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FEMINIZED BY MY WIFE AND HER GIRLFRIEND

Daniel can’t believe it. His wife, Gina, the love of his life, the only woman he’s ever loved, is cheating on him. Even with the proof in front of him he can’t believe it, but at the same time he knows he can’t deny it.

When Daniel confront his wife about it he expects her to deny or even hopes that he’s wrong, but instead she admits it, admits the truth. Yet things are not what they had seemed. Gina has indeed been cheating on Daniel, but it’s with another woman.

That difference doesn’t change anything for Daniel though. He doesn’t want to lose his wife but he’s also not willing to let her continue cheating on him, so he gives her an ultimatum. Pick him over her girlfriend, or lose him.

Gina thought has another idea. She loves Daniel dearly, but she also doesn’t want to lose her girlfriend. She offers a third option. What if Daniel and Gina both share her girlfriend.

Daniel is curious about this proposition. There’s just one issue…

Gina’s girlfriend, Charlie, is only into women. Gina though thinks she has a solution to that problem too.

And so begins Daniels journey of feminization. Yet, and he finds himself transformed for his wife and her girlfriend he’s forced to confront more than he expected. Slowly he learns more about himself, about about his wife, and then he makes a series of discoveries that might just change his life, Gina’s life, and Charlie’s life too.

If only he’s willing to admit the truth...

*** Another thrilling transgender, feminization, romance novella from the best-selling author, Keary Hayes. ***


One

It was impossible. It had to be a mistake. It couldn’t be real, but