrassment burning into him as he took some more pictures and sent them on.



“
 Pretty little butt.
 ” She mocked him.



Then he just stood there with his skin getting cold and his mind numb, waiting for a reply. He felt on edge, on the one hand excited, but then the thought of how long he had been hiding in here for was loud as well. Finally, she replied.



“
 God, you look hot like this. You are going to see a side of me that you will need to get used to. Enjoy the rest of your day.
 ”



His ears were ringing as he read it. What was she talking about? What did she have on her mind? Where was this leading?



Questions pounding his brain. He could feel his body desperately attempting to get him hard for the rest of the day. He was never too far away from a speculative thought about his wife
 ’
 s plans. Maybe they would be having sex tonight, maybe they would move on to their next kink?



The day moved by in hot sweats and panic, and then finally, when home time ticked by, he was up and out of his seat before anyone else, making some excuse about evening plans and rushing towards home and his wife, who was making him scared and excited in equal measure. As slow as the day had gone, his journey home passed by in what felt like seconds until he was standing outside his home. The lights were on, and it looked warm and welcoming, something which came as a shock. Becca was never home first. What was waiting inside for him?



The cold air trickled up his trouser legs and meddled with the stockings wrapped around his hairless legs. Suddenly, he wasn
 ’
 t so sure that his wife was about to move them onto the next kink; the only way he was going to find out was by taking a deep breath and opening that door.



















Chapter two



The next step of sorts







Warm air flooded his body as he pushed his way inside his house, feeling heavy and nervous. He could hear music playing, but had no idea where his wife was. The only suggestion that something was happening was a small note directly in front of him on the floor, addressed to him.



“
 Sissy
 ”, the front of the note read as his shaking hands picked it up.



He slowly opened it, feeling his skin becoming prickly.



“
 Outside clothes off, come and find me in the front room looking pretty in your lingerie.
 ”



His entire body was on fire. He couldn
 ’
 t deny that this was incredibly exciting. The game had started, and he didn
 ’
 t know where it was going to end, but all he could focus on was that it must mean a climax for him.



As quickly as he could, he pulled his work clothes off until he stood there in nothing but his pink knickers, suspended belt and stockings. His little cage is leaking and creating a wet spot on his sheer underwear. His entirely smooth body on show as he started to walk through the house, hearing the music getting louder and his heart beat growing stronger in his head as he was filled with anxiety, and then when he saw his wife, everything stopped. He felt as though the earth ground to a halt, his heart stopped, his breathing ended, and his eyes widened when he saw Becca standing there looking like a stranger.



His eyes slowly worked their way up from her feet. She stood in a confident pose with one hand on her hip. Her feet and legs were covered in wet-look leather. She wore black thigh-high platform stilettos that hugged the length of her legs until they almost disappeared behind a small black latex mini dress. There was a small cut-out section showing off her cleavage, and the dress cut off at her shoulders. She held a black leather riding crop in her free hand, and her hair was pulled back tight. Her lips were bright red and eyes painted with dark shadows, making her seem seductive and sexy. She had some large gold earrings hanging down on her lobes, and she seemed entirely at ease with the intense situation she had created.



“
 Come and kneel at my feet.
 ” She said with her voice purring.



He was so desperate for this to end how he desired that he didn
 ’
 t hesitate. They had been toying with the power exchange in their relationship for months, so it was easy for him to slip into the right mindset and settle on the floor at her feet, seeing his breathtaking wife up close.



Her body had never looked so alluring. The tight dress outlined her figure and showed just how perfectly she was put together. He could feel his trapped prick dancing desperately under his panties as the suspender belt pulled against his leg, making him whimper.



“
 Welcome to your new reality.
 ” She said with her fingers and under his chin, forcing his face to look up at her.



He couldn
 ’
 t help but look quizzical. She grinned back, being able to read his thoughts just from the pained expression.



“
 I have loved being in control, and I know you have to; I don
 ’
 t want it to end, and on top of that, I want more.
 ”



As she spoke, she started to walk around him. His mind was rushing as she touched his bare skin with her riding crop at any opportunity.



“
 What
 …” he went to speak up, and as soon as the word left his mouth, the crop came crashing down on his body, forcing a pained gasp to breathlessly leave his lips.



“
 You are my sissy, and I am your owner, and you will do exactly as I tell you. You will only speak when spoken to, and starting from now, I am not interested in seeing your male form. In this house, you are my bitch.
 ”



She waited for a second. Silence rang loudly in his ears as she dared him to speak up again.



“
 Seeing you weak and pathetic is the biggest turn on I have ever experienced, and I want more of it.
 ”



The room was dimly lit and felt close and intense. She crouched down behind him, her knees on either side of his trembling body, and her latex pressed against his back.



“
 And I know you like it too, so are you going to pretend that you want to be the man of the house, or are you going to say yes, Mistress and let me make you pretty?
 ”



He was breathing quickly. His body on fire as she touched him with her finger tips, making his little cock strain. He wasn
 ’
 t sure what to say or, actually, how he felt. This was a monumental ask of him. He had been so helpless and felt so used by her during this period. It was exciting, and this no doubt turned him on, but what more could she do? Surely it had to end at some point, and he would get a climax.



The confusion continued to rattle around his mind. The conflicting feeling between how exciting and adventurous it felt and the need to have a little freedom to get hard and climax were in a constant battle, but ultimately, he didn
 ’
 t see the harm in exploring this scene a little more. It couldn
 ’
 t go on forever, so he couldn
 ’
 t lean into the dramatic build-up a bit to explore how positively his body responded.



“
 Yes, Mistress.
 ” He responded gingerly and quietly. There was very little commitment behind his words, but it was all she needed.



As soon as he agreed to pushing the limits of their play a little more, his wife jumped into action, and he was very quickly faced with how she wanted his humiliation to progress.



Laid out on the floor was a complete feminine outfit. Up until now, she had only ever dressed him in panties and nylons, but now it seemed she was stepping up that aspect of his humiliation.



