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Part 1

Feminization Begins

[image: ]


Chapter 1

Camp Transcendence

“Have you ever heard the expression, ‘walk a mile in her shoes’? Well, here at Camp Transcendence, you’re going to literally learn how that feels,” the camp councilor prattled on.

I rolled my eyes at her and her whole camp, still annoyed that my wife, Daphne, had forced me to come to such a place.

“You don’t understand how hard I work around the house,” she had told me. “You take me and everything I do for granted while you just relax and watch your stupid sports. All of my girl friend’s husbands help out around the house. Why can’t you?”

“Because they’re all pussies and I’m a man,” I replied as I took a sip of beer and turned the volume louder on the television.

I remember hearing her scream and stomp her feet behind me as she stormed away. I remember thinking the conversation was over, but it wasn’t.

Daphne stormed back into the living room an hour later with a ticket to Camp Transcendence, some magical camp that women force their husbands to attend. She said that this camp was supposed to teach guys like me to become more modern men who help and support their wives. She then told me that I either take the ticket and go to the camp, or she walks out the door and never comes back.

I didn’t appreciate her ultimatum, but I also didn’t want to lose my wife. Especially when she was offering me a solo vacation to some camp in the wilderness. I figured it would give her some time to cool off and remember how much she loved and needed me, and that I could just bullshit my way through whatever this camp was and enjoy some time in the great outdoors. So I agreed to come and that’s why I’m here now.

From what I had seen of the camp so far, I was starting to realize that it wasn’t going to be what I expected. I was expecting the camp to be run by a bunch of “modern” men, but the entire staff was made up of beautiful women. I had a feeling that resisting their temptations would be the real challenge of this camp.

But I also knew that one false step could ruin everything. Because all of the men here were signed up by their spouses, the camp said they kept a close relationship with the partnes and would send frequent status reports of our progress. If I tried hitting on one of these councilors, she might report back to Daphne and then there would be no way she would stay with me. I couldn’t risk that.

I looked around beside me and counted about nine other men standing next to me. Nine other men whose partners had deemed them “not modern enough” — whatever the hell that means. I guess I grew up in an old fashioned household where a man worked and the woman took care of the household. That lifestyle worked perfectly for my parents and for centuries of families before us so why does that suddenly need to change now?

“Your partners have all filled out extensive questionnaires, detailing the problems in your relationships. We have designed specific curriculum for each of you to help address your partners needs and issues,” the councilor continued.

I raised my hand and shouted out, “When do we get to address the issues we have with them?”

The councilor frowned at the chorus of laughter from the men beside me. “You do not. You are here to learn to empathize with them, to understand their needs and concerns. Then you will learn how you can better yourself in ways that will address those topics.”

So this is like a one sided couple’s therapy? At least I don’t have to sit in front of some quack psychiatrist while he blames me for everything.

“This is not going to be easy. This will push you beyond your limits and your comfort. But you must remember for whom you are doing this — your significant others,” the councilor said.

I let out a sigh at her words. I had a feeling that she was right, that this camp wouldn’t be the cakewalk I expected it to be. But she was also right that I was doing this for my Daphne. Despite my old fashioned ways, I could acknowledge that she does a lot around the house to keep things clean and to keep me fed, and I loved her for that. I owed her giving this camp a try.

The councilor continued, “Love doesn’t come easy and from what we have heard from your partners, it is clear that many of you have forgotten this. The staff at Camp Transcendence is here to help you remember the vows you made to your spouses and to understand what it takes to hold true to them.”

I don’t remember my vows including vacuuming or washing the dishes…

“Our camp will not be a relaxing getaway. It will not be a vacation. It will be work. You will work on yourself and you will work on learning how to provide and care for others.”

I guess I’m not the first guy who thought they could turn this into a vacation…

“Our camp has four phases, each a week long. You must pass each phase in order to remain at camp for the next. If you are sent home early, then you will have your partner to answer to and explain why you couldn’t do this for them.”

Four weeks?! This is going to dip into playoffs!

“We believe that the support of others is important, that is why you are here after all. You will each share a cabin with another guest. Each cabin will be assigned a councilor to support them. We encourage you to be open and honest with each other, to voice your concerns and your feelings in healthy and productive ways. Doing so will not only be good for you, but for your partners back home.

“So, without further ado… Councilors, please show our guests to their cabins.”


Chapter 2

Cabin Mates

An aura of anticipation clouded the group of men as the beautiful councilors approached. I fidgeted nervously as I watched a particularly buxom blonde walk towards me. As I watched her breasts bounce with each step, I suddenly forgot my concerns about the four week camp.

There’s no way that she is going to be my councilor, right? There’s no way she would ever talk to me in real life.

As the woman stopped in front of me, I knew it was true. This gorgeous woman would be my councilor. I stared at her in disbelief. She, like all of the other councilors, wore bright pink collared shirts that unbuttoned down to their breasts. The shirt was tucked into very short ripped jean shorts that looked particularly tight and sexy. I felt my dick growing in my shorts as I admired her.

“Hello, men. My name is Cindy and I will be your councilor for the coming weeks,” the woman said.

I realized that she was addressing both me and the man next to me. I looked to my right and saw a slightly younger man. He was tall and portly with several days worth of unkempt hair on his face and messy black hair on top. He wore an old t-shirt and ratty gym shorts.

I don’t come off as that much of a slob, do I? That’s probably how Daphne sees me…

I returned my attention to Cindy and realized that neither of us had mustered the courage to respond to this beautiful specimen. “Uhh, hi. I’m Neil,” I finally summoned the ability to reply.

The man next to me snapped out of his funk and managed to speak as well. “I’m Martin,” he said.

She smiled and bounced on her heels, causing her breasts to jiggle. I let out a quiet moan as I felt my dick grow harder at the sight.

“Neil, Martin, it’s a pleasure to meet you both,” she said as she curled her long flowing hair with her finger. “Although I do wish that we were meeting on better terms and not at a camp for wayward husbands.”

“Yeah. Me, too,” I managed to say, my mouth feeling dry and my knees feeling week.

“Before I show you both to your cabin, I wanted to reiterate some of what Councilor Katie just told you,” Cindy started, her face and tone becoming more serious. “This will not be easy. This will often make you uncomfortable and you will think our ideas are crazy and unfounded. But think of it as a test of devotion. How far would you go to prove your love to your wives? Do you want them to know that you did everything that was asked of you, everything in your power for them? Or do you want to go home a failure and disappoint them?”

I didn’t think I would be able to say no to anything Cindy told me to do, but after she played the “prove your love” card, I knew that I definitely wouldn’t be able to. Not without facing Daphne’s wraith back home.

Neil and I both muttered our acceptance and then Cindy smiled and escorted us to our cabin, Cabin #3. It was a small log cabin with a creaky old door. Inside were two small beds, one on each side, accompanying dressers, and a small, curtained off changing area in the back.

I guess I won’t be getting much privacy for the next few weeks. And I’m guessing no television either. Damn.

“This is your cabin,” said Cindy as she welcomed us inside. “Feel free to decide who gets which bed. Your clothes will soon be unpacked by another staff member as a curtesy to you.”

Without thinking or discussing, I set my luggage down on the left side bed. Martin did the same on the right.

“Does this place get any wifi, cable, or anything?” I asked, partially joking, but also greatly wishful.

By the expression on Martin’s face, I knew he was equally as hopeful. Cindy, however, did not care for my question. “If you cant manage to go a few days without internet or television, then you’ve already failed. Many of the men that come to this camp are here because they would rather watch sports or jerk off in front of their computer than spend time with their families. If that’s the life you would prefer and you think your families will continue to accept it, then you can go ahead and leave right now,” she growled.

I put my hands up defensively and backed away. “Okay, okay. I was just joking,” I lied. “I’m sure this place is chock-full of fun bonding activities, trust falls, and all that good stuff.”

Cindy’s face did not lighten up. “You, Neil, are here because your wife was at her whits end. She was tired of you ignoring her in favor of sports, not helping around the house, and being both too demanding and not reciprocating enough in the bedroom. Do you think any of that is worth joking about?”

I suddenly felt very hot and tugged at my shirt collar, hoping too cool myself off. “I... uhh... no. No it’s not. I’m sorry,” I mumbled in embarrassment.

Martin looked like he was trying to suppress laughter and then finally cracked and let it out. “Not reciprocating enough?” he laughed. “Fuck man, I love going down on my wife, what’s wrong with you?”

My embarrassment turned into anger and I felt my hands curling into tight fists. But before I could respond Cindy interrupted.

“You, Martin, are here because you’re a sex addict. You’re wife was tired of you flirting with her friends and her mother and tired of the constant fear that some day someone would give you the attention that you crave. When you’re not flirting with her friends and family, you’re too often found jerking off in your office with the lights off and the door locked, leaving her to mange the house alone,” Cindy said.

Martin fidgeted awkwardly at hearing his report and this time it was my turn to laugh. “Her mom? Have some standards, man” I teased. He gave me a playful shove and I shut up.

Cindy cleared her throat to regain our attention and grinned at us once she had it. “But I do thank you for your question, Neil, because our first topic is distractions. We’ve already discussed television and Internet, so that leaves masturbating... and how we will be denying it.”


Chapter 3

Caged

Martin let out a gasp at Cindy’s curious statement. “You don’t mean…,” he breathed out nervously.

Denying masturbation? How could they possibly do that? It’s not like they can castrate us.

Cindy’s grin widened at Martin’s shock. “In each dresser is a box with your name on it. In the box is a chastity cage that will fit you based on the approximate measurements that your spouses provided us. You are to put them on, lock them, and then give me the keys,” she said. There was a certain happiness to her tone that unnerved me. She seemed far too excited to make us do this.

Martin, on the other hand, was the opposite. He was visibly distraught and let out a loud groan that matched his look. “My Sherry has been trying to lock me up in one of these for years. I can’t believe this is the first thing that you’re making us do!” he whined.

What the hell is a chastity cage anyways? Can it really be that bad?

Cindy cocked her head to the side at Martin and snidely replied, “Maybe you wouldn’t be here if you had just done right by your wife back then.”

Her attitude was beginning to grate on me. At first she looked like a bubbly bimbo who knew how to have a good time. But now she was coming off as strict, stern, and someone who took great pleasure in torturing us.

“Go ahead and put them on. I’ll be waiting here,” she added. “If you need help, let me know and I will gladly assist you.”

I hesitated, nervous because of Martin’s reaction, but eventually walked past Cindy and to the dresser on the other side of the bed. I opened the top drawer and saw a small box with the name “Martin” written across the top. Below it was the word, “Long” which I assumed was his last name.

“I guess this one is yours,” I said as I turned towards Martin who was slinking towards his dresser.

He pulled open the drawer, grabbed the box inside and tossed it to me without looking. I awkwardly caught it and tossed him his box at the same time. I looked down at the box and saw my name as expected, but underneath it said, “Extra Small”.

I quickly turned and hid the box in front of me, desperately hoping that Martin hadn’t seen the label. I set it down inside my drawer to make sure it was out of sight and then opened it up. Inside was two small pieces of plastic, a ring and something that looked like a small hollow penis, and a small lock with keys.

“What the hell am I supposed to do with this?” I asked Cindy over my shoulder as I stared at the weird plastic device.

“Isn’t it obvious?” Martin said behind me, his voice riddled with despair. “You lock it over your dick and it prevents you from touching it or, more specifically, jerking off.”

“What?! You expect me to lock something over my dick?” I exclaimed, outraged.

This time Cindy replied. “The door is right here if you wish to go home and tell your wife that you wouldn’t do the first step towards your transcendence,” she said flatly.

I groaned and then pulled down my pants and boxers just enough to see my dick.

I’m sorry little guy, but if you ever want to have sex with Daphne again, then I have to do this.

I picked up the pieces and noticed there were also instructions at the bottom of the box. I followed each step and managed to get the small cage over my dick and locked. It was a little snug fitting, but seemed to feel alright so far.

I returned to Cindy and moved to hand her the keys, but found it difficult to let go. I had never surrendered such control over myself or my body before. Doing so with a complete stranger was terrifying. But, finally, I managed. I watched as her fingers slowly closed around the keys and for the first time, I felt my dick grow and press against its new cage.

So that’s what happens when I get aroused? And now I’m stuck at a camp with all these beautiful women. Fuck. This is going to suck.

Martin returned soon after and looked like he was practically in tears when he handed over his keys.

Cindy tucked each set of keys in her bra, each on its own side. “Congratulations,” she said, as she adjust her ample bust, making them dance in her hands and steal our attention. “You have taken your first step towards becoming a better… person.”

My dick was beginning to strain harder in its cage as I stared at her chest. The chastity cage was quickly becoming uncomfortable.

“How long do we have to wear these things?” I asked as I tried to adjust the cage in my pants.

Cindy shrugged. “That’s not for us to decide. We will be mailing the keys to your wives and your unlocking will be at their discretion,” she answered. “But if I were to guess. I would say that you will be locked for a minimum of four weeks. Likely much more if you fail to complete your courses.”

My heart sank.

Four weeks without touching my dick? That’s insane!

Next to me Martin hunched over and covered his face with his hands. “Four weeks? I can hardly go four hours without jerking off! How am I supposed to last four weeks?” he cried out.

I grabbed his shoulder and gave it a supportive squeeze.

“Well done, Neil. Excellent showing of empathy,” Cindy remarked at my gesture.

“I’m just supporting another man in pain,” I replied, annoyed at her patronization.

Cindy scoffed and folded her arms across her chest. “If only you could support your wife like you support random men.”

A pang of remorse hit me and suddenly I understood where she was coming from. I did need to be more supportive of my wife.

My realization was quickly snapped when Cindy continued, “Let’s stick with the topic of empathy as we begin your next steps. Empathy towards your wives is what we are striving for at Camp Transcendence and there are many ways to be empathetic. Right now you may feel emphatic because you can both related to not having dicks, just like your wives.” Cindy paused and let out a little giggle. “With your next step, you will begin to learn about some of the laborious grooming tasks that you men expect us women to do for you.”