He blushed when he felt his prick respond. He hated that the idea of this outfit was getting him so excited, but that was the reality. The little dress, the bra and panties, makeup, heels, all of it was getting him hot and bothered, and he could tell it was the same for his wife.



“
 Up on your feet then.
 ” She ordered before taking off his panties and stockings.



Becca lingered for a moment on his balls now that they were put in the open. She had always taken this opportunity to gently caress them, but her entry was different. She lightly slapped them, making him groan, before she suddenly used her crop and a quick flick of her wrists to spank his blue, tight balls, making him gasp in pain as his eyes started to water. She didn
 ’
 t even acknowledge the pain she was putting him through before she moved on to dressing him.



“
 I think it
 ’
 s obvious that you aren
 ’
 t the man of the house anymore, and so when you are at home, you will be made to look pretty and serve me if you want to avoid punishment.
 ”



She spoke as she worked, seemingly enjoying how much this was making him squirm. She dressed his skinny, hairless body in sexy black lingerie. A padded bra dug tightly into his back, a small black thong, some new stockings and a matching suspender belt.



Nick gasped as she held some large, realistic-looking breastforms in her grip before stuffing them into his bra.



“
 Such a pathetic husband with your pretty tits.
 ” She mocked him as she held his chest before spanking his butt.



Next up was a little pink low-cut dress. She pulled it down over his head, and he could feel how tight and restrictive the dress was. It was so short it barely covered his butt and certainly showed off the black panties he was wearing.



Nick was trembling. The sensations were overwhelming. Every part of his body was burning with desire, feeling the feminine material brush and move against his body.



Then his wife placed some towering black patent platform stilettos in front of him, motioning for him to step in. There was a moment's hesitation, not only because he wasn
 ’
 t sure if he would be able to walk in them but due to the padlocks dangling down from the thick ankle straps. Once they were on, there would be no taking them off, and that loss of control made his stomach turn, not that there was ever going to be any other outcome.



Shaking and nervous, he stepped into the stilettos with her hand guiding him. He felt his calves tense as his body tried to account for the new shape of his feet. As soon as he was standing there slightly off balance, she wrapped the straps around his ankles and locked them in place. The only way they were coming off was when she said they could, and he had no doubt that wouldn
 ’
 t be any time soon.



Then she set about completing the finer details of his look. Long pointed pink nails were glued to his fingers, and gold jewellery was added around his neck and wrists. Becca also clipped on some matching large gold earrings to hers, making him feel ridiculous that he was wearing the same jewellery as his beautiful wife.



“
 Sit.
 ” She said, sharply pointing at the chair next to her.



He dutifully did as he was told, and once he was there, she started to do his makeup. She coated on foundation and concealer. Becca took her time working on contouring his features and added some pink eye shadow to his eyes. She fixed some long false lashes in place and made sure she worked some mascara into them to ensure they were as long and beautiful as possible, all before she went to town on his lips.



She outlined his mouth with dark pink lip liner and then filled it in with a beautiful light pink shade. She finished it all off by covering his lips with a thick layer of gloss and standing back, looking pleased with herself.



“
 Soon we can forget all about you being a man.
 ” She said cheekily.



Then she tucked his short hair under a tight wig cap and pulled a long, thick, curled platinum blonde wig onto his head that fell down over his shoulders and back, flowing like real hair.



“
 Even I didn
 ’
 t think you would turn out this well. Want to have a look?
 ”



Nick was really struggling to read his wife. She suddenly seemed soft and playful after being so hard and unforgiving of him. He quietly nodded. As always with this confusing scenario, he didn
 ’
 t want to admit how engaged he was. He did want to see what he looked like. He felt submissive and pathetic, and he wondered if he looked as much.



She grabbed his arm and helped him walk, still with a bit of a wobble, as she took him over to the mirror, and when he saw himself, Nick
 ’
 s breath was taken away. He barely recognised himself.



The person looking back at Nick was a beautiful woman. His waist looked small, his lips plump, and his cleavage real. His jaw almost hit the ground as he stood next to his wife. It was like two real sexy women standing next to each other, but his little prick was shaking beneath it all, as embarrassed as he felt.



“
 From now on, I am in charge.
 ” She said softly.
 “
 Do you understand?
 ”



“
 Yes
 … Yes, Mistress.” His voice was shaking.



“
 And this is how I want you to look, but there is something else I have been desperate to try.
 ” She reached over and grabbed his butt under his dress.



“
 If you are going to look like a slut then I am most certainly going to treat you like one too.
 ”



His heart was pounding in his chest. She was in complete control, and this situation was quickly getting away from him.



















Chapter three



Test run







She left him standing there. He couldn
 ’
 t take his eyes away from the feminine shape he now had. Weeks in panties and it never crossed his mind that she would want to push his feminisation further, but now he was blown away with the results.



When she returned, he barely looked at her. His eyes were still darting around his outfit, feeling his cage tremble, but then he felt her take his hand and move it towards her crotch. As his manicured fingers were shifted in her direction, he suddenly noticed that the lines of her mini dress had changed. There was something pushing from behind, and then she opened up her legs, and he watched a huge, thick black dildo flop out and bounce around in front of her. It was attached to a harness around her waist, and as it poked out from behind her dress, it looked very convincingly like it was the real thing.



She pushed his hand onto the shaft and helped him grip it.



“
 Make me hard, sissy.
 ” She said breathlessly.



He stood there stunned. He went back to her, his hand around her dildo, not knowing what he was meant to do other than listen to what he was being told.



He had no experience of anything like this. They had pushed well into the realms of the new, and his hand was shaking as he wrapped it around her cock.



“
 Come on, princess. You can
 ’
 t dress like this and think you aren
 ’
 t going to get fucked.
 ”



His heart was pounding. This was desperately turning him on. His knees were weak as he was washed over by the constant dominance of his wife.



He watched her eyes fix on him. She stared at him with intensity, wanting him to start playing with her cock. He looked down at the sight of his long pink nails around her member, and without much thought, he started to move his hand back and forth.



He could feel his fingers catching on the silicon. It wasn
 ’
 t smooth or easy to rub against, but he continued to work his way along her shaft like she would have done to him before his member was trapped.