This doesn’t sound good…

“You will be shaving your body.”


Chapter 4

Empathy

“What? What is with this place? First the dick cage and now shaving our legs? Why are you making us do this?” I exclaimed. The confusion of why they would want me to shave my body like a woman mixed with my lack of desire to do it were fueling a fierce rage inside me.

Cindy didn’t bat an eye at my outburst. She had clearly experienced similar reactions from other men before. “I already told you. So you can better empathize with your partners. Did you know that most women shave their legs and body every two to three days? That they have to take extra care of themselves with lotions and creams to do the job that their body hair was meant to do? It’s a time consuming chore that we put up with because you men demand it,” she explained.

My rage wasn’t ready to accept her answer. “We don’t demand it. You just do it. We never told you to do it,” I replied through gritted teeth.

Cindy crossed her arms and frowned at me. “So I could write your wife and let you know that you say it’s okay for her to stop shaving? You wouldn’t mind going home to find your wife with hairy legs, hairy arms, and hairy armpits?”

I heard Martin groan in disgust next to me while I considered what that might be like.

I guess I never considered how it would be if she didn’t shave. Would I feel her leg hair against mine when we fucked? That would be so… weird.

My anger began to cool as I accepted Cindy’s points. I did want Daphne to continue to shave and it was for me. That didn’t change the fact that I didn’t want to do it myself though. I tried to collect myself and formulate a response that might get me out of doing so. “Thank you for explaining from a woman’s point of view Cindy. You’re right, I had never considered the time and energy that women expend regularly to shave for us men. I feel a new found appreciation for my wife and her soft, hairless body.”

“Well said, Neil,” Martin said as he patted my shoulder, clearly understanding what I was trying to do. “I agree wholeheartedly.”

Cindy smiled at both of us. “That’s fantastic, you two,” she replied. For a second I thought my plan had worked, but then she continued. “But you still need to shave. Here at Camp Transcendence, you must take part in every step to fully help you appreciate the hard work and efforts your wives make for you on a regular basis.”

My shoulders slumped in defeat as shaving seemed inevitable. “Fine, I’ll do it.”

Cindy’s smile grew wider and she stepped towards me. She grabbed my face and scrunched it together. “Don’t worry, you silly little man. I’ll have all of this fight out of you soon enough. You will find that your time at Camp Transcendence is much more enjoyable when you stop fighting, embrace our teachings, and do everything I say,” she said, her tone carrying an unsettling level of excitement.

She pushed my face away and stepped back to stand before both of us. “As we are a small camp, our cabins aren’t equipped with their own bathrooms. We have a few located in the main hall and then we have our camp showers there as well. The shower room has two heads so you two will always be showering together during your cabin’s allotted time.”

“So, as our cabin’s designated councilor, you don’t shower with us?” Martin asked wishfully.

Cindy rolled her eyes and let out a sigh. “Me and the other councilors all share a cabin together on the other side of camp. We have our own showers where we shower together. We do not sleep with the guests nor do we shower with them,” she said flatly.

The thought of the sexy councilors all showering together and cleaning each other consumed my mind and made my dick swell up. I looked at Cindy and pictured her naked. Her picturesque hourglass curves and her plump ass. Her perfect perky breasts would jiggle as I mounted her and thrust my cock inside her smooth, hairless pussy.

But then I remembered that my dick was locked inside a tiny little cage and there would be no chance of doing that. Especially not if I wanted to complete this camp and prove to my Daphne that I loved her. That didn’t stop the fantasy from making my dick strain harder against its prison however.

“Anyways,” Cindy said to refocus our attention. “There will likely be a line for the showers already. You should head over so you aren’t last in line.”

Martin and I both sighed our collective acceptance of what was about to come. We looked at each other and I shrugged as my way to ask him if he was ready. He shrugged back telling me that he was as ready as ever.

It was time to go shave.


Chapter 5

Shaving

Martin and I walked to the main hall together. It was a large building in the middle of camp they contained the kitchen, dining hall, and other facilities such as the bathrooms and showers just as Cindy had told us. By the time we found the showers, there was a short line. We all stood together awkwardly, all knowing what we were there to do and all knowing that we had chastity cages locked on our dicks.

When it was finally Martin and my turn, everything grew even more awkward as we entered the showers. Inside were all the supplies we would need, fresh razors and plenty of shaving cream. Unfortunately, what there wasn’t was privacy. It was one large open room with two shower heads, one on each side.

“I guess we have to do this, huh?” Martin asked me. “I hope you’re not as hairy as me.”

I looked down at the part of my legs that showed beneath my shorts. I was probably averagely hairy for a man, but even that was going to be an effort to shave.

“I’m pretty sure it’s going to take a lot of work no matter what. I suppose that’s why they want us to do it thought,” I answered.

“Yeah,” Martin sighed.

And with that, we got started.

I started on the bottom and worked my way up. From the tops of my feet to my face, I shaved my legs, my balls, my chest, and even my armpits. Having a clean shaven body was like nothing I had ever experienced before. After being covered in hair most of my life, uncovering my body made it sensitive to everything. My skin prickled up into goosebumps as the cold water of the shower washed away the last of the shaving cream. The feeling was almost overwhelming.

“Feel any more empathetic?” I asked Martin as I dried myself off with a towel.

“More frustrated than anything. I can’t even reach all of my hair,” he groaned.

I looked over my shoulder and noticed he was trying to reach his back, but was far from being able to reach. “Need some help?” I asked him without thinking.

I realized after saying it that I had no actual interest in helping him with such a task. I would never want to help any man in such a way. An awkwardness built between us while Martin considered my offer and I considered rescinding it.

“Uhh, I guess so. Sure,” he finally responded.

I gritted my teeth, regretting opening my mouth. There was no backing out now though. I wrapped my towel around my waist, grabbed my razor and shaving cream, and walked over to him.

I placed my hand on his shoulder to brace myself while I rubbed shaving cream on the remaining hair on his back. His shoulder was surprisingly soft and smooth and I wondered if mine felt the same way. I would have to explore my body later. I ran the razor gently down his back until all his hair was gone.

“You’re officially hair free,” I announced.

“Thanks,” Martin replied as he started rinsing off.

I wiped his back free of the remaining shaving cream and again felt the touch of his smooth, feminine skin. Feeling it began stirring strange emotions within me so I quickly turned away and left to put on my clothes. But to my surprise, they were gone.

“What the fuck? What happened to my clothes?” I shouted as I continued looking around the table I had set them on.

Martin ran over to his table and started looking, too. “Mine are gone as well? Did you hear someone come in and take them?” he asked.

I hadn’t, but I did remember the previous set of men leaving while wearing nothing but their towels. “Shit,” I let out. “This is definitely the work of the camp councilors. They’re up to no good. I just know it. Don’t you remember the other guys leaving in just their towels?”

“Fuck,” Martin replied. “You’re right. What do you think they have planned now?”

I looked down at my hairless body covered in nothing but a towel and a chastity cage. I had a feeling I knew what they might try to make us do next, but I didn’t want to say them and make them a possibility. “I can’t even fathom,” I sighed. “But we might as well go head back to Cindy to find out.”

✽✽✽

Cindy was waiting for us in our cabin, sitting on my bed. Her legs didn’t quite touch the ground and she was kicking them playfully with a devilish smirk on her face. “So, how does it feel to have a nice, feminine body?” she asked.

“Surreal,” I answered.
“Awful,” said Martin.

Cindy giggled at our answers. “You will be required to keep a shaved body for the duration of your stay at camp,” she explained. “From then on it will be at your spouse’s discretion.”

I let out a laugh at her statement.

As if Daphne would want me to have a shaved body! She’s always loved my manliness. I guess this will just be another thing that I have to put up with to pass this camp’s tests and prove myself to her.

“Fine. Whatever,” Martin let out, sounding exasperated. He stomped over to his dresser and raised his empty bag of luggage. “But what happened to our clothes?”

I followed suit and quickly ran to my dresser to find that my luggage was also empty. I opened all the drawers of the dresser and found most of my clothes inside, neatly folded and stored. Everything but my underwear.

“Where’s my underwear?” I shouted, knowing already that I wouldn’t like the answer.

Cindy’s smirk grew more devious. “If you would like to find out, please follow me,” she said slyly.

My bad feeling intensified as I watched her saunter out of the cabin. Seeing her perfectly shaped ass in her tight shorts didn’t help either thanks to the growing discomfort in my chastity cage.

I let out a sigh and then, without any choice, I followed her.


Chapter 6

Fittings

Being a man, I had never felt so powerless in my life, but within a matter of hours at this camp, I was beginning to feel exactly that. And not only powerless, but weak and helpless. I was at the mercy of the female councilors who were becoming increasingly diabolical. And I had a feeling that the worst was still yet to come.

Martin and I followed Cindy, still wearing nothing but our towels, into a building slightly bigger than our cabin. Inside was just one large room filled with rack after rack of brightly colored clothing. There were also several women who appeared to be waiting for us.

“Cabin three reporting for measurements,” Cindy announced as she entered the room.

Measurements…? That doesn’t sound good.

One of the women stepped forward and pointed to a station on the left side of the room. She had short brunette hair that fell just above her shoulders. She wore a black tank top and tight black leggings, and her arms were covered colorful tattoos that nicely complemented her soft, pale skin. “One of you over here,” she said.

Another woman then stepped forward and pointed to the station on the right side. She was tall and leggy. Her curly blonde hair fell over her breasts and she had alluringly bright blue eyes. She wore a lacy black spaghetti strap camisole which was tucked into black leather pants. It was very obvious that she wasn’t wearing a bra as I could see parts of her nipples through her lace.“And the other over here with me,” she said.

I looked back and forth between both women. As with all the others in the camp, they were both very attractive. But once I made eye contact with the second woman’s entrancing eyes, I was unable to break away. I found myself walking towards her station. Once I started, Martin made his way towards the other woman.

“H-hi,” I muttered to the sexy, young woman. “I’m Neil.”

“Lily,” the woman responded. “Go ahead and stand in front of the mirror and drop your towel. This is going to be both awkward and uncomfortable for both of us, so let’s not pretend it otherwise.”

That doesn’t sound good. Wait… did she tell me to drop my towel?!

I walked to stand where I was told, but forwent dropping the towel, deciding that I would only remove it if she once again told me to, just in case I had misheard.

Behind me, I heard Lily sigh. I suddenly felt her fingers brush against my skin as she ripped the towel away. My towel flew to the side as my bare skin grew sensitive to the cool air. In the mirror I could see my naked self. Naked except for my small chastity cage at least.

My hands quickly moved to cover my dick as my cheeks turned bright red, flustered and embarrassed. “I… uhh… umm…,” I stammered, trying to think of something to say.

Lily shook her head, annoyed. “This isn’t my first day on the job. I’ve seen those silly little cages in all shapes and sizes. Yours isn’t any more special than the last guy’s.”

I knew she was trying to put me at ease, but I didn’t feel any better from her nonchalance about seeing me completely naked. At the same time, I also knew that I didn’t have any choice. I dropped my hands to the side and exposed my caged dick to her.

“Oh… that is a particularly small one,” Lily gasped in surprise.

I felt my cheeks burn fiercer as the other women in the room ran over to see. “That’s the smallest cage I’ve ever seen,” said one woman.

“A penis can actually fit inside that?” asked another.

I had to clench my fists to force myself to resist my urge to cover up. This was perhaps the most humiliating moment of my life.

Eventually, the woman wandered away, giggling to themselves, and I felt more relaxed when it was just Lily in my immediate surroundings. “Sorry about that,” she said. “I shouldn’t have made such a fuss to draw them over.”

“I thought you said my dick wouldn’t be any more special than any other guy’s,” I growled under my breath.

“Well we don’t see a lot of the small cages like yours so it kind of is special,” Lily shrugged.

My humiliation only deepened from her response. “Let’s just get whatever this is over with.”

“Good idea.”

Lily began performing a full examination of my body, touching and measuring every inch. She touched parts of my body that I wasn’t sure I had even touched before. It was obvious that they would be making us uniforms, but I hesitated to ask what they would look like.

By the time she was done, I felt thoroughly violated and greatly wanted to go lay in bed and throw the covers over my head. I wanted this day to be over. Lily allowed me to cover back up with my towel, but told me that I had to wait for her to enter all my numbers so she could get me some introductory clothes. I wasn’t looking forward to seeing what they would be.

“Here you go,” Lily said eventually as she handed me a small bag. “Inside are several pairs of underwear that you can start with.”

I nervously grabbed the bag from her and opened it up wide. Inside were various pairs of pink, purple, and black panties. “Uhh, these are women’s underwear. Are you sure you grabbed the right bag?” I asked, even though inside I already knew the truth.

“I’ll handle this one,” Cindy said as she walked towards me. “As I’ve been discussing with you today, empathy is what we are teaching you here at Camp Transcendence. So while you are here, you will learn what it’s like to dress sexily, just as you often request your wife to do.”

I was taken aback by her statement. “What? I never do that,” I said in outrage.

Cindy pulled out a piece of paper from her back pocket and began to ready, “And I quote, ‘Maybe you can dress a little more sexy around the house. You know, like some sexy little thongs and maybe some of those satin negligees.’”

I instantly remembered that conversation. Daphne was wondering why I hadn’t tried to initiate sex recently and I told her that I wasn’t in the mood as much when she walked around wearing baggy old clothes. Remembering that moment filled me with a deep regret.

“I see,” I let out in shame.

“Martin had a very similar quote from his wife so he, too, will be wearing women’s panties for the duration of camp,” Cindy added. “So you two can be panty pals.”

I looked over at Martin who was just getting his bag of panties. As he opened the bag, he had the same look of shock on his face that I did.

“Oh, and here’s your second bag,” Cindy added as Lily returned.

Lily extended a new bag towards me and this time I didn’t need to open it to know what was inside; I could tell from the outlines on the bag. It contained bras.

“Really? Bras too?” I asked.

Cindy shrugged. “We like to make sure that you have the full experience. Now go ahead, pick out a pair and get dressed while I tell Martin the good news.”