“
 Oh God, that feels so good. You are such a pretty girl. I
 ’
 m getting hard for you.
 ”



She playfully mocked him, making him feel smaller and more feminine than ever.



“
 Look at yourself.
 ” She said softly as he tried to look away from the embarrassment happening in the mirror.



He blushed hard as he watched his feminised form jerking off a cock and how dominant his wife looked. He could feel his mind being washed of all freedom and masculinity as he saw her power.



“
 You look so much prettier as a girl, I like you like this.
 ” She moaned at him as this scene was obviously making her wet.



“
 Get on your knees and suck my cock, sissy.
 ” She suddenly barked at him.



It felt like this was quickly getting away from him, but he wasn
 ’
 t sure that he could say he deserved anything else when he looked like this. His little dress showed off his panties, his feet curling in the stilettos as he still had his hand on her dildo.



Becca showed a side of her he had rarely experienced. She looked like a domme, and she certainly started to act like one when she grabbed his head and yanked him to the floor. It all happened so quickly as his knees gave way and he ended up on the ground. Her dildo was inches from his face as she slapped him around the face with her hand at first, and then once she grabbed a fistful of his wig, she grabbed her cock with her free hand and started to slap his makeup-covered face hard.



“
 Right where you belong.
 ” She said with a laugh.



It wasn
 ’
 t lost on Nick how far he had fallen. They explored their sexuality together, and now he was entirely under her control. He looked ridiculous, and she was loving every second of it.



Nick was gasping and moaning from the pain and humiliation. It burned into him. He could feel the fake tits pressing against his chest. The bra pulled against his back; his eyes were watering. Then she pushed him even further.



She suddenly stopped slapping him and pushed the head of her dildo against his open lips and slipped it into his mouth. Nick gagged as she pushed it over his tongue and towards the back of his mouth. Her hands were holding his head tightly as she exerted more control.



Becca started to move her hips back and forth, slowly fucking his face. He could see himself in the mirror and the tears rolling down his cheeks as he fought back, gagging. She was throwing her head back and moaning loudly, getting a kick from his submission.



“
 Fuck you are pathetic. You belong to me.
 ” She shouted out.



Everything felt so intense. His skin was tingling with every touch and moment of contact. His hands were on her thighs, his nails pressing against her skin, feeling like everything was slipping away from him.



She forced the dildo against the back of his mouth harder. Forcing it in with more power. He could feel his skin starting to sweat. The dress felt tighter, his tits bounced as she went, and he wanted to push her away, but he didn
 ’
 t have the physical or mental strength to do that.



Then suddenly she pulled back, and the dildo popped out of his mouth. Her arm was outstretched, holding his head there as she caught her breath.



“
 Fuck this is hot.
 ” She said between gasps.
 “
 I don
 ’
 t know why we didn
 ’
 t do this sooner. Want to fuck me?
 ” She said, looking down at him with a smile.



“
 Finally!
 ” He thought to himself.



He felt as though he had earned it. Being under her control hadn
 ’
 t been easy, and he was ready to get hard and show her he could be the man. He was going to wrestle back control at last.



“
 So much.
 ” He said quickly.



“
 Great, I need a good fucking. I
 ’
 m so wet. Wait here.
 ” She skipped off with her dildo flopping back and forth.



He stayed entirely still. Partly because he still felt pathetic and also because he didn
 ’
 t want to mess this up. His mind is running away from



Nick was imagining what they were going to get up to. How good it would feel to get inside of her, but when she returned looking smug and pleased with herself, his skin went cold.



“
 Put this on, sissy.
 ”



She threw another strapon harness at him with a medium-sized pink dildo attached.



“
 What?
 ” He responded petulantly.



“
 Excuse me bitch?
 ” Becca quickly replied, her eyebrows raised and fire in her eyes.



“
 Becca, I want to fuck you. So badly. I want to get hard and feel myself inside of you.
 ”



His words fell on deaf ears as she instantly started to fall about laughing.



“
 You seriously don
 ’
 t know what this is, do you. I own you, sissy, and I want you to stay caged and look like this. You aren
 ’
 t getting hard, but I still want a good fucking. So either you put that on and screw me, or I will find a man who will. Up to you.
 ”



With that bombshell, she slipped back onto her back and opened her legs, showing that she had no knickers on.



His hands were shaking. He didn
 ’
 t know what to do. He could feel himself leaking from the cage with his body so turned on after expecting to get hard and having that taken away from him. He didn
 ’
 t have a choice. There was only one way this was going to end up because the idea of her getting fucked by another guy turned his stomach. He needed to do this now and worry about it later.



Quietly, he got up from his kneeling position. She was beaming, obviously pleased that she had so easily got him to this point.



He looked and felt ridiculous as he watched himself shimmy a harness up his legs with a little pink dildo bouncing around as he went. Eventually, the cock was poking out from under his dress as he tightened the harness and settled the fake cock just about his caged member that was screaming to be let out.



“
 Much better, that thing is much bigger than yours ever was, so I can finally get a good long fucking from you.
 ”



He was whimpering as he clicked over to her, a little wobbly in his high heels and feeling lightheaded. He approached slowly, and Becca reached out and lightly held his cock. He moaned watching her fingers on the dildo, knowing that in another life it would have been actual contact on his member. He was breathing quickly; he wasn
 ’
 t sure he had ever been so sexually frustrated before. He was on edge and sensitive as she pulled him close.



“
 That
 ’
 s a princess. Fuck me like you mean it.
 ”



She guided him towards her, and he watched the pink dick slip into her beautiful wet mound. She instantly started to groan with pleasure, and he burned with jealousy.



He felt like he was fucking her. He put his moves on her, thrusting into her, watching her reactions, feeling their bodies clash together, but he got absolutely none of the pleasure. It was completely one-way.



“
 Fuck that feels good. Keep up that pace.
 ” She ordered.



It was a little different from any sex they had had before because she could bark out anything she wanted to happen. Before, it was a little more mutual.