I looked back inside the first bag and grabbed the first black pair I saw. I figured that if I was going to wear these, that I might as well wear a more masculine color. Inside the second bag I found a matching black bra. I stood up and put each of them on before looking at myself in the mirror.

The thong fit surprisingly well, aided by the fact that it quickly crept inside my butt crack. The bra also fit well other than having too big of cups. I mentioned the issue to Cindy and she brushed it off, saying something about how they will fit better soon enough. I didn’t dare ask for clarification so I just let it go.

As I looked at myself in the mirror, my hairless body covered in nothing but a bra and panties, I hardly recognized myself. Within the matter of a day at this camp, my whole body had become seemingly transformed.

Transformed into a more feminine body.

I shuddered at the thought of what they might make me do next, but thinking about it also my dick start swelling. I couldn’t deny that part of me was curious to find out what was to come.

And curious to explore more sensations of womanhood.


Part 2

Housewife Training
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Chapter 1

Week 1

The next week at Camp Transcendence was like nothing I had ever experienced. Between having to shave my body so that it felt smooth and feminine and wearing thongs and bras every day, I was beginning to have new feelings swirl through my mind and I was beginning to find an odd comfort in these changes.

But it wasn’t just the changes to my body and wardrobe that I was going through. As each day passed, a greater feeling of weakness and powerlessness consumed me as well. Every time my councilor Cindy performed my daily body inspection to make sure that my body was smooth enough and that I wore my required underwear, my helplessness grew. Every time she played the guilt card to remind me that I was doing everything here for my wife, Daphne, I felt powerless. I no longer felt like the strong, dominant man that I was when I arrived.

Luckily, not every day has been as extreme as the first when they had locked our dicks in chastity cages, made us shave our bodies, took our measurements while we stood naked in front of gorgeous women, and then made us start wearing bras and panties. During the rest of the week, we spent most of our time in classrooms listening to lectures about what it means to be a modern man, how women work just as hard us as and should no longer carry the burden of maintaining the household by themselves, and why there’s a growing shift around the world to make women the heads of the household.

The lectures all sounded the same to me, blaming men for all the problems in the world and saying that world would be better off with women in charge. While I didn’t completely buy into everything they said, I was beginning to find it very sexy to have these hot women boss me around. The idea of letting my wife, Daphne, take charge was steadily growing more appealing if she could dominate me as these women were.

When we weren’t in classrooms, my cabin mate, Martin, and I were being taught lessons from Cindy. She introduced us to new nightly regimens that included rubbing our shaved legs with lotion, using multiple washes and lotions on our face, and taking a wide arrangement of vitamins and supplements similar to what our wives took. She told us that the vitamins would help our skin and hair look youthful and fresh, but I had a bad feeling that they might be doing other things to us as well.

This was because each day I felt a little more emotional and distraught. I had a feeling that it was just because of the monotonous lectures or the growing pain inside my chastity cage, but when my breasts started growing more sensitive, my suspicions began to shift towards the vitamins. I wasn’t sure how I could possibly prove it, however, and with Cindy watching us and checking our mouths when it was time to take them, there was no way I could forgo having them.

I just figured that anything that happened to me while at camp, including any changes the vitamins and supplements had on my body, would all revert back to normal once I was allowed to finally return home. That wouldn’t be for at least another three weeks, however, assuming that I could survived the rest of the camp.

The end of the week signified the completion of Phase 1. The councilors allowed us to celebrate our survival thus far with a special brunch. They gave us mimosas, fruit bowls, and lots of bite sized delicious breakfast foods to enjoy. It was nice to enjoy the feeling of alcohol running through me again, relaxing me and giving me a sense of calm that I hadn’t experienced in weeks. But the whole thing was spoiled by our councilors all standing nearby to monitor our consumption. They said that we needed to watch our figures and learn to eat appropriate servings to do just that.

I tried to enjoy the event as much as I could, but our restrictions and the councilors watching over us, just made it feel like another way they were displaying their power over us. As we walked back to our cabin, Martin agreed with my sentiment and said that he also thought they were buttering us up for the second phase which would start tomorrow.

“Now that we’ve both passed the first phase, what do you think we’re in for next week?” he asked me, his voice clearly showing a hint of nervousness.

I let out a huff of hair as I considered the answer. “Well, my seamstress, Lily, said that we would get our new clothes if we survived the first week. So I imagine we will get our clothes soon, whatever those might be,” I started. “From there? I have no idea. I’m sure it will be some torture in the name of empathy.”

Martin chuckled at my jest. “I’m not sure about you, but I’m pretty sure that after this first week of shaving my body, wearing panties, and not being able to masturbate, I can fully empathize with my wife. Hell, I could empathize with about anyone right now. I really don’t think we need another three weeks of this.”

As a proclaimed sex addict, Martin was particularly struggling with his chastity cage and I could fully understand why. Every day my balls ached more and my dick became more sensitive to stimuli. Even the littlest thought of something arousing would drive my dick crazy. I was becoming desperate to find a way to break free and relieve myself. But I would try not to get to that point. I would try to fulfill my obligations here at Camp Transcendence for my wife. For Daphne.

Before I could do that, however, I still had three more weeks left. Tomorrow, I would finally find out what would be in store for me for the second week.


Chapter 2

Phase 2 Begins

The next morning Martin and I were woken up early and told to go hit the showers. Cindy specifically told us to make sure our bodies were perfectly smooth for today. I felt like I was already shaving myself most days so I didn’t mind the demand, but the way she said it unnerved me. When she told us to report to the wardrobe cabin when we were done, my suspicions that we would be getting our new outfits were confirmed.

During our shower, I was quiet as I wondered what clothes would be waiting for us. Would they be special camp uniforms like the ones the councilors wore? Would they be more modern and hip versions of our normal male clothes? Or would they be clothes like our wives wore?

I had a feeling it would the latter.

As I helped Martin shave his back, I could tell that he was lost in his thoughts as well. When I was done, I gave his smooth shoulders a rub and he moaned in relief as his muscles loosened.

“Thanks, Neil,” he said as he turned to face me.

It was the first time we had stood face to face in the showers. Our caged dicks stared at each other while our bodies glistened in the water. I tried to refrain from looking down, but my eyes couldn’t resist the temptation. For the first time I saw his chastity cage.

Unlike my pink one, his was clear and I could see his cock inside of it. The cage was also nearly three times as long as mine. I gulped as I gawked at his much larger dick.

“Hey, size isn’t everything, man,” Martin said, clearly seeing where my eyes were focused. “It’s how you use it, right?”

His words caught me off guard and I turned around in embarrassment. “Yeah, I guess so,” I mumbled in shame. “But, uhh… we should probably get going.”

I can’t believe he’s so much bigger than me. No wonder he’s a sex addict. I’d want more sex if I was packing like him.

I hurried to get dressed and Martin followed suit. We each got dressed in our bras and panties and covered up with our old male clothes as we had been for the last week. As I put my own clothes on, I had a feeling it might be for the last time in a while.

Once dressed, we finally made our way back to the wardrobe cabin. Lily greeted me with a big smile. “I had fun working on your new clothes,” she said. “I don’t often get to make clothes for men with such small cages. It was practically like making clothes for a woman.”

I quickly remembered why I disliked her so much after our first encounter. “Gee, thanks,” I replied sarcastically.

“Follow me to the changing room so we can get you in today’s outfit,” Lily said as she started walking towards the back of the room, beyond the racks of clothing. There in the back corner were several curtained off areas. “Go ahead and go in this one and get completely undressed I’ll hand you some clothes once you’re ready.”

I stepped inside and quickly closed the curtains, glad that I would have privacy this time. I then undressed and kicked my clothes to the side while I waited for my new clothes to come. I could feel my breath growing heavier with each passing second. I was finally getting used to wearing my bra and panties and was nervous for the new items that would come.

Does Daphne know what they make us do here? Does she really want me dressing up in women’s clothing? I mean, that’s definitely what’s coming, right? Some frilly pink dresses or something like that.

And then Lily’s hand came through the curtains holding hangers of clothes. “Let’s try these out first to make sure they fit,” she instructed me.

The hangers contained a set of bra and panties. To my delight, both garments were black. I took the hangers from Lily and then hung them on a hook on the wall. I first took the panties. They were soft cotton with lace trim. Unlike all the pairs they gave me last time, these weren’t thongs, they would actually cover my ass.

I slipped them on and they fit perfectly. They had a little seam in the back with crept in to my ass and felt nice while in the front, they had just a slight pouch that nicely fit my cage.

I’m not going to lie, these are pretty perfect. They fit me so well!

Excited by the panties, I eagerly grabbed the bra. Like my old pair, these had size C cups which were still a little big for me, but my chest was oddly starting to fit better in them. Like the panties, they were black with a lace trim and fit around my chest just right.

My dick was beginning to grow in its cage at my excitement for my custom fitting lingerie and the stress of getting my new outfits was beginning to be replaced with excitement.

“Okay, I’m wearing them,” I called out to Lily.

The curtains rustled open just enough for her to stick her head inside. When her eyes landed on my body, they lit up. “Do they feel as good as they look?” she asked me.

I nodded. “Yes, they fit perfectly,” I admitted.

“That’s great!” she exclaimed. “I have plenty more that should fit just as well for you to take with you. But if you ever need more panties for any reason, just say the word. I didn’t have to make many adjustments to fit your small dick so it would be easy to whip up more pairs.

I ignored her comment about my dick because I was grateful for her work and eager to feel more of it on me. “So… what’s next?” I asked coyly, trying not to let my craving for more be detectable.

Lily grinned at me as if she could see right through me. “I guess you’re ready to try on the main courses,” she said. “Alright then. Let’s get you all dolled up.”


Chapter 3

New Outfits

“Your new outfits were put together based on a few criteria,” Lily said from behind the curtain. “Things your wife thinks you would like, things that we think every man here should try, and a special outfit that Cindy picked out for you.”

I wonder what Daphne thinks I would like wearing. I don’t even want to know what Cindy picked out. I’m sure it will be awful.

I waited for what felt like an eternity until I saw Lily’s outstretched arms poke through the changing room’s curtains again. This time it was holding a small pile of bright pink clothing.

Well, that all but confirms my thoughts… Let’s see what this actually is though.

I took the clothes from Lily and held them out in front of me. As they unrolled, I instantly knew what they were. There was a pair of leggings and a matching sports bra.

“Daphne never wears leggings,” I said out loud as I examined the clothes.

“No, but she said you want her to and she often notices you checking out women who wear them,” Lily said.

I rolled my eyes at her comment. Of course I checked out women who wore leggings, isn’t that why they wore them? I shook my head and decided to just try them, it wasn’t as if I had a choice anyways.

First, I put on the leggings, they were tight fitting and high waisted. There was ruching on the backside which slipped into my butt crack like my panties did, giving me the feeling of having an actual feminine booty. I next took off my bra and pulled on the sports bra. It fit around my chest nicely and the padding in the bra cupped it well.

I adjusted my caged dick a little so it fit better and then took a moment to gauge how I felt. The tight, form fitting clothes were very comfortable and I quickly understood why women liked wearing them so much.

I hate to say it, but I could really get used to wearing these. I wonder how they look though…

When I checked myself out in the mirror, it was clear that they definitely felt better than I looked in them. Seeing them, however, made me remember the reason Daphne picked them for me. We were having a date night and as we walked to the restaurant, a woman walked by wearing similar booty leggings. Daphne caught me staring and punched me in the arm. She also refused to have sex with me that night.

I guess this is her little revenge for that night. But her picking this out means that she knows that I’ll be wearing women’s clothing, right? Does that mean she knows everything else that they’re doing to me?

My revelation was disturbing. Why would Daphne put me through something like this? Why would she want to shave my body and wear women’s clothing?

“Are you dressed?” Lily asked me, breaking my thought process.

“Oh, umm, yes,” I replied.

Her head popped inside the changing room again and smiled when she saw me. “Let me see that booty, girl!” she called out.

I blushed at her words, but turned to let her check me out nonetheless.

“Mmm, yeah. Work it, girl,” she giggled.

My cheeks burned more, but I could also tell that I enjoyed her comments. My dick was beginning to stir in its cage.

“Is this what I’m wearing today?” I asked her, trying to shift the focus.

“Do you want to wear it all day?”

I wasn’t sure how to respond. I didn’t know what else there was and how the other options might feel. “Uhh… I don’t know,” I replied, bashfully.

“That’s okay, that’s not what Cindy wants you to wear anyways. Go ahead and take it off so we can try some more on. We need to make sure the different styles fit you.”

I nodded my understanding and her head once again disappeared. I took off the leggings and sports bra and tossed them out of the room to let her know that I was ready for what was next.

From there, Lily gave me an array of outfits. All the different styles and garments that you would expect a woman to wear: dresses, skirts, tops, rompers, bodysuits, and more. Even some new lingerie like negligees and thigh high stockings.

At first I felt ridiculous wearing dresses and the like, but as I tried on thigh highs and some cute combinations of shirts and skirts, I started getting into it and feeling better. With each outfit, Lily plied on more and more complements. And she always referred to me as “girl”. There was something about how she said it that was intoxicating. The more I tried on, the more my dick reacted and wanted out of its cage.

I couldn’t deny that I was beginning to enjoy myself far more than I had expected. The soft, silky fabrics, the butt hugging cuts, the implied sexiness of the clothes. I could feel each article of clothing changing me little by little in a way that I couldn’t quite explain.

Finally, Lily told me there was one last outfit to try on, today’s outfit. She told me that Cindy picked it out especially for me because she knew I would like it. When I saw it, I knew exactly why.

The outfit included the shortest pair of jean shorts imaginable, so short that the pockets danged below the cut. They were just like the ones that Cindy liked to wear. To go with it was a long sleeve white shirt with a deep v that showed off my shaved chest and what little cleavage I had.

Wearing it, I imagined that I looked like Cindy, a petite, curvaceous blonde with a great ass and ample breasts. I imagined catching the looks of all the men at the camp and knowing that they wanted to fuck me. My dick strained hard against its chastity cage at the thoughts.

This is wrong. So wrong! I shouldn’t be feeling like this. I’m a man!

But as I squeezed my chest and enjoyed the feeling of my bra cupping bosom, there was no denying it. I liked wearing women’s clothing.


Chapter 4

Learning

Cindy was waiting for me as I exited the dressing room in my final outfit. She had a devilish grin on her face as she greeted me. “If I didn’t know any better, I would think I was looking in the mirror,” she said.

“I wish,” I said under my breath.

“What was that?” she asked.

“Oh, nothing,” I hastily replied in my embarrassment. “So this is what you want me to wear today?”

Cindy’s grin grew wider across her face. “I know I’m not your spouse and I shouldn’t really have a say, but I’ve seen you staring at me and my shorts so much that I thought you would enjoy trying on a pair. What do you think?”

I looked down at the tight fitting shorts and couldn’t help but chuckle. “I mean, can you really even call them shorts? They barely cover half of my ass. They’re more like thick panties,” I teased her.

I could see her posture loosen up in appreciation of my good nature. “I often wear them without panties so I suppose you’re right about that,” she giggled.

The thought of her not wearing panties beneath her tiny shorts made my dick throb. “Is that my next outfit?” I joked.

“Sadly, no. You’re required to wear a bra and panties every day while you’re at camp. But maybe your wife will let you skip the panties once you’re back home.”

The thought of dressing up at home was a curious one. Would Daphne expect me to continue dressing like this? Would she allow me to? How would it feel to lay with her and have my smooth legs touching hers?

More emotions swirled through me. I felt unprepared for everything that was suddenly happening to me, whatever it was. Luckily, Martin stepped out of his dressing room and distracted me from my feelings.

“Oh, my,” Cindy breathed out.

Martin looked thoroughly embarrassed as he stepped towards us wearing a small white tank top and a red and black plaid skirt. He looked just like a school girl.

Cindy clapped her hands together excitedly and ran over to him, grabbing his shoulders and spinning him around. I could see his own black panties peaking out from underneath as his skirt flowed up.

“Your wife said that your obsession with school girls so she wanted you to feel what it’s like to be one. What do you think? Do you like it?” Cindy asked him.

His cheeks were bright red and he looked increasingly awkward. “I, uhh… I don’t know,” he answered shyly.

I wanted to say something to encourage him and make him feel better, but I couldn’t find the words. As I looked at him all I felt was… jealous.

“Well your cute little school girl outfit is much more appropriate than Neil’s… Cindy cosplaying? I’m not sure what I would call his outfit,” she giggled. “But now that you both have your new outfits, we can finally start Phase 2 and that means lots of hands on learning.”

“Does that include learning why we need to dress up like this in order to learn how to become more of a ‘modern man’?” I asked pointedly.

Cindy crossed her arms at me and sighed. “Do we really need to discuss the concept of empathy with you again?” she asked, annoyed.

“How are we learning to be empathetic with our wives by wearing these specific outfits?” Martin chimed in. “Our wives would never wear anything like these, especially not in public.”

Cindy turned towards him and cocked her head to the side. “But you have wanted her to, haven’t you? How many times have you begged Sherry to dress up like a slutty school girl for you so you could spank her as her naughty professor?”

“Yeah, so what? What’s wrong with wanting to introduce a little roleplaying into our love life?”

Cindy stepped closer to him, intensely staring into his eyes. “Maybe that’s not what she wants. Maybe she wants to be the one in charge. Maybe she wants to be the naughty professor and you the slutty school girl. Have you ever thought about that?”

“What? That doesn’t make any sense,” Martin replied, bewildered.

“Part of Camp Transcendence is learning to break down the old stereotypes of relationships. To break the ceilings off of gender norms in the households,” Cindy began as she positioned herself between the Martin and me. “Putting on your chastity cage and dressing you up like a woman helps you break out of your manly god complex. It helps redefine the power structure back home as your wives now hold the keys to what you hold most precious.

“Whether you succeed at Camp Transcendence or not, when you return home, you will no longer be the man of the house. That position will have been eradicated. You will no longer be the lazy slobs who expect their partners to do everything for them.”

As Cindy rambled on, I considered her words.

Why do men just assume that they’re the heads of the house? Daphne works a job just like I do, that’s what’s different about this generation compared the last. Maybe it is time to create new relationship norms.

Cindy continued, “At best you will be equals with your wives. You will help out with the chores, you will help out with cooking and meal prep, you will even do the laundry. But most importantly, you will do it all without having to be asked repeatedly.”

Why do I assume that Daphne will do everything for me? Why don’t I help out more. I mean, I help fix things as any man should, but why does my household work start and finish there?

I wasn’t sure if it was my pent up sexual energy effecting my brain or if Cindy’s words were really that potent, but everything was starting to click with me. And for the first time I felt bad for how I treated my wife and how I acted as a “man”.

Martin just shook his head in response to Cindy’s rant. He clearly wasn’t satisfied with her answer, but knew that there was no point in arguing.

When she saw that he had given up his side of the argument, she smiled wickedly as she looked back and forth between both of us. “So ladies, it’s finally time to make you both useful. It’s time for your housewife training.”


Chapter 5

Housewife Training

As Cindy escorted Martin and me towards the main hall, my embarrassment grew as more and more men and councilors saw me in my new outfit. My ass was practically on display and the front of the shorts looked so tight that people would be more likely to believe that I had a pussy rather than a dick.

The men who weren’t already dressed in new, feminine outfits, had a look of terror as they saw us, just now learning their coming fates. The female councilors all cat called us and pinched our asses. Despite the humiliation of being dressed in public like this, I couldn’t deny the arousal I felt from wearing it or from the attention that the woman gave me.

When we reached the main hall, Cindy lead us into the kitchen. “Now that everyone has survived to Phase 2, it’s time for you all to really become integrated into the camp. Until now, me and my fellow councilors have been working overtime, working with you and cooking and cleaning as needed. But today, that all changes,” she explained.

“So I assume that means that we are going to take over everything?” I asked hesitantly.

Cindy winked at me and said, “Bingo!”

“But I’ve never cooked anything before other than frozen pizzas and toast,” Martin said next to me.

“You and almost every guy there. It’s almost like there is a common theme between you all. Hmm…,” she said as she pretended to consider her statement. “But yeah, meals are probably going to suck for the next week or so as each cabin rotates through the responsibilities of cooking and cleaning. I will be here with you to supervise and answer any questions, but don’t expect me to actually help.”

Cooking and cleaning can’t be that hard, right? I mean, they could be giving us much worse tasks.

“How do we know what to cook?” Martin asked, his tone sounding more panicked with each question.

“The camp staff will still create the weekly meal plans. You just need to come in, follow the directions, and then serve,” Cindy answered. “Now go put your aprons on and let’s get started. You have lunch to serve in just a couple of hours.”

I sigh. “Already? Aren’t you going to give us some lessons or anything?” I asked, starting to feel panicked myself at the immediacy of our task.

“Do you think your wives had lessons before they had to cook meals for themselves and you? No, of course not. They just learned from research, trial, and error. Just as you will,” Cindy replied.

“But… they’re women,” I wanted to say, but managed to restrain myself from blurting out. I knew that would only piss Cindy off. That was the old way of thinking, not the new modern way that we were here to learn. I knew I needed to be better than that.

Instead, I gave her a nod of understanding and marched off to grab an apron off of the wall. I put it over my neck and then tied the straps behind my back. “Come on, Martin. We don’t have a lot of time.”

Martin let out a deep sigh and then ran over to grab his own apron. “Do you have any idea what you’re doing?” he asked me.

I let out a laugh. “Not a clue, but between the two of us, surely we can figure it out.”

He nodded at me and then followed me to the kitchen island where the instructions were. Martin seemed far more skittish than I so I took charge. It was nice to feel the smallest bit of power and control again, even though Cindy was watching over us.

And watch over us she did. Throughout our rough going in the kitchen, she always stood over one of us, watching over our shoulders. When we made mistakes she groaned behind us and when we did something right, she slapped us on the ass. Her presence was always felt.

By the time our work was done, we managed to prepare half decent plates of roasted chicken, pasta salad, and roasted vegetables. It wasn’t the best tasting food, but I had a feeling there wouldn’t be a lot of men with large appetites today anyways. Martin and I took out the trays of food to the dining hall and set them out to be served.

Cindy made us wait until everyone was done eating and gone.

Then it was our time to clean. We not only had to clean our mess in the kitchen, but the messes everyone left in the dining hall as well. I decided that I would clean the hall while Martin would clean the kitchen. A decision I regretted. I was disgusted by the messes the other men left behind and thoroughly displeased with their behaviors. As I cleaned each table in the hall, I found myself growing more and more flustered and upset by the lack of respect the other men showed.

Why are all men such slobs! Why do they feel so entitled to make messes and why do they assume that someone will just come and clean up for them? I’m not their mother!

I knew I was being irrational, but I couldn’t help what I was feeling. These new emotions were overtaking me. At the same time, feeling this way and working this hard to clean up the mess of men, was teaching me a valuable lesson and making me feel remorseful for my former behavior as a man.

Those feelings I expected. After all, that was what they were teaching us here at camp. The feeling I wasn’t expecting was Cindy’s hand sharply across my ass for every mess I missed while cleaning. Both Martin and I had to watch while Cindy examined our designated areas. Every time she found something amiss, she strutted over, grabbed our hair and pulled us over to it. She pushed our faces towards the mess and then spanked us as hard as she could. It was both terrifying and arousing.

I hoped Daphne would do the same in my new life with her.


Chapter 6

Chores

As the week continued, so did our new chores. Our responsibilities shifted every day so that each cabin of men could have a turn at each chore. We never had breaks, they always had us working on some common household task. They told us that this is how our wives’ days were, filled with cooking and cleaning up for others, and it was our turn to experience it. I was glad to at least have Martin at my side to help.

In addition to cooking and cleaning the camp’s meals, the councilors introduced us to additional chores. These included cleaning the other camper’s cabins, doing the camp’s laundry and putting it away in the respective cabins, changing bedding and making the beds, and more. My favorite was being tasked with cleaning the councilor’s cabins.

I enjoyed how they made us wear our girliest outfits for that chore. When Martin and I had to handle that task this week they had me dress in a pink floral printed dress that went down to my mid thighs. It had short puffy sleeves and a big bow across the chest. I felt like a doll dressed in that outfit.

The sexy councilors would all dress up in their pajamas and huddle together on a single bed as they watched us and critiqued our work. They would tease us about our outfits and try to flip up our skirts and look underneath whenever we walked by, making sure to comment on the bulge our cages showed in our panties. It was both humiliating and exhilarating, and made my dick strain hard against its cage the entire time.

I remember my balls aching for hours after that chore. Being dressed in my cute little outfit didn’t help that fact either as I was growing increasingly turned on my the most feminine outfits I had. The feelings unnerved me, but I credited them to my increased pent up sexual energy as it had been nearly two weeks since I had last orgasmed. Hell, even Martin in his girly outfits was beginning to look attractive to me. That’s how I knew that my chastity cage was playing tricks with me.

Towards the end of the week I finally snapped and asked Cindy the question that was on every guy’s mind, “When would we be allowed to jerk off?”

Cindy, of course, scoffed at my question and had a retort queued up for just the question. “Do you know how often women fake their orgasms with their partners? It would disgust you to find out how infrequently women manage to cum unless they do it themselves,” she said. She stepped closer to me and put her hand beneath my skirt. It continued until it wrapped around my chastity cage. I could feel her fingers pet and play with it, rubbing it with long strokes. “Do you know what it’s like to be driven to the brink of pleasure and then suddenly have everything stop because your partner came too quickly?”

Her hand continued to play with my dick and balls as I tried to think about it. She bit her lip as she stared into my eyes, giving me a look of lust that I knew was too good to be true. But I desperately wanted to believe it.

As a guy, those aren’t issues I have. But neither does Daphne, does she? There have been a couple of times when I thought she might have faked it, but she always denied it when I asked her. Otherwise, I feel like we’ve always been on the same page sexually. At least I thought so…

“No,” I breathed out in response as my dick began to throb at her touch.

Cindy used two fingers to stroke both sides of my cage, back and forth as if she was giving me a hand job. My dick thought it could feel her touch, but couldn’t at the same time. Nevertheless, it struggled to grow hard, pulling my balls tight as it pushed hard in its attempt to grow erect. I moaned in pleasure, the first feeling of such in weeks.

Cindy then gave my cage a gentle pat and then removed her hand from my skirt. She smiled at me diabolically and said, “You will understand well enough before your time here is done, Neil. Trust me.”

I gulped as I adjusted my cage in my panties to better fit my straining dick.

Is that how it feels when I cum before she does?

I hoped that’s not how she felt when we had sex. That would be constant torture.

Cindy was still staring at me. Her expression had a look like she was withholding a secret from me that she wanted to blurt out. “Don’t you worry just one bit. I will make sure you know exactly how you make your wife feel in bed,” she added, as if reading my mind.

I wasn’t sure what that meant and I wasn’t sure I wanted to know. I had already grown and learned so much in my time at camp, I couldn’t imagine what else there was to learn about being a woman.

I mean, there was definitely more to being a woman than wearing lingerie and dresses and learning how to cook in clean. There were other… deeper experiences to be had.

But there wasn’t anyway they could give us those experiences, was there?


Part 3

Feminine Pleasures
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Chapter 1

Phase 3

The end of my second week at Camp Transcendence was like an emotional reboot. Once again I was growing more comfortable shaving my body and wearing my feminine outfits, but as we were about to start Phase 3, I knew my comfort would soon be shattered when my councilor Cindy introduced my next learning experience.

However, unlike the start of Phase 2, I actually found myself more excited by the promise of new feminine experiences this time. I knew that my excitement was most likely because I had been locked in a chastity cage for two weeks without being allowed to cum, but that didn’t matter. I wouldn’t be allowed to orgasm any time soon so the feelings would only grow from here. If excited was how I felt now, then I couldn’t change that. I could only embrace it.