She suddenly slapped him hard across the face and grabbed him around the neck.



“
 I said keep that pace. Fucking listen, I need to climax.
 ”



He was whimpering as she moaned louder and louder. He concentrated on everything he had to keep the pace steady and please her. He was still working under the hope that he would get a reward if this went well.



He bit his lips, tasting his lipstick, felt his long blonde wig sticking to his skin, and his fake tits bounced as his wife writhed around in pleasure.



“
 Fuck this feels good. Good girl. Good girl.
 ” She shouted out.



Nick listened to her cries of pleasure getting louder and louder until finally she wrapped her legs around his, gripped his throat hard and started to climax with his little pink dildo inside of her. He continued his rhythm, not knowing what to do. Should he go deep, could he go faster? He didn
 ’
 t want to rock the boat, so he continued to fuck her steadily, feeling his little prick strain behind the cage and against the dildo. The sissy clothes felt amazing against his smooth skin. He would have done anything for the climax as he watched his wife have the time of her life.



The room was filled with the sounds of her climax. She was screaming loud and proud as her trapped sissified husband screwed her with one way pleasure. Then, finally, her body dropped, and every muscle relaxed. She was panting and pushing him off. He stepped back, feeling ridiculous in his little dress, looking at her with hope.



“
 I
 ’
 m exhausted, I
 ’
 m going to save really dominating you for another day, sissy. Go and make me a drink so I can relax.
 ”



He felt as though the world fell away from him in that moment. Gravity became heavy. His head was throbbing. He was so desperate for climax that he could have cried, and now she had what she wanted, she just dismissed him to do her bidding.



She looked at him with that devilish look in her eye.



“
 Don
 ’
 t be sad, sissy, you might as well get used to it because this isn
 ’
 t changing any time soon.
 ”



Her words were ringing in his ears. How had it come to this?







The end
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Chapter One



Looking pretty everyday







After years of happily sampling every kink and sexual style there was, Becca and Nick had become stuck on one; Becca wasn
 ’
 t allowing them to move past it.



It started with Nick in chastity, panties and nylons under his clothes all the time, but that
 ’
 s had exploded into something so much more. Becca was flourishing in the position of dominance, loving being in charge and thriving watching her husband humiliated and squirming.



Nick was ashamed at how much it turned him on to be so out of control. His ego was constantly struggling against her orders, but his wife was entirely focused on making this what she wanted, his complete sissification.



Nick had no idea where her desire came from. He was in the dark and completely blind. She was pushing him forward; his time outside of the house at work was his only respite, and even then, his mind wasn
 ’
 t freed from her grip because of the increasingly intricate and elaborate things she had him wear under his suit.



After she showed her hand and feminised him, his days out of the house were filled with lingerie: bra, suspender belt, panties and nylons under his suit and tie. His back passage was stuffed full with a large buttplug, and his body was still kept completely smooth and now tanned. If he took off his male clothes, it was becoming increasingly difficult to differentiate his body from a woman
 ’
 s, and Becca couldn
 ’
 t have enjoyed it more.



As soon as he was back home, he was stripped of his male facade, and then the domination began.



He had never felt like his wife was so engaged with him. He felt complimented by how obsessed she was with him. There wasn
 ’
 t a moment throughout the day that she wasn
 ’
 t in contact with him in some form, and it made him feel special, no matter what the cost of it was.



“
 How was your day, sweetheart?
 ” His wife said with a smile as she placed a pair of pink stilettos on the floor for him.



“
 This is getting hard, Becca. I can barely concentrate. It
 ’
 s all I think about.
 ”



There had been a buildup of frustration and emotion over the days and weeks he had been caged. He had been getting all the attention he could ever need, but nothing else. She climaxed every day, usually more than once a day, and he just had to sit there and watch it, yearning for something of his own, and he started to well up as it got too much.



His quivering plea came out of nowhere and at first was met with silence. She stood next to the towering stilettos waiting for him to step in without responding, but he didn
 ’
 t move, nor did she.



After the words trickled out of his mouth, he started to feel his pulse race and his skin get hot and sweaty. He could barely think straight. He needed kindness and a soft response, but he knew that she was deep in the dominant role and wasn
 ’
 t sure how this would play out.



She continued to look at him like they were having a standoff. Her eyebrows raised, and his hands tingling. Maybe if he did what she wanted and stepped into the shoes, she would respond. He took a deep, forlorn breath and pressed his toes into the high heels, feeling the glorious feeling of his muscles tighten as they got used to the new shape the shoes forced his feet into.



“
 So what
 ’
 s wrong, princess? Eh? Why are you whining?
 ”



To his surprise, she stepped towards him and pressed her hand against his balls, stroking and playing with them. Her teasing was glorious agony.



The hardest thing about her being in charge was her poker face. He had absolutely no idea what she was thinking or planning. She loved to surprise and blindside him, and her not hitting him as soon as he spoke out was unnerving.



“
 I just need to cum, my balls hurt, I
 ’
 m on edge all the time. It
 ’
 s all I can think about.
 ”



She was so sexy. Her beautiful body pressed against his as she continued to caress his member.



“
 Oh, baby, how long has it been now?
 ”



He wanted to act like he didn
 ’
 t know, but actually, he was well aware when this cage went on. The first few weeks had just been fun and exploratory, but it quickly pushed into dominance and feminisation, and now he was over a month.



“
 Four weeks and two days.
 ” He said back far too quickly.



“
 Oh, baby, so do you think you are a good enough girl to earn a climax?
 ”



His heart almost stopped at the suggestion it wasn
 ’
 t a flat no. Again, he wished he could have played it cool, but he blurted out a response so quickly that she had barely finished speaking.



“
 Yes. Oh god yes.
 ”



Suddenly, the massaging stopped, and she dug her nails into his balls like a clamp. Holding them tight and making him grunt.



“
 That
 ’
 s not a very good start, is it. You want a reward, and you are forgetting your place, aren
 ’
 t you, princess?
 ”



“
 Sorry, Mistress. Yes, Mistress.
 ” He knew exactly what was expected. She had reiterated it enough with a paddle in her hand, and he responded fast again.