So when I woke up this Monday morning, I tried to remain positive and be more open to the changes that would come once Cindy came to get us. I even began my morning routine and picked out my favorite outfit to wear, a black skater skirt paired with a maroon off shoulder top. It still baffled me that I had favorite women’s clothing to wear, but there was no denying the feelings I had when I wore a snug thong, a perfect fitting bra and a sexy or cute outfit. It just felt… right.

In just two weeks time I had gone from living the life of a stereotypical man, drinking beers and watching sports while I let my wife take care of everything around the house, to dressing up and acting like a housewife myself. Most of that had been in just the last week, too. During Phase 2 alone, I had become a much more confident cook and learned more than I ever expected to about cleaning.

From everything I had learned and experienced so far, I felt like I could definitely empathize with my wife, Daphne, from all of the work I made her do around the house. Already I felt prepared to return home to help her tackle the household tasks and be a better partner for her. But that wasn’t an option. I still had two more weeks left at Camp Transcendence before I was allowed to graduate and return home.

That also meant it would be at least two more weeks left locked in my chastity cage, assuming that Daphne would let me out when I returned home. I felt like I was finally beginning to get used to my cage; I was experiencing far less pain and discomfort, but I couldn’t imagine being locked and denied for another two weeks. Was it even possible for men to go an entire month without orgasming? It seemed so… unnatural.

Martin, my roommate who was a chronic masturbator in his previous life, was having a particularly hard time with his chastity cage and was growing increasingly distraught and dismayed as the days passed. I often noticed him touching his cage underneath his blanket late at night as he tried to pleasure himself. But with these hard plastic cages secured around our dicks, it just wasn’t possible. Or so I believed.

Martin had other thoughts, however. During our morning shower yesterday, he told me about a rumor that was circulating around with the other men. He said that one of the cabins had discovered a way to make themselves cum with their cages on. The idea sounded preposterous to me, but I could tell that Martin was deeply holding on to the hope that it was true and doable. And I could tell that he wanted to try exploring each others cages with me.

But just because I wore women’s clothing every day and had the occasional strange stirring sensation inside my cage when we showered together and I shaved his back, didn’t mean that I was ready to touch his caged dick or allow him to touch mine. So I stayed quiet when he discussed these rumors, not wanting to give him any false hope that I may be his salvation.

Of course I still understood that there was a chance that Cindy might make us… play together. Considering what we had already learned in the first half of camp, I struggled to think of any further ways for us to empathize with our wives. The only thing that popped into my mind was bedroom play, but that too sounded preposterous. Not only was it not possible to understand how a woman truly felt in the bedroom, but the councilors had sent the keys to our chastity cages back to our wives so couldn’t get unlocked. The latter fact was my saving grace, my confidence that Cindy and the councilors wouldn’t push us too far during our stay at camp. Still, if not that, then would might they have us do for the next two weeks?

Naturally, there was only one way to find out and that way was making her way into our cabin just this very minute.

“Hello, ladies,” Cindy greeted Martin and me.

“Good morning, Cindy,” I said, trying to maintain my positive attitude.

“Morning,” Martin said grumpily as he kicked his legs out of bed, still wearing just his satin purple negligee and panties that he had slept in.

“Well, I’m glad at least one of you is ready to take on Phase 3,” she said as she smiled at me. “That’s good, Neil, because you’re going to need all the can do attitude you can summon this week.”

As usual, her words were very ominous, but I just smiled in response, trying not to give in to her scare tactics.

She continued, “Week three is often called ‘Hell Week’ and is the week that sends the most men home crying to their wives.” A grin spread across her face as she spoke, clearly enjoying teasing us. “But before we can truly start Hell Week, we need to begin with Heel Day.”


Chapter 2

High Heels

It was obvious what Cindy meant so neither Martin or I decided to ask a follow up question. We simply accepted what was to come. Once Martin got dressed, Cindy escorted us back to the wardrobe cabin to get fitted with high heels.

There, Lily greeted me and invited me to her station. “I guess you’ve already heard the big news for this week?” she asked me with an excitement that I couldn’t match.

“I know we’re getting high heels today, but that’s the extent of my knowledge,” I answered as I sat down on the chair in front of her wardrobe mirrors.

Lily stood behind me with her hands on my shoulders and smiled. “That is true, yes,” she confirmed. “But you’re also going to have some big and hard challenges to come this week. I guess I shouldn’t spoil those surprises though. Cindy would have my head for that.”

Truthfully, I didn’t want to have the surprises ruined either. Living in ignorance of what was to come aided my attempts to stay positive for the remainder of my stay at camp. For now, I would focus on my new heels.

“Everything has been rather long and hard, to be fair,” I replied to Lily.

Lily shrugged. “Being a woman is certainly no walk in the park,” she said. “But I have a feeling you’ll understand that much better once you’re wearing some heels.” She laughed at her own joke and then grabbed a box from a small pile. It was clearly a shoe box and seeing the grouping of them told me that I would be trying on several pairs.

“I can’t say that I’m looking forward to this,” I admitted to her.

She patted my thigh as she kneeled down in front of me with the box. “Don’t say that. I have a feeling you will love how they feel once you get used to them,” she said with a wink.

I watched as she opened the box and revealed the first pair of black high heels. They were very tall and covered in sexy black straps that went up the ankle. Seeing Lily hold one up in front of me made me anxious to try it on.

She unzipped the front and then slipped it over my foot, adjusting it so that it fit just right before she zipped it back up. When she let go and my foot set upon the floor with the heel on, I could really feel it on me. I was wearing a high heel.

Lily slipped on the second heel and then stood up, beckoning me to do the same. I used the arms of the chair to help push me up and wobbled as I came to stand. My arms stretched out to help balance me and Lily grabbed one to help support me.

“Thanks,” I breathed out as I steadied myself.

Lily giggled, “Don’t worry, they do take some getting used to. Especially high ones like these. But check out how good they look on you!”

I looked up into the mirror in front of me, seeing my feet in heels for the first time. I kicked a foot up just to make sure they were really my feet in the reflection. A couple of weeks ago it would have been a crazy thought that I would ever wear heels, but here I was, completely dolled up.

I can’t believe I’m actually wearing high heels now, too. This has to be the last piece, right? What else do women wear?

“Wow,” I let out in amazement. “They do look pretty sexy.”

“I mean, I’m pretty jealous of those heels myself,” Lily said as she came to stand next to me. “Trust me when I say that a lot of women would kill fair a pair of heels like that. You’re a lucky girl.”

I blushed at her words. I really was starting to unexplainably feel like a girl, my chest even seemed to be getting larger and fitting into my bra better. I didn’t understand why I was suddenly becoming so accommodating and accepting of all these changes, but I couldn’t deny the fact that I was.

“What else do you have?” I asked eagerly, embracing my new interests.

Lily gave me a playful look and smile. “Not satisfied with those sexy heels? Alright, let’s see what else tickles your fancy,” she said. “Go ahead and sit back down and take those shoes off.”

I did as I was told while she went to grab another box. This box contained a more traditional style of heels except they were a lustful red color.

“These are more for a special date night than casual wear, but every girl needs a pair like these in her closet,” Lily explained as she helped me slip the new heels on.

I stood up a little easier this time and checked them out in the mirror. “I really like them, but they don’t fit this outfit at all,” I said.

“Very true. Let’s try another pair,” Lily nodded. She continued helping me try on pair after pair of high heels, some high and some low, some with straps and some without. They all felt amazing and I loved how I looked and felt wearing them.

After I tried on the last pair, I couldn’t deny which one I liked the most. While some of the more traditional pairs called out to me for pragmatic reasons, the first pair, the sexy, black pair never left my mind. “I think I’ll take the first pair,” I announced to Lily.

Lily chuckled at my abrupt announcement. “Surprise! You get them all!” she responded as her arms flew up in excitement.

My heart skipped a beat as the realization hit me. “I do?” I asked bashfully.

“That’s right! And that’s not the only surprise I have for you,” she added. “I have one more piece that will really complete your look.”


Chapter 3

New Look

Lily handed me my desired pair of heels to put back on while she went to get her next surprise for me. My mind raced, trying to brainstorm ideas of what it could be, but failed to conceive any. When she returned and I saw what she had, it all seemed so obvious. So perfect.

In her hands she carried a light brown wig and on her face she carried an excited smile. “I can’t wait to see you with your new hair,” she exclaimed.

I can’t wait to see it either!

I tried to hide my excitement, but I felt myself shaking as she approached. She stood in front of me and carefully set the wig over my short man hair, hiding one of my last traces of masculinity. She continued to block my view of the mirror as she adjusted the wig and I had to resist pushing her aside to see how it looked. Finally, she stepped aside and gestured for me to stand up and look. I was speechless.

The hair matched my natural color perfectly and went just below my shoulders. It was shiny and smooth, and exuded femininity. I ran my fingers through my new hair, making sure it was real. It was.

“I love it,” I gasped.

“I knew you would,” Lily grinned. “Just wait until you learn how to use some makeup. You’ll be floored by the changes in your appearance. Us women can really play some tricks on our looks with the right makeup.”

“Oh,” I breathed out as I touched my face and considered her words.

I hadn’t even thought of makeup. Are they going to make me do that, too? Would that really change my looks that much more?

There was no denying that my face was the weak spot of my otherwise feminine body. Despite shaving my face daily I still grew a five o’clock shadow, I had unkempt eyebrows, and my skin was far from smooth or delicate like a woman’s.

“Yeah, but those will be lessons for another day. Sorry, I guess I let one surprise out of the bag, but you probably assumed as much anyways,” Lily said.

“Yeah, I did,” I lied.

“Anyways, long hair is much different than your typical short hair,” she started. “You need to brush it to keep the knots out and definitely take it off at night. You will get a holder for it placed in your cabin that you should rest it on. Don’t just toss it somewhere.”

I nodded my understanding as I considered the work Daphne did with her hair. Whenever she washed it, she had to blow dry it for what felt like forever. That always seemed to make us late for our plans.

Lily continued, “Washing it once a week with shampoo should be fine, but do it in the evening when you don’t need to wear it because you will want it to air dry.”

I guess I don’t have to worry about the blow drying then.

She continued to give me tips and pointers on life with long hair, but I found it hard to concentrate on anything but my reflection. My beautiful, feminine reflection, with my long luscious hair.

Eventually, Cindy walked over to check on me. “Look at you, girl friend! I would kill for those heels!” she shouted as she saw my new look.

I looked at Lily and we both laughed as we remembered that she had said the same thing. In that moment, I felt like one of the girls and I enjoyed how it felt.

“God, they make your legs and ass really pop,” Cindy continued as she raised my skirt up to check out my butt. She gave it a slap and then let my skirt back down. “And that hair, whip it around for me. Let me really see it!”

I obeyed and whipped my head around, sending my soft hair flowing through the air. I couldn’t help but blush at all the attention on me. But I also loved it. My dick was stirring in its cage as Cindy expressed her satisfaction over my new look.

“She still needs to learn to walk in her heels,” Lily said to Cindy. “But I’ll leave that to you. My work is done for today.”

“Of course. Thank you, Lily,” Cindy replied as she took both of my hands in hers. “Okay, Neil. Ugh, that name sounds so wrong with your updated look. Can we call you something different? Neil… Nancy? Nelly? Nia?”

My eyes lit up at the name Nia. It sounded vaguely exotic and sexy. It wasn’t basic or common. It was perfect. “Nia!” I blurted out.

Cindy gave me a crooked smile and nodded. “Nia it is then,” she said. “Okay, Nia, walking in heels isn’t as hard as people lead you to believe. You just need to know how to properly step so that you can use your weight to keep you balanced. Here, watch me.”

I watch Cindy as she began to strut forward in front of me. She was wearing her typical uniform of her bright pink camp shirt with her short jean shorts and below she had on a tan pair of gladiator heels, the straps going all the way up to her knees. Her hips swayed from side to side with each step and her heels crashed loudly into the floor. She flowed gracefully yet powerfully at the same time.

“Now you try,” she said as she turned to watch me.

I took a few steps and wobbled a little, but tried to copy Cindy’s methods. I swayed my hips to the side and took powerful steps forward. I continued to wobble every so often, but I felt better than I had expected. Cindy had me keep practicing until I could walk the length of the building without any issues.

By the time I had it down, my feet were starting to ache, but I felt more confident and sexier than ever. The pain was worth it to look and feel this good.


Chapter 4

New Ways To Feel Like a Woman

As week three continued, I began to feel more and more comfortable walking in my new heels. The hardest part was definitely wearing high heels outdoors at a camp, but walking in the dirt trails only made it easier to walk indoors. Although when I was indoors, that usually meant I was hard at work.

The addition of the heels made my tasks of cleaning and cooking more difficult as my feet began to ache after hours of standing on them. I knew my Daphne would never cook or clean in heels so I felt a little silly doing so, but she did have to wear them for days at a time for work and other events, so I figured that me having to learn how to deal with the discomfort was all fair in the name of empathy. Plus, they looked damn good on me.

My wig also looked good on me, and just like the heels, it also took some getting used to wearing. I was baffled by how casual women made having long hair seem. My new hair was constantly getting in my face and eyes and required constant attention to keep it out. When I ate, it always seemed to find its way into my mouth. And at the end of the day, it required lots of brushing to get the tangles out. It was a lot more work than I had expected hair to be.

But the occasional discomfort of the heels, the sometimes annoying hair in my face from the wig… none of that mattered. None of that trounced the way they made me feel when I wore them. I felt… more complete.

Dressing up like this didn’t only make me feel different, it was changing who I was. These days I found myself thinking more about what new combination of clothes I would wear tomorrow than what was happening in sports. Instead of worrying about adjusting the roster of my fantasy sports team, I worried about adjusting my stockings in my real life fantasy. I couldn’t believe my world was changing so quickly, so uncontrollably.

I still wondered if it was all because of my pent up sexual energy. If it was because I had this chastity cage locked on for over two weeks without being allowed to cum. I wondered if I did have that opportunity, if I could find a way to orgasm like Martin talked about in his rumors, would I still enjoy this new life? Would I still want more of it?

The thoughts scared me. But could simply jerking off make a whole new set of desires crumble so easily? It seemed unlikely, but at the same time, it was my expectation that not jerking off was the cause of these desires. It was a twisted web that I wasn’t yet ready to change. At the end of the day, I was here for Daphne, to prove my devotion to her. I would see the rest of my time here through, no matter what may come next. Whatever that might be.

The days of the week seemed to be flying by now with us constantly busy with our responsibilities. I was beginning to think that nothing else would happen this week, until one night Cindy strutted into our cabin with her scheming smile.

“Hello, ladies,” she said with a smirk, instantly letting me know that she was up to no good.

Martin and I greeted her and then sat down on our beds to give her our attention.

“I know that you’ve been loving your new outfits and looks, but it’s time to learn something more than just the superficial parts of womanhood,” she added.

I had a growing concern that I knew what she meant, that we would learn new… ways to feel like a woman. I wasn’t sure I was ready for this, not so soon.

Cindy continued, “While, yes, having smooth, hairless bodies and dressing up in sexy outfits is an important part of being a woman, especially according to you men, take all that off and what do you have?” She paused for a moment as if wanting us to answer, but neither Martin or I knew where she was going with her question. Finally, she sighed, “That wasn’t a question. I wan you to take off your clothes. Leave only your bra and panties on.”

Martin and I caught each other’s eyes as panic filled them. But our eyes also had a look of helplessness, we knew we had to do what she said. So we did.

I got undressed until I was only left wearing my white bra and panties. I also happened to be wearing white thigh highs which I decided to leave on as well. She would have to force me to remove the thigh highs that felt so good against my hairless legs.

I glanced over at Martin who was wearing a set of lacy pink underwear which appeared to fit him well. I then looked at Cindy who was grinning more than ever.

“I just love how you two ladies do everything I say. You’re becoming such perfect little submissive women, just like you would have liked when you were still men,” she giggled.

I knew she was right, it had only taken one day at camp for me to really feel like I had lost all power over my life, but now that they were truly bossing us around and controlling every aspect of our lives, there was no denying that we were their little play things. Their dolls to dress up and do with as they pleased.

Cindy turned and walked out of our cabin, picked up a box just outside the door. She started opening it as she returned to her position between Martin and me. I had a feeling that the contents of this box could be life changing. That there might be no going back to my old life after she made us do whatever it was she had planned.

But I was ready for that.


Chapter 5

Learning

“What I have here is exactly what we need for the perfect wife experience. I want you to picture yourself as your wives, tired after a long day at work and an even longer day back home, cooking and cleaning for your slob of a husband,” Cindy explained.

She reached her hand inside the box and moved it around. I could hear objects scraping along the bottom of the box as she played with them, and with our nerves. She bit her lip as she looked back and forth between Martin and me, as if trying to decide who would be her first victim.

“I think Marissa will go first with our little learning exercise,” she announced. “I believe you will get the most benefit out of this practice considering all the demands you used to make to your poor wife. That and you look so cute in your little pink panties.”

Martin blushed, but I could tell that he was also shaking, nervous for what was about to come. For that reason, I was grateful that he would be going first.

Cindy continued, “But Marissa needs a beautiful assistant for this exercise. Nia, would you be a doll and stand up to help?”

My eyes bulged at hearing my name called out, but I forced myself off of my bed to follow Cindy’s orders. “Of course,” I choked out.

Cindy set the box down on the floor, pulled out what appeared to be a large strap or harness from the box and handed it to me. “Step into this and pull it up,” she instructed me.

I looked at it and saw that it had holes for my legs and would fit around my crotch. I lowered it down and stepped inside then pulled it up as commanded. Cindy’s fingers brushed against my skin as she tightened the harness, getting it to fit nice and snug around me. As I examined it, I heard rustling in the box behind me. Her hands then wrapped around me and attached a large, thick dildo to the front of the harness.

My eyes lit up in shock as the large dick hung from my crotch. It had been weeks since I had the semblance of a real dick in that position. But this was no regular dick. This looked giant, like a dick you would only see in porn.

“Does that look familiar, Marissa?” Cindy chuckled. “Your wives gave us approximate measurements of your dicks and we had custom dildos made for each of you. This one is Martin’s old dick.”

This is what Martin’s dick looks like? Holy cow!

“Uhh, ok…,” Martin mumbled anxiously.

“Ok, now that we’re all set, let’s start. Marissa, go ahead and pretend to be a tired Sherry, just laying down in bed for the night after a long day,” Cindy said.

Martin followed along and laid down on his side so that he was facing the wall. I had a feeling he did that on purpose so he wouldn’t have to see me with a mold of his large dick attached.

“Good. Now, Nia, you pretend you’re a horny Martin. Climb into bed and demand that Marissa sucks your cock,” Cindy demanded.

I looked at her in shock and she casually nodded at me, telling me that she really wanted me to do exactly as she said. I wished that I could look at Martin to give him a look that would tell him that I was sorry for what I was about to do, but he was still turned away. Instead, I slowly climbed onto his bed as the large cock wiggled from my hips.

Martin’s eyes were closed, either really playing the role of his wife or trying to hide from this experience.

“Hey, Sherry. You up? How about you suck my cock?” I said, trying to do my best Martin impersonation. I saw Martin’s eyes clench tighter as he ignored me.

“Don’t take no for an answer, Martin!” Cindy exclaimed. “Make sure she really knows you’re serious.”

I mounted Martin and slowly crawled over him, moving closer to his head. When I was close enough, I wrapped my hand around my large cock and playfully slapped him on the cheek with it. “Come on, I’m horny. Just a quick suck, baby,” I said.

He finally opened his eyes and glared at me menacingly. I shrugged in response, telling him that it was out of my control.

“Very good, Nia,” Cindy said. “Marissa, now it’s your turn. I want you to feel what it’s like to suck your own cock. I want you to really empathize with your tired wife who just wants to sleep, but is pestered to pleasure her husband who has been relaxing since he got home.”

Martin sighed and looked at Cindy. “Okay, I get it. I was a terrible husband and I was too demanding of Sherry. I’m sorry for how I used to behave. I promise to change my ways. Is that enough?” he pleaded with her.

Cindy shook her head. “No. Suck it,” she answered sternly.

I witnessed his body slump in defeat as his head turned back to face the dildo strapped to me. He closed his eyes, let out a deep breath, and then opened his mouth and took my dildo inside of him.

I watched as his mouth moved back and forth over my fake dick. It was surreal. It looked like he was really sucking my cock, but I felt none of it. At the same time, there was a strange sensation as if I was experiencing it. It was increasingly maddening with every suck.

Beneath the harness, my own dick was beginning to go crazy in its cage, longing to be the object of Martin’s mouth’s attention. Longing to have his lips and the wetness of his mouth on it instead of the dildo.

Cindy came to stand beside me and rested her arm on my shoulder. “He needs to really experience your cock, Nia. Help him really experience what you’re packing,” she whispered into my ear.

I instantly knew what she meant and without thinking I started thrusting my hips, pushing the fake cock deeper into his mouth. Martin gagged as the giant cock filled his mouth, but kept sucking the best that he could. It was awkward to see my friend go through this, but at the same time it felt intoxicating. The feeling of my dick pressing against its small cage felt so good as I fucked his mouth; it was beginning to throb and pulse.

“Okay, that’s enough for now,” Cindy said, cutting short my building pleasure. I was saddened by the sudden end to the exercise until she spoke again. “It’s Nia’s turn now.”


Chapter 6

Training

Martin’s eyes locked onto mine, his mouth still filled with my cock. In them I saw both looks of relief and sorrow that his time was done. He slowly removed the dildo from his mouth and pushed himself up to sitting in his bed. I stayed still, paralyzed with fear of what was about to come.

“Go ahead and take your dick off, Nia,” Cindy instructed.

Hesitantly, I stepped off of the bed and unhooked the dildo and then the harness, letting it fall to the floor. Cindy picked up the harness and handed it to Martin before taking the wet dildo from my hand and placing it back in the box.

When she stood back up, she was now holding a much smaller dildo. One that I instantly recognized as a replica of my own. I felt humiliated that Martin would not only see it, but have to pretend it was his own instead of his large, meaty cock that he had locked in his cage. Nonetheless, he put on the harness and attached my small dick to the front.

“Ok, this time I want Marissa to sit on the edge of the bed and pretend you’re Neil. Nia, I want you on your knees like the good cock slut you wish your wife was,” Cindy said.

She used to be my good cock slut… until we got married. Then she seemed to never want to touch it again. Maybe it is harder than it looks. Maybe this will be a valuable lesson. Or maybe I will be able to tell her that it’s not that bad…

Martin positioned himself on the bed per Cindy’s instructions and I did the same, kneeling on the ground in front of him. I could feel my panties slipping further into my ass crack as I kneeled, a feeling which I had come to love. My dick had settled, but I adjusted it in my panties to make it fit better in my new position. But settled as it was, it quickly came back to life when I looked up and saw the dick hanging in front of me.

I can’t believe I’m actually going to do this. I can’t believe I’m going to suck a man’s cock.

Cindy squatted next to me and gently pet my hair. “Okay, slut. It’s time to start sucking.”

I nodded at her and then turned my attention back to the cock in front of me. For the first time in my life I felt glad to have a small dick, one that would be much easier to fit in my mouth and suck. I took a deep breath and opened my mouth to release it and take the cock inside.

My lips bumped over the head of the cock and all of its veins as it entered me deeper. I felt them again as I pulled my head back. My hands grabbed Martin’s smooth thighs and spread them apart further as I slowly started moving my mouth back and forth over his dick.

Quickly my breath began to grow heavy. I felt like there was a weight on my chest, making me breathless. And believed there was, it was the weight of my desires. A moan escaped my mouth as I took the cock deep inside and I knew it to be true.

“Oh my, I think someone really likes cock,” Cindy giggled.

I felt her hands wrap around me and touch my bare skin. They travelled upwards until they reached my chest and grabbed my tender breasts. I let out another moan at her touch, starting to truly feel like a woman.

I wasn’t the only one getting into it either, Martin was beginning to pant. His eyes were closed as his mouth hung open. He had a look as if he was truly feeling the pleasure of my mouth. His hand grabbed my hair and pulled me deeper onto the cock.

My mouth filled with my own cock, letting me know how it really felt to give a blow job. I didn’t know why Daphne was so resistant, this was exhilarating.

With Martin grabbing my head and Cindy grabbing my breasts I felt so powerless. But I also felt so in control. I was free to pleasure this cock however I pleased. And please it I did.

My mouth was getting sloppy with saliva as I salivated. I used the extra lubricant to my advantage and sped up my motions. I ran my tongue down the base with each passing suck, knowing exactly how that would feel and the pleasure it would give. I sucked harder and faster.
Martin’s chest was heaving and I wondered if he could feel the passion that I was giving his fake cock. I wished he could.

Then suddenly, he let out a deep groan. I felt the splash of something on my thigh as he continued to bellow. When his body slumped and he released my head, I had a feeling that I knew what had happened. I looked down and my feelings were confirmed. There was a large puddle of cum on the floor and his cage was leaking more.

“Oh my,” Cindy gasped. “I guess we get to learn a bonus lesson today.”

I wasn’t sure what she meant until I saw her swipe her finger through the puddle of semen. She raised her dripping finger and showed it to me. “I guess you get to learn what cum tastes like. And how it feels to swallow it.”

I stared at her in disbelief and shook my head.

She can’t be serious.

She nodded her head in response. “Oh yes. You expect your wife to do it so don’t you think that you should try it yourself?”

I gritted my teeth as I considered her words. I knew she was right. But this was different than just wearing women’s clothing, this was swallowing another man’s cum.

I knew I had to do it though. It was this or go home in shame.

I closed my eyes and opened my mouth once more. With one quick swoop, I launched myself forward and enveloped Cindy’s cum covered finger in my mouth. I wrapped my mouth around it and sucked it off. The cum had a slightly bitter taste as I swallowed and felt it slide down my throat.

Cindy laughed as she watched me. “Is there anything that you won’t do, my obedient little sissy?”

I briefly considered her question and then shook my head. After swallowing cum, I definitely knew the answer. From now on I had no limits.

I would do anything she asked me.


Part 4

Test of Devotion

[image: ]


Chapter 1

Final Week

As I laid in my cabin, I stared at the empty bed across from me, Martin’s old bed. After the events of a few days ago, he had been sent home in shame. He would have to go home and tell his wife Sherry that he couldn’t resist his urge to cum while another man sucked his fake cock.

When it had happened, when I had sucked the dildo strapped above his real dick, I was in shock when I felt the splash of his cum on my leg. I wasn’t sure if it was because I was doing such a good job pretending to give him a blow job or if he simply willed it with his horny imagination, but as far as Cindy and the other camp councilor’s were concerned, it didn’t matter. He had cum and that was an offense that was against the rules. As far as I was concerned, I had hoped his accident was because of my prowess.

The cabin was lonely without him, but as always, Cindy kept me very busy which helped kill my time alone. A few of the other men had also been sent home after the dick sucking exercise so I was occasionally partnered with another man to accomplish my chores, but Cindy would no longer allow me to have a cabin mate. Not after I had proven myself so capable as a woman. She didn’t trust me or the other similarly suited men to be alone together.

That was fine with me, however. I preferred to have privacy to do as I wished in my cabin. Especially to just relax and reflect after a long day walking around in heels and dresses as I cleaned and cooked. 
In that time alone I longed for a foot rub, a shoulder rub, a back rub, anything to cure my aching body. Being and dressing as a woman was tiring and painful and I was growing more empathetic towards my wife everyday. I vowed that when I returned home to her, that I would not only help out more around the house, but I would also give her massages to help her feel better.

Thinking about Daphne and returning home made me wonder what my life would be like once I completed my stay at camp. I knew that Daphne had suggested outfits for me to wear at camp, so she clearly must know what they’re doing to me here. Would she want me to continue dressing up as a woman or would the clothing go away once I graduated and learned my lesson. More importantly, would she unlock the chastity cage that had been locked on my dick for the last three weeks? Would she allow me to cum again?