“
 Better, well then, let
 ’
 s set a challenge. You can earn climax tonight if you do everything you are told and prove that you are committed to this lifestyle. How does that sound?
 ”



His heart was pounding now. He felt like it was going to burst out of his chest; he was so excited. Climax had filled every inch of his existence for so long, and now that it was actually held up as an option, he didn
 ’
 t know what to do, and Becca, of course, was well aware of that.



“
 No response this time. Maybe I shouldn
 ’
 t offer? You don
 ’
 t want to cum anymore?
 ”



His jaw was on the floor. He was gasping for air. She was still gripping his balls hard and making him whimper.



“
 Yes, whatever you want, Mistress. Please, please let me cum.
 ”



“
 Let
 ’
 s see if you can earn it.
 ” She said with a smug smile as she finally let go of his balls and walked off with a swagger in her step, knowing she had got exactly what she wanted.



He waddled behind her. The high heels forced him to walk in a different, more exaggerated way. It shifted the buttplug inside of him. Moving against his body, making it loud against his hole. He moaned with every step. Little whimpers of discomfort came out of his lips.



He followed his wife to their front room, where the lights were dimmed, and candles littered the sides of the room. Nick scrunched his face up, confused. What had she been planning? What was going on? Every time he felt as though he had wrestled some control back, he felt as though she was one step ahead. He had been begging for release and told to earn it, and now watched his wife slip out of her clothes and lie on a message table in the centre of the room.



“
 You will find massage oils on the dresser. It
 ’
 s been a stressful day at work, and I want to relax. Get to it.
 ” She said with her face pointing towards the floor.



His hands were shaking. She was so assured of herself, making their lives exactly what she wanted and ensuring he did everything he was told. The stakes felt higher than ever. Her naked body was making his little prick tremble in its cage. He wanted climax more than anything, more than he wanted to wear men
 ’
 s clothes around the house or get to pick dinner. It consumed him like nothing before. He felt as though the last month had been a blur that he wasn
 ’
 t living. Every second, he was desperate to skip just to get to the end so he could try and pretend he wasn
 ’
 t enjoying being this vulnerable and ridiculous.



This feeling drove him. It was the only thing he could focus on, and that
 ’
 s why he was pouring oil onto his hands before he started to slowly massage her body.



It was tender and romantic. The moment felt sexually charged as he started at her shoulders and worked his way down. Becca only spoke when she wasn
 ’
 t happy with what he was doing. Slight changes to motion or location, making sure it was what she needed and not just a box-ticking exercise for her lingerie-clad hubby.



As he continued down, he felt himself calm. The first contact between them was always heightened, but as she methodically had him relieve and release her stress, he could feel the straining between his legs cease. He started to focus and do a good job. He wanted her to be pleased with him, and he could hear her grunts as he worked on her lower back. He was actually doing something selfless and for her, as he didn
 ’
 t rush through the rest.



Eventually, after what felt like hours, he got to her feet. His mind was zoned in on working out every knotted muscle, so when she turned on submission again, he was almost taken by surprise.



“
 Kiss my feet, girl.
 ” She said like it was a perfectly logical expectation.



Her shining feet were in front of him, and he knelt down and started to press his face against her soles. He could feel the oil covering his face as he messily kissed and sucked her toes, knowing that he looked ridiculous, but what other choice did he have?



“
 Good girl, you pathetic bitch.
 ” He mocked him as he covered every area of her feet in kisses.



As he went, he tried to fight off the thoughts of what he had become. Was the climax really worth this? But he knew in his heart that, with how frustrated he had become, no amount of doubt would make him stop.



Then suddenly his life flipped around onto her front and opened her legs.



“
 Eat my pussy whore.
 ” She said, motioning for him to come towards her.



There wasn
 ’
 t any hesitation now. She had very effectively dangled just the right reward at just the right time, so that he was scrabbling around to please her. His face was buried in her pussy in seconds. Her hands are on the back of his head, clutching him close.



For some reason, this felt even more pathetic than usual. At least most evenings when she was toying with him, he would have a full face of makeup on, ensuring he looked like a woman, but there was no doubt right now he was meant to be a man, but had failed miserably.



Her knees clamped around his head as he awkwardly did his best to stay on the bench between her legs. Every muscle was straining to stay in position as he licked until his jaw ached and his wife was moaning at the top of her lungs, feeling her frustrations seep away just as he hoped she would be doing for him shortly.



Her hands were running through his hair, pulling and yanking. She was gasping loudly, and he suddenly felt her body start to tense and convulse. She threw her hips up, and he pushed his tongue in deeper until she climaxed loud and hard.



“
 Fuck you, stupid little slut. You are the most pathetic excuse for a man I have ever fucking seen.
 ” She shouted at the top of her lungs, seemingly not caring who heard or if he was outed. She was in ecstasy and was fully intent on enjoying it.



After some loud groans and a lot of panting, she started to relax. Her back went flat again, and she released his head, and Nick burned with jealousy, maybe it was his turn now, was all he could think as she eventually looked down at him.



“
 I want to fuck a pretty girl next. Let
 ’
 s give you a makeover.
 ”



His work was nowhere near done yet.



















Chapter two



Pretty girl







Nick could feel the dynamic constantly shifting. The pull of his wife makes it impossible to say no to her, even without a climax on the line. He couldn
 ’
 t take his eyes off her naked body, beautiful and sexy, but it was her confidence that really burrowed under his skin. She owned that room, moved with an assurance that he found intoxicating as she grabbed his hand and pulled him, tottering in his high heels, upstairs.



“
 It just doesn
 ’
 t feel right anymore when you aren
 ’
 t wearing makeup and looking pretty. I don
 ’
 t like to look at you without it, but I have been thinking that when you look that hot, you need to get fucked.
 ”



This was something of a recurring topic for Becca. She had stuffed various toys inside him. Used her fingers to fuck him, but up until now, she had yet to fuck him, but she had constantly made it clear it would happen at some point. To her, it was the ultimate submission. To be bent over by his wife whilst looking like a girl, there would be no denying what he was, then she claimed.