At this point everything was turning me on and my balls were beginning to ache more than ever with discomfort. I longed for relief, but all that I was offered at camp was cruel teases. Teases like continuing to make me learn to suck cock.

Ever since my first night sucking a dildo, Cindy had come back to make me practice more. She told me that if men had their way, their wives would suck their cocks every day. So I would have to learn what that was like. Honestly, I didn’t mind it. I even kind of liked it.

The difficulty for me was refraining from orgasming. I would sometimes get so heated, so into my blowjobs that my dick would throb and strain in its cage. Multiple times I thought I might cum if I continued, but was lucky when Cindy soon told me to stop. But as each day passed and the pressure and desires built inside my cage, I wasn’t sure how much longer I would last.

I hoped that with my final week at camp, Phase 4, that Cindy would deter from the cock sucking and move on to something new that would be less stimulating. I wasn’t sure what that would be, however.

I did know that we would likely be learning how to apply makeup which I definitely wasn’t looking forward to, but that wouldn’t take up a whole week. So then what else would? I could only think of one more unspeakable thing that could be left, but I couldn’t fathom that they would actually make us do such a thing. Then again, I couldn’t fathom that I would ever swallow another man’s cum either, yet just a few days ago I had.

These last three weeks were filled with new experiences that I had never imagined I would do, but that I had done without resisting. If I was honest with myself, I knew that there was now little that I wouldn’t do. And that scared me.

✽✽✽

The next morning Cindy woke me up early. She sat across from me on Martin’s bed and waited for me to sit up.

“Good morning, Nia,” she said, addressing me with my girl name rather than my old name of Neil. She was as alert and perky as always, and wore her typical uniform of a bright pink collared camp shirt and her very short jean shorts that hugged her ass perfectly.

“Good morning, Cindy,” I yawned.

She smiled at me wickedly. “Congratulations on surviving week three,” she said. “Only half of the men who started their path to transcendence have made it this far. You should be proud of your willingness and eagerness to prove your devotion and obedience towards your wife.”

“Thank you,” I replied bashfully.

“Even though we are now in the final stretch, there is still plenty for you to learn, and plenty for us to do to prepare for your graduation. And your special guest.”

Special guest? Does that mean…

She smirked at me. “That’s right. Your Daphne is coming to participate in your graduation.”


Chapter 2

Preparations

Daphne is coming here?

I was floored. I knew that I would see Daphne again eventually, but I always assumed it would be back home, as my old self again. I never expected her to come to Camp Transcendence to see me. Not like this.

“Oh, okay…,” I finally let out, letting Cindy know that I had heard her.

Cindy gave me an amused look. “What? You’re not excited to see your wife?” she asked me.

I gritted my teeth as I considered how to answer. “How is she going to see me?” I finally asked, hesitantly.

“All dolled up as your lovely new self, of course,” Cindy giggled. “Although we still have some work to do to finish your look.”

My breathing became heavy, my body began shaking. I couldn’t believe my wife would see me shaved and dressed up in women’s clothing. “We do?”

“Of course! You haven’t learned how to apply makeup yet. You can’t fully understand the process of being a woman if you don’t do makeup. That’s another fun social obligation that you men created for us.”

I wasn’t sure if that was true, but I knew that a little makeup could go a long way towards transforming an average woman into a beauty. I touched my face as I wondered what it could do for me and my masculine face. “Oh, of course. I expected as much.”

“Right, so Lily will be helping you with your makeup today and then it’s up to you to learn how to do it from then on. You will have all week to practice in between the preparations we will be doing for the final tests and the arrival of the wives,” Cindy explained. “The wives will arrive on Saturday and as part of your graduation, you will be showcasing all of your new skills as well as your new look in a way to show her your love and devotion.”

“And how will I be doing that exactly?” I asked nervously.

“First, you will be dressing up in a very special outfit that we have picked out for you, doing your own hair and makeup. You will want to look your absolute best to show her how much you truly understand the efforts it takes to be a beautiful woman. Next, you will be serving her a three course meal. You will be waiting on her and making sure she is comfortable and has everything she needs. Finally, you will be cleaning up for her.

“Whatever happens after that is up to your wife’s discretion. We have let all the wives know that they are to judge and grade your efforts and to have in mind a fitting reward as a congratulations on graduation camp as well as a thank you for attending for them.”

“I see,” I let out as I considered her words.

A reward? Could that mean that I could finally get my chastity cage off? But to earn it I’ll have to be completely dressed as a woman for her. Makeup, dress, and all…”

“They will be judging every aspect of femininity so make sure to do your best.”

“Yes, of course,” I answered.

That means I just have a few days in order to learn to do my own makeup. Hopefully Lily can help teach me enough to get me started.

“Good. Now go shower, get dressed, and go see Lily to get started.”

✽✽✽

I followed Cindy’s orders. Once I was showered, shaved, and dressed, I made my way to see Lily. Because I was going to get my makeup done today, I decided to wear something a little extra girly. I wore a pink skater skirt with a white shirt that exposed just enough midriff. With it I wore my gold gladiator heels that had straps which wrapped up to my knees.

Lily was all smile when I arrived. “You make me look good with how you wear my clothes,” she said.

I blushed at her compliment as I came to sit in the chair at her station. “So I guess it’s finally makeup day,” I said.

She nodded as she came to stand behind me. She crouched over so that her head was next to mine and we could both see each other in the mirror. “That’s right. And I’m going to finally make you look like a real woman. You would be amazed what I can do.”

With that, she began. She applied foundation and contour to smooth out my face and give it a more feminine shape. She applied eyeshadow, eyeliner, and mascara to make my pop with a sultry energy. Finally, she applied lipstick to make my lips dark red and sexy.

“So, what do you think?” Lily asked me as she stepped away, revealing my reflection in the mirror ahead of me.

I looked into the mirror and saw my new face, turning it from side to side to make sure it was really mine. I was amazed.

“Oh, wow,” I gasped.

Lily grinned, proud of her work. “I know, right? You hardly look like a man anymore.”

She was right. With my dress, long wig, and now my makeup, I could barely see the man I formerly was. I couldn’t believe I was looking at myself.

Lily walked over to a table and picked up a small bag and handed it to me. “Here’s everything you should need for makeup this week. It has all colors that fit your profile just right so you won’t have to worry about that. I also put in some brief instructions, but hopefully you gathered enough from me today.”

I took the bag and looked at it nervously. Applying my own makeup was a definite source of anxiety, especially watching how Lily had applied it. I was never very artistic and felt like I would need that very skill.

“Thanks,” I told Lily. “For everything.”

“It was my pleasure,” she replied. “I always love transforming useless men into appreciative women.”


Chapter 3

Final Outfit

Me and the other men spent the rest of the week cleaning the main hall and hanging decorations to prepare for the arrival of our wives, just as Cindy had said. We spent the entire time fully dressed and made up as women, none of us embarrassed or ashamed any longer.

In my spare time, I practiced applying my own make up. It was a stressful art, just as I had imagined it would be. One little mistake could require having to redo multiple steps. It took patience, concentration, and a calm hand, all of which were traits I had to learn to have.

As a man, I would normally just throw on something clean to wear. The most time I would have to spend getting ready was doing my hair and that would only take a few minutes at most. As a woman, there was so much more involved. It wasn’t just picking out a simple outfit, it was planning the right heels, applying the right makeup, brushing your hair, and shaving your body. The style of panties you wore even made a difference depending on the outfit; you needed to consider whether or not it would show panty lines. There was so much!

Of course I knew it was all worth it though. Anything was worth it to feel this beautiful, sexy, and desirable for the first time in my life. As a man I always felt like just one of many; all men pretty much dressed and looked the same. But women… women had style and variety. As a women I could be a snowflake, uniquely beautiful in a different way everyday. I loved that aspect of my new womanhood.

But as every day passed, my the love of my new life gave me greater concern. I knew I would soon see Daphne and was afraid that that would spark the end of my new identity, that I would have to go home and resume dressing like a boring, simple man. I wondered if Daphne would allow me to continue dressing and living like this. But I couldn’t imagine even beginning such a conversation with her.

Then again, considering that I would be serving her dinner while fully dressed as a woman, maybe the conversation would come naturally. Maybe she would see me dressed up and like it. Maybe she would ask me to continue to dress up for her. I could only hope.

✽✽✽

On Friday I was told to return to the wardrobe cabin to see Lily and I knew exactly why I was going. It was to get my outfit for my dinner with Daphne. I couldn’t wait to see what it was. Would it be an elaborate gown? Something sleek, black, and sexy? Perhaps something more casual like she would normally wear? The possibilities were endless.

When I arrived, Lily gave me an impressed nod as she looked me over. “Looks like you’re getting the hang of applying makeup,” she said approvingly.

I smiled at her complement. “Thank you,” I replied. “So… I was told you had something for me?” I didn’t want to come off as over excited, but I also couldn’t wait another second, I needed to see my outfit.

Lily grinned at me. “Excited are we? Alright, alright, let me get it for you,” she said. She walked to a hanger next to her station, taking her time while I shook in anticipation. She finally grabbed a hanger and turned to display it to me. “Here it is!”

She held up a short black dress. It was sleeveless with spaghetti straps and a white trim along the bottom hem. Beneath the skirt of the dress there was a thin layer of lace that looked like a mock petticoat. I stared at the dress in confusion. Was I missing something? Was there more to the outfit that she wasn’t showing me?

“That’s it?” I asked.

Lily spun the dress around to look at it. “Oh, shoot. I did forget one piece. Go ahead and put this one while I go fetch it,” she said as she handed me the dress.

I continued to stare at the dress while Lily hurried off to find the final piece. This is so small. Will this even fit me? Isn’t it a little risqué for a dinner with my wife?

As always, I knew that I didn’t have a choice in the matter so I would just try it on and give it a chance. If it didn’t fit, then Lily would just have to find me something else. That wouldn’t be my fault.

I took off my clothes and slipped on the tiny dress. It fit more like a shirt and could even be considered small for that. The thin straps exposed my shoulders and chest while the low neckline gave a full view of my blossoming cleavage. The bottom of the dress barely covered my caged dick and left at least half of my ass visible. Technically it fit, but it didn’t leave much to the imagination.

“Okay, I got the last piece,” Lily said when she returned. She hurried behind me and quickly wrapped the final piece around my waist. As I felt her tying it behind me, I looked down to see what it was. It was a small white apron to cover the short skirt of the dress.

“An apron?” I asked in confusion.

Lily came to stand in front of me to check me out. “Mmm, if you weren’t married then I would totally take you to be my servant,” she growled.

“Servant?” I said out loud as I tried to piece together what was going on.

“Didn’t Cindy tell you that you were going to serve your wife dinner?” Lily scoffed at me. “Isn’t it obvious? You’re going to be her maid for the night.”


Chapter 4

Daphne

Once Lily spelled out to me that I would be Daphne’s maid for the night as my way of showing off my new look and abilities, I understood. While I would have liked to wear a more elaborate outfit, being dressed as a servant made sense and it would only be for one night.

To be honest, the longer I thought about how I looked in the little dress, the more excited I grew. It reminded me of wearing my cutoff jean shorts that crept up my ass, leaving everything exposed. Wearing such an exposing outfit made me feel naughty and sexy. It made me feel like I would do anything Daphne said. That was the just the mindset I needed to pass my final test.

And that was perfect because today was the day. Today was Saturday and Daphne would be here any minute.

I spent my final minutes preparing myself for my big day. I put on my tiny little maid’s outfit and adorned my special date night red high heels. I spent extra time and care perfecting my makeup and finished it off with a lustful red lipstick that made me look extra sexy.

I wished I could wear a garter belt and thigh highs to really feel my sexiest, but I didn’t want to risk breaking any rules just before my graduation. Tonight was my final test after all. If I survived tonight, that meant that I would have survived Camp Transcendence and be allowed to return home.

✽✽✽

Cindy came to get me shortly after I was ready. “Daphne is here. It’s time to start the show,” she said.

I followed her out of my cabin and towards the main hall where the dinner would take place. I was nervous to see her again, especially dressed this way. I was relieved that she was at least expecting me to be dressed up; I didn’t know if she knew to what extent I would be though.

When we entered the dining room, I spotted Daphne right away. She was wearing a red blouse, buttoned only to the bottom of her breasts, and a tight black pencil skirt. Her hair was tied up in a tight bun and she wore black leather boots that went up to her knees. It was an outfit she had never worn before and an outfit I would have never imagined seeing her in. She looked powerful and seductive.

I felt my body begin to shake as I approached her. I expected her to look at me in shock and disgust, but her expression never wavered. “Hello, Nia,” she greeted me.

Nia? How does she know about that?

“H-hello, Daphne,” I replied, suddenly growing self conscious about my exposing outfit and wishing that I could over up.

Her eyes crept over my body, examining my every feature. “Is this what you wished I would wear while I cooked and cleaned for you everyday?” she spat out when she was done.

My heart jumped at her sudden and harsh tone. She had never spoken to me like that before. “I… uhh… No. I didn’t pick out this outfit,” I stammered defensively. I didn’t know why I was suddenly so scared by her, but there was something so different about her.

Daphne began circling me, like a prowling lion. “Good. Because you would never see me dressed up like such a whore,” she said. “But I bet you like being dressed like this, don’t you? Do you like dressing like a slut? Your councilor told me that you do.”

I gulped nervously at her question, not knowing how to possibly answer the question. “I-I’m just dressed like this for you. To prove to you how devoted I am and how much I love you. That’s why I did everything at this camp. For you,” I said in a pleading tone.

Daphne came to stand in front of me again and scoffed at my answer. “You weak, pathetic man. You’re telling me that you let these women shave your body and dress you up like a whore for me?” she laughed. “Please, everything you do is for yourself. Admit that you wanted to do this. Admit that you didn’t once fight what they told you to do.”

Where is this coming from? I did all of this for her and now she’s turning it against me? I don’t understand…

I was at a loss. I felt like I couldn’t win this conversation. I looked at her with sad eyes and said, “It was all for you, Daphne. Because I love you.”

She nodded at me approvingly. “Very well,” she said. “Clearly this place has transformed you, but I’m curious to discover if they have done more than turned my slob of a husband into a sissy. Considering the most you’ve ever cooked for me before was warming up leftover pizza in the microwave, I look forward to seeing your new culinary skills.”

I gritted my teeth as I thought about cooking for her with her added pressure. Over the last two weeks my abilities in the kitchen had greatly improved, but as she suggested, they were non-existent to begin with so that wasn’t saying much. I hoped that she wasn’t setting too lofty of expectations.

“I look forward to cooking for you,” I replied. “Until the meal is ready, may I offer you any refreshments? Water or wine?”

“Wine. Something dark and strong. I’m in that kind of mood tonight,” she answered.

“Of course. Coming right up.” Without thinking, I gave my wife a little bow and turned to leave. As I walked away I felt my body begin to relax and I let out a deep breath. That interaction had gone much differently than I had expected. I was expecting the same fun and sweet woman I had married, but instead I saw a strong and serious woman. A powerful woman.

Daphne had never made me feel this way before. This meek or feeble. I didn’t like how I felt, but at the same time, I loved her attitude and I loved that it was her making me feel this way.

Luckily, as I entered the kitchen to begin making dinner, I had a feeling there would be plenty more of her attitude to come.


Chapter 5

Dinner

The next hour was a mad rush. When I wasn’t in the kitchen cooking and preparing plates, I was running back to Daphne’s table to check on her and top off her glass of wine. She looked very unamused by the whole thing and took no pity on me as the sweat dropped off my brow.

“I hope you finally understand how I have felt over the years of our marriage,” she said to me one time while I was bringing her a small salad to start on while dinner cooked.

I nodded eagerly. “Yes. I do, Daphne. And I wanted to…,” I started before she cut me off.

“Not now. We will discuss your… feelings… later.” The way she said “feelings” was with disgust, like she was appalled that I could have any.

When I was finally finished making dinner, baked salmon with a lemon and caper sauce and a side of roasted asparagus, I brought out a plate for each of us and set them down on the table. Just as I was about to sit down to join her, she cleared her throat and said, “Since when does the help eat with the lady of the house?”

I froze, half way into my seat, and stared at her in disbelief. “You don’t want me to eat with you?” I asked in surprise.

Her nose scrunched in disgust. “Of course not. Look at yourself. Go eat in the stairwell or wherever the working girls eat.”

I was stunned. “Really?” I asked.

Daphne gasped. “That will be a mark off of your grade. Please, go ahead and stay if you would like me to remove more,” she replied.

My heart began racing and I quickly stood up and pushed the chair back in. “Very well. Uhh.. please enjoy your meal,” I stammered as I retreated with my plate of food. Back in the kitchen I set the plate down, but suddenly didn’t have much of an appetite. I played with some of the food with my fork as I tried to catch my breath.

What has gotten over her today? I was expecting her to be glad to see me. To at least be a little appreciative of what I’ve done for her, what I’ve gone through for her! But no… she seems to want nothing to do with me. Was this all some cruel game of hers? Was she planning on divorcing me anyways and put me through this as revenge? I just don’t understand it!

After a few minutes of relaxing, I built up the nerve to check on her again. About half of her plate had been eaten and she was staring at it thoughtfully.

“Is everything to your liking?” I asked.

Daphne dabbed her lips with her napkin and then looked up at me. “Everything is adequate enough,” she answered. “Let’s just say that I couldn’t have expected anything better than this from you.”

I guess that’s good?

“Is there anything else I can get you? More wine? Dessert?”

Daphne’s eyebrows perked up at the word “dessert”. “I suppose I could be ready for some dessert,” she said.

Her hand raised up and she snapped her finger loudly, the sound echoed through the large room. I was confused as to why she had done that until I saw Cindy start jogging up to the table.

“Are you ready for the next phase?” Cindy asked Daphne, ignoring me.

Daphne nodded. “Yes. I think I’m ready to see how obedient he has become.”

Cindy looked excited by Daphne’s answer. “Very good. I will escort you to the cabin so you can prepare,” she said. She turned and looked at me continued, “Nia will clean up here and then join you shortly.”

I watched as Cindy offered Daphne her hand and led her out of the dining hall. I had no idea what was planned, but I didn’t have a good feeling about it.

The next phase? Let’s not think about that now. The night is almost over. I survived dinner. I just need to clean up and then I can go see what this next phase is.

I hurried up to clean Daphne’s plate, the table, and the mess I had made in the kitchen. By the time I was done, I was feeling even more exhausted, but pulled myself together to go find Daphne in my cabin.

The walk there was dark and quiet and my heart was pounding hard inside my chest. I stopped just before opening the door to compose myself and then walked in tall, trying to exude some confidence.

Inside, the cabin lights were off and everything seemed still. “Daphne?” I let out as I fumbled for the light switch. I turned on the lights to find Daphne standing right in front of me, wearing nothing but a bra and panties. And a dildo hanging from a harness around her crotch. I instantly recognized it as my own. It was the dildo I had been sucking all week.

My dick started growing as a silence hung between us as my eyes darted back and forth between Daphne and her dildo.

Does she want me to show her my cock sucking skills? That’s a little weird, but I guess that would be kind of hot.

I decided to just go for it, to show her what I had learned here at camp. As I began lowering myself down to me knees so I could suck my wife’s cock, she started laughing manically.

“You really are a cock slut, aren’t you?” she laughed.

I couldn’t stop my motion so I continued onto my knees and look up at her. “This isn’t what you wanted?” I asked.

“I mean, it does answer a fair amount about what an obedient sissy you’ve become at camp,” she said, still highly amused. “But no, it’s not what I had planned.”

“W-what did you have planned?” I asked hesitantly.

Daphne’s hand wrapped around her small dick and she started stroking it. “As your final test of devotion, I want you to learn how it feels to be fucked with such a pathetic and small dick.”


Chapter 6

Dessert

“You want to fuck me?” I asked in shock. I had a feeling that would be what she said, but even that didn’t prepare me for actually hearing the words come out of her mouth. But it did make my dick begin to stir in its cage, clearly interested by the proposition.

Daphne cocked her head to the side. “Aren’t you prepared to do anything for me? Anything to prove your love and devotion to me?” she said. Her voice was the softest it had been all night, yet I knew it was also a mocking tone.

“I-I would, but this is asking a lot,” I answered.

She scoffed at my words. “And sucking cock for the last week isn’t? Look at yourself, Neil. You’re dressed like a whore. The only thing you’re missing is a cock in the ass and I’m here to give it to you.”

Emotions were swirling inside me. My dick was now straining against its cage. Part of me wanted to jump at the opportunity, it wanted to feel her cock inside me so badly. The other part, what remained of my manliness, fought back the urges.

Daphne started wiggling the dildo. “Come on, baby. Let me fuck you. I promise that with this dick you will barely feel anything. I rarely do.”

I couldn’t resist it anymore. Between her humiliating words and her dominance over me all night, I couldn’t say no to her. I had to do it. “Okay, yes,” I said.

Daphne grinned wickedly at me and let out a little laugh. “I think we’re both going to really enjoy this,” she said. “Now bend over and let me see that hairless little sissy ass of yours.”

My dick was going crazy in its cage, dying to break free and dying for me to be fucked. I turned towards my bed and bent over, resting my forearms on it.

Daphne came to stand behind me. “What a slut you are! I don’t even have to flip up your skirt to see your hungry asshole,” she gasped. “I just need to move this tiny little thong of yours.”

It was true, I could feel the cold night air on my bare ass. I shivered as her cool fingers pulled down my panties.

“Cindy gave me all the supplies I would need to help you complete your final test,” she continued as I heard her slathering liquid on her dildo behind me. “Now relax as I break your sissy cheery and let you know how it really feels to be a woman.”

I bit my lip and closed my eyes as I anxiously waited for the feeling of the cock inside me. And then I felt it. The tip of the dildo pressed against my asshole, pushing hard. Then it popped inside and slowly began to enter me.

“Oh!” I gasped at the feeling of my first penetration.

“Relax,” Daphne hissed.

I tried, but as the dildo pushed further inside me, stretching me out, I couldn’t help but feel tense. She pulled it out slowly and then pushed it deeper inside. My fingers wrapped around the bedding as she began getting into a rhythm, slowly speeding up as I was able to relax my muscles.

As I relaxed, I also began to embrace the pleasure that was coming. With each deep push, as her hips touched my ass, a powerful pang of pleasure consumed me. Already I wanted something more, something bigger and deeper, but I knew that there was nothing left to give from my small cock.

Daphne soon wrapped her hands around my hips and pulled the cock back so that only the tip was inside. “If you want more, I want you to tell me all the ways you have learned to appreciate me after your experience at camp,” she teased.

I thought back over the last four weeks. It would be easy to tell her all the ways. I began with, “I appreciate all the work you do on your body. The shaving, the lotions, the hair drying. All of it.”

The cock rammed inside me like a strike of lightening. My eyes bulged at the feeling it of hitting deep inside me.

“More,” Daphne demanded.

“I appreciate all of your cooking.”

She rammed the cock inside me again.

“And your cleaning.”

Again, the cock thundered in me.

“All the work you put into your outfits and wearing high heels.”

This time Daphne pulled my hips back and she thrust the cock forward. The feeling was nearly overwhelming. But I wanted more.

“And I appreciate the time you put into wearing makeup.”

Another hard thrust.

I was now breathing deeply and felt sweat dripping from my forehead. My dick was pulsing and my body was heaving as I longed for more. I couldn’t think of anything else though.

After a long pause, Daphne asked, “I know you sucked cock, too. Don’t you appreciate me for that?”

“No,” I breathed out. “That one made me jealous.”

We both gasped at the same time. I couldn’t believe the words had come out of my mouth, but I also couldn’t deny them.

“You really are a cock slut,” she laughed when the shock wore off.

As my way of answering, I reached back and grabbed at her hips, trying to urge her to continue fucking me. I wasn’t done yet. My dick was throbbing and yearning for more.

To my delight, she continued. “And what are you going to do to show me your newfound appreciation of me?” she asked as she plunged the dildo inside me.

I let out a moan as I was filled once again and then managed to say, “Anything. Everything. I will do it all if you let me cum right now.” My dick felt like it was so close to climax. So close to finally getting relief after four long weeks. I needed it.

Daphne laughed and pulled the cock out. “Being denied before you cum is just another part of womanhood, my dear. Welcome to the team,” she said.

I let out a pathetic whimper as I wiggled my hungry ass at her. “Please, just a little more,” I begged.

She slapped my ass and then pushed it away. I used the momentum to swing around into sitting and looked at her. “You may have passed your tests and graduated camp,” she said as she crossed her arms. “But you still need to prove yourself to me back home. Maybe I will let you cum after you thoroughly prove to me your devotion. Maybe in another month.”

I looked down at my little black dress and my tiny white apron. Then I looked back at her. “Does that mean…?” I asked hesitantly.

A grin stretched across Daphne’s face as she nodded. “That’s right. You’re going to keep wearing your cute little outfits while you learn to serve me.”

My body shook in excitement. I nodded back eagerly. “Yes, let me prove my devotion,” I agreed, even though it wasn’t what I wanted.

I didn’t want to prove my devotion. I wanted to be devoted. I wanted to serve her, just as I had tonight in my skimpy little outfit.

“Good. Then pack up your stuff and meet me at the car. We’re going home,” Daphne said as she began walking out of the cabin. She stopped just before exiting and said, “Make sure to leave your man clothes here. You won’t be needing them any longer.”

I nearly jumped in glee at her words. “Yes, dear,” I replied.

I would have no problem leaving my old man clothes behind. They wouldn’t be needed for my new life.
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Becoming a Sissy Maid: Unlocking Hidden Desires

After allowing his marriage grow stagnant, Brad is faced with a tough decision. Wear a chastity cage or lose his relationship with his wife, Melissa. Melissa has issued him this ultimatum after years of growing unhappy in their marriage and because she believes that wearing a chastity cage will help turn Brad back into the loving, supportive man she married.

When Brad agrees, Melissa begins to give him daily chastity chores. Motivated by his desire to prove his devotion to his wife, Brad performs his chores diligently even as Melissa begins to add to his list of chastity chores. To further test his love and growing obedience, Melissa decides to tell him to dress up like a French maid for a deep cleaning of the house. When Brad not only agrees but seems eager to dress up again, Melissa understands that Brad was meant for a different life and takes it upon herself to unlock his hidden desires.

Turned Sissy By My Lesbian Girlfriend

Jack and Maya are deeply in love and living a perfect life together. Or so Jack thinks. Maya has a secret she has been hiding; she has recently admitted to herself that she is a lesbian, but hasn't told Jack in fear of losing him. So in order to keep him, Maya develops a plan.

When she finally admits her secret to Jack, he can't believe it. But when Maya reveals her plan to keep them together, he sees an option, albeit a strange one, to keep them together. Her idea? To have Jack start a transformation to become a woman so they can stay together as a lesbian couple. 

Out of his deep love for his girlfriend, Jack hesitantly agrees to give it a try, interested to see how far she will make him go towards becoming a woman.  Will he quit before it is complete or will Maya unlock his inner sissy and complete her plan?

Follow along the story of Jack as he becomes dominated by his girlfriend and transformed into Jackie, a submissive sissy who is always eager to please his girlfriend.

Blackmailed Sissy Maid

Chris has a secret, he likes to wear women’s panties under his clothes and even sometimes sneaks away to his office to wear dresses and lingerie. But what he doesn’t know is that his wife, Amy, has find out. 

When Amy confronts Chris, she forces him to reveal his stash of women’s clothing by threatening to reveal his secret to the world. But that’s not all she has planned for Chris. Seeing his secret wardrobe inspires her to make him dress up. And seeing him dressed up gives her an even better idea. To make turn him into her sissy maid.

Read the story of how Amy transforms her husband into the perfect, submissive sissy husband.
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