His head was swimming with worried thoughts, but that wasn
 ’
 t even the issue that stood in front of him. First of all, his wife was going to feminise him again.



Every day was spent dressed and looking girly, but there was always something holding Becca back, but not today. She sat him down, and the first thing she did was pluck away at his eyebrows. His heart was in his mouth as the painful pricks across his forehead didn
 ’
 t stop.



“
 Every time I have given you a makeover, these slugs always ruin the look, well, not anymore.
 ”



There was no consideration given to his life outside of this house. His work or friends would see a vast difference in the thickness of his brows. He should have said something, but he knew what was at stake; the climax was above all else, and even if he had to hide away for a few weeks until they grew back, it was a price worth paying. Because of that, he just sat there quietly quivering as she continued to pull the small hairs away, and he felt his brows start to get thinner and thinner.



Next, she moved onto his lips, and while usually the lipstick was the last thing she would apply, she actually coated them with a thick, clear gloss, and almost instantly, he felt his mouth start to become tight. Nick's panic was obvious.



“
 Don
 ’
 t worry, it
 ’
 s just something to plump up those lips for a bit, make them perfect for sucking cock.
 ” She said, purring at the fear in his eyes.



This was how she continued. Anything that she had seemingly been too concerned to try and was taking her opportunity to do it now. No matter how much he shook, he was allowing her to do whatever she wanted without a whisper of complaint, and the entire time his member was dancing, impatient to be set free.



Becca pierced his belly button, pushing a little bejewelled stud through the newly created hole and then hovered over his ears, threatening to do more.



“
 I would love to get your ears pierced and your nose. But I guess that one might be a little harder to explain.
 ” She giggled.



He felt some relief wash over him. At least she did know some limited was all he could think as his stomach ached from the home piercing that had just taken place.



Once these steps were taken, she started to apply his makeup. Every time she did it, there was always care and engagement about it. She took her time, obviously enjoying applying it as much as he liked it being put on.



She stilted the sponges across his face, lightening the edges and contouring his features. He sat there quietly, enjoying the contact and attention, feeling his lips continue to pull against his face, constantly reminding him that the changes were ongoing.



She brushed his eyebrows and shaped them again. His heart was in his mouth a little at the prospect of what she had done, but those concerns never sat for long with his member still going crazy in its cage.



She bit her lip, looking seductive as she concentrated. The lingerie on his body hung tightly against his form; everything was intense as she pulled his blonde wig over his head.



“
 I will never get over how fucking hot you look as a girl.
 ” She said with a smile.
 “
 Make sure you don
 ’
 t take a peek in the mirror. I want to get you dressed first.
 ” She said teasingly.



He stood fixed on the wall ahead. His mind was fizzing with the sensations of everything around him. He felt like a different person now, lost to make up and dominance. Nowhere to turn but into the arms of his changed wife.



She gleefully pulled an outfit together that was as playful and revealing as anything he had worn before. Very over-the-top luminous yellow lingerie set. A tiny mini dress covered in shining, tiny mirrored squares. There was no way he was going to be able to hide away wearing this loud outfit, and it was all topped off by some bright pink Mary Jane stilettos. It was garish and meant to be.



She quickly threw it on his body. The clothes fit perfectly. Something he could never get used to, having always persuaded himself that surely he was such a masculine man, panties and a dress wouldn
 ’
 t fit, but he was being proven very wrong. Then it was the moment of truth, the time to see how far she had dragged him into sissification yet again. A day in hidden lingerie seemed like nothing compared to what he had to go through in the evenings.



He loved the moment his makeovers were revealed, but this one was particularly breathtaking. When he saw himself, the adjustments she had made seemed mammoth. His entire face seemed different with his thin brows and plump lips. The dress was tiny, and he could feel the piercing below. His cock continued to strain and go crazy. His eyes were watering from how frustrated he was, but his wife was only just starting her fun.



“
 Bend over the bed.
 ”



He spread out his long, pointed, sparkling nails and sighed nervously. There were a few moments of silence as she paced around behind. He had no idea what she was up to, but soon it became clear.



Becca slowly hiked his dress up, revealing his little pert butt. She grabbed it and stroked his skin before bringing her hand down hard on his backside. He flinched when he felt the cold ends of a flogger against his skin.



She suddenly twirled it around and hit him hard. He gasped and gritted his teeth, feeling the edges of the leather whip dig in.



“
 Fuck.
 ” His plump lips exclaimed.



“
 Shut up, sissy. I didn
 ’
 t tell you to walk.
 ” She hissed at him once again, making the most of her power.



She caught him again in the same spot, but harder this time.



“
 Tell me, sissy, if I can
 ’
 t be fucked by you, then who should be getting fucked?
 ”



He knew exactly what she was driving at. She was keen for him to aid his own demise, but he couldn
 ’
 t bring himself to say the words. His mind was blank. No words came out of his mouth as he panted in pain and was frozen.



She spun it again and spanked him harder. The room was filled with the many long, thin leather strips catching his skin repeatedly, and his face was turning bright red through pain, but still, he said nothing.



“
 Come on now, one of us needs to get fucked, and this thing isn
 ’
 t much use, is it?
 ”



She flicked her wrist and turned the pain into his balls, catching them hard and making Nick almost collapse. She continued to flog his balls as she was met with his silence.



“
 Nothing to say for yourself? Shall I make it a little clearer? You dress like a slut, you look like a slut, so what does a slut get?
 ”



She really started to go to town on his backside. Again and again, she hit him. With each connection, the pain grew, and his gasps became louder. He was gripping the bedding below, trying to get through the worst of it and navigate this discipline, but he had no idea what he was meant to say, and thankfully, his wife filled in the blank.



“
 Let
 ’
 s make it easy because obviously you are a stupid bimbo, you need to get fucked. I want to fuck you hard and make you feel a dick inside of you. We can
 ’
 t call you a man, and so if you are a girl, then you are going to get screwed like one.
 ”



His whole body was blushing as his wife continued to strip away his masculinity. She didn
 ’
 t stop working his backside. His skin continued to get more painful as she spanked the same spots. He forced out yelps of pain, his eyes watering, knowing that this was ending in him getting fucked, but it would all be worth it.



Then there was silence behind him. His wife stopped. The pain finished. She moved away from his throbbing backside, leaving him trying to catch his breath.



“
 Get me hard, girl.
 ” Came the next statement.



Nick turned with his heart in his mouth, being faced with his wife in a new leather harness and a large, long pink dildo attached to it. She loved to pretend that her cock was real and that he needed to work hard to get her turned on.



He was trembling as he got down to his knees. His hands were shaking as he nervously tucked his long blonde hair behind his ear, making his gold earrings wobble. He opened his thick lips and coyly looked up at his wife.



He looked and acted nothing like a man anymore. He blushed as the head of the pink dildo crossed his mouth and his manicured fingers touched the fake balls. She looked down at him, grinning. She loved every second of how pathetic he had become.



“
 Good girl, suck that cock, get me hard so I can fuck you as hard as I like.
 ”



She stroked his face, pulling his long hair back and watching every movement of him sucking cock.



“
 That
 ’
 s it. Take it all. Be a pretty slut for me.
 ” She continued to encourage and mock him, making his heart race, but his cock stir. His member hadn
 ’
 t been this active in days, and all because he could feel how close he was, and this only pushed him to act more like the sissy she told him he was.



His lips were wrapped tightly around the shaft now, and he was throwing his head back and forth.



“
 Fuck that
 ’
 s good. You suck cock so well. It feels amazing.
 ” She was moaning down at him.



He knew her words and actions were built to humiliate him, but he loved it.



Then her hands were on his head, and she took control. She started to pump her hips forward, making him choke.



“
 Enjoy it, princess. Moan for me. Sounds like a girl for me.
 ” She was instructing his every movement.



He duly delivered. He let out girly moans that were muffled behind the cock stuffed in his mouth, and he didn
 ’
 t hold back. He pushed his tits out and did all he could to show off his feminine movements and form until finally she placed a hand on his forehead and pulled him off her cock.



“
 Now it
 ’
 s time to fuck.
 ” She said, showing her teeth.



Becca's eyes were wide with excitement. She had been waiting for this, and Nick wasn
 ’
 t going to let his wife be disappointed.



“
 Please fuck me, hard Mistress.
 ” He said with a quiver in his voice,















Chapter Three



Disappointing Climax







Nick felt like he was a shadow of the man who entered this marriage, and his wife was taking full advantage of that. He was shaking in his high heels as she shoved him forward and pushed his face into the bed. She was taking her time, not wanting to rush the moment.



His backside was on fire from the spanking, and every small touch to his bright red skin would make him flinch. Her soft fingers ran along his edges, caressing his skin, building up to the moment she had made very clear was happening.



She slipped her hands between his cheeks and pulled them apart, opening him up to the room and making sure there were no obstacles to his back passage. The large buttplug was still very snug inside of him, and she playfully worked her fingers around the edge, knowing that even the slightest of touches was going to be loud to him. He quivered. His body was shaking as she continued to tease. Her finger was circling his plug and threatening action.



“
 You look nice and ready to finally take a big cock in there. Ever since this started, I have been waiting, dreaming and fantasising about making you squeal.
 ” He could hear the desire in her voice. She was almost moaning just talking about pegging him.



Then her grip tightened around the toy, and she twisted it a few times before yanking on it hard. For just a moment, he could feel his muscle fight against it, but it was only a moment. His hole gave way, and he felt it slide out with force before dropping onto the floor below them and leaving him vulnerable.



Her hands were back on his hips. Her dildo hovered between them, grazing his skin and between his stretched cheeks before he finally felt the wet tip make light contact with his entrance.



He was ashamed to feel that she didn
 ’
 t need to guide it with her hands. She caught the head on the edge of his muscle, and then with a light amount of pressure from her hips, she popped the tip into him, and Nick
 ’
 s eyes rolled into the back of his head. It felt incredible.



His arms were shaking as his body felt a dildo being forced deeper for the first time. Every movement she made was magnified in his body. Now they were attached by this silicon toy.



Nick gasped, his painted lips letting out a feeble sound of submission as her cock split him in two and burrowed deeper. The idea that this was all for a climax had disappeared because now he felt how good it was to be full. She continued to force it into him, the large pink cock got deeper, and soon he could feel it pushing against his G-spot. It was the most uncomfortable, intensely pleasurable experience of his life.



Nick instantly wanted this to stop and never end, both at the same time. His legs were shaking, threatening to give way, his heart pounding and his jaw on the floor as she pinned him down and started to fuck.



“
 You
 …”



She shouted out with a thrust as his fake tits bounced forward.



“
 Are
 …”



She pulled back and hammered home again, forcing the air from his lungs.



“
 My
 …”



Her nails dig in, and her body slapped against his red backside.



“
 Sissy
 …”



She spanked him again in time with her fucking. His eyes welled up.



“
 Slut
 …”



He could hear the grit in her voice. She was loving the power she had and how raw and rough she could fuck Tim.



“
 Forever
 …”



The final word she shouted out with such conviction. She was fully committed to this, and he needed to get on board. She was stuck on this kink because it fit so well with her, with them. He wasn
 ’
 t the man of the house and never had been, and so seeing him in lingerie with a cock inside of him felt right.



Becca was never the wallflower who fell in line with her husband
 ’
 s needs. She wanted to maximise her fun and pleasure, and that was manifesting in sissifying her husband.



She shuffled her feet forward a little, getting closer to his body. Her hands cupped his hips, and she started to fuck him hard and fast. She slammed her weight against his backside and filled him with every inch of the dildo attached to her. He could feel every vein along the thick shaft open him up as she flung herself inside of him, and he moaned in response every time without fail.



“
 Sex has never felt so good.
 ” She moaned at him.
 “
 This is the only way you will ever have sex again; that little prick between your legs is useless now.
 ”



He was whimpering at her words and remembering that he was still doing all of this for climax, and she had been so certain with her requirement that he had to perform and be the sissy she desired. He started to moan in a little, feminine, pretty voice. Let out small sounds of girlish pleasure.



“
 So pathetic.
 ” She said with a change in tone, and it only spurred him on.



He didn
 ’
 t know why he was wired to enjoy it so much, but there was no doubt that everything about this was pushing the right buttons.



Her hand on his shoulder, pushing him down, his tits and little cock bouncing. Everything about this screamed that he had lost all masculinity, and it was making his body go wild. He was on edge; he needed to climax to confirm his level of pleasure wasn
 ’
 t wasted, and he watched his back and touched his body, acting like he wanted it because the truth was he did.



“
 That
 ’
 s it, you are such a slut. You love it in the ass.
 ” She giggled from behind.



She loved to degrade him. Telling him what he was and how he wasn
 ’
 t a man anymore. The chastity cage started it all, but now it had developed into something so much more.



She was relentless with her fucking. Her stamina was impressive, and she pounded him with the same amount of strength from the start to finish, and when she finally did finish, yanking her cock from him, his hole gaping and heart in his mouth, he knew he must have been at climax stage.



“
 On your back, girl.
 ” She said, clicking her fingers.



He moved instantly. He saw her beautiful form with the massive, shining dildo hanging from her waist. As soon as he was on his back, she bound his legs and arms, making sure that what happened next was entirely on her terms.



“
 So I guess we are at that point. Your reward.
 ”



As she spoke, she sat down next to him. His whole body was shaking as he tried to control his breathing and excitement. He watched her pull the key around her neck and slowly drape it over his cage.



“
 Do you think you deserve climax?
 ” She mused.



He whimpered and nodded his head desperately.



“
 I suppose you have been a good girl.
 ”



She pushed the key into the cage and went to turn it. He gasped as she suddenly stopped.



“
 Just one last question.
 ” She said, smiling. He was frozen.
 “
 Once you have had your little climax, you are going to continue to be my sissy, do you understand that?
 ”



“
 Yes, Mistress. Yes, yes.
 ” He couldn
 ’
 t have replied any more quickly. He didn
 ’
 t care what he had to say or agree to; he was so close.



“
 Good girl, I will remind you of that.
 ” She said with a glint in her eye as she finally turned the key and released his chastity cage.



Nick's entire body was shaking as he felt his member start to fill with blood and push the tiny flat cage open. He was lightheaded, feeling the freedom he hadn
 ’
 t experienced for weeks. His bottom lip was trembling as the restriction didn
 ’
 t arrive, and he actually got fully hard.



As soon as he was erect, his wife dripped some cold liquid along the length and slowly picked it up and wrapped her fingers around his member before beginning the slowest handjob he had ever experienced.



His prick was so sensitive that he was trembling. He needed her to go faster and harder, but she kept her steady rhythm.



“
 Does that feel good, princess? Having your little clit played with.
 ”



He was shaking. Writhing around in his restraints, trying to get a little more pleasure from her hand as she continued to give him just enough movement to stimulate him.



“
 Do you want to cum, baby?
 ” She said sweetly.



He grumbled back, not being able to say words.



“
 Just remember that when you cum, this doesn
 ’
 t end. You are still my girl, and I am still going to make you as pretty and pathetic as physically possible.
 ”



“
 Yes. Yes, I know.
 ” He shouted back, and she instantly dropped his cock.



“
 Say sorry for speaking to your Mistress like that.
 ” She said, grinning and enjoying how easily she could make him whimper.



She moved her hand faster, working her fingers over his sensitive head, and as he began moaning more loudly, she dropped off the pace and went back to her slow movements.



She was silent as she began repeating this process. Edging Nick until he was right on the brink of climax before allowing the sensation to die down just enough that she could do it again.



Nick was almost in tears. He was right on the edge. Needing the release and wanting to feel the outpouring of pleasure, she was so expertly denying him.



“
 What are you?
 ” She said calmly.



“
 I am your sissy.
 ” His voice was weak.



“
 Good girl, you are learning. And what happens after you cum?
 ” She continued.



“
 We carry on.
 ” He whimpered.



“
 Exactly right, princess.
 ”



Then that seemed to be the final part she wanted to hear because her hand started flying up and down in a blur. He was wiggling around and feeling the joy of climax start to build. He pushed up his hips and gasped for air. It was everything he had hoped as his balls tensed almost painfully as he hit the biggest, most deserved orgasm of his life, and then she stopped.



His eyes shot open, his mouth wide as he felt his hardness drop to his stomach and start to pulse lifelessly. Becca slapped his balls hard, and his cock tensed, pushing out warm globs of cum all over his dress and lingerie. She hit him again, making him flinch as more semen slipped from the tip of his cock.



He felt his cum disappointingly dribble down his stomach and drop onto the bed below him. His wife sat next to him, smug. Looking at the last few disappointing flinches of his cock. He felt no pleasure, no release, but he knew he had climaxed, and she was very glad with how it happened. His cock quickly shrivelled.



“
 I hope it was worth it, princess.
 ” She said, holding his flat metal cage.
 “
 This is going back on, and I
 ’
 m not sure if it
 ’
 s going to come off. As you said, you are a sissy, and this isn
 ’
 t going to stop; you aren
 ’
 t anywhere near as girly as I would like. This is just the beginning.
 ”



She grinned as she ran a finger down his now small and soft cock. The contact felt dull. After climax, the level of sensitivity had dropped, and his mind was clearing. He wanted to relax on the couch, laze around and eat bad food but that
 ’
 s not what Becca had agreed. He was going straight back into chastity, being kept tied up and in absolutely no doubt that this life wasn
 ’
 t even missing a beat; this was permanent.











The end
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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.



















This is just the beginning …











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.







Very soon, Ellis was going to be pushed to leave his male persona behind and serve his wife without question ...This story is about a fantasy becoming a reality as Ellis is forced to see if what he always dreamed of expereince was actually what would make him feel complete.
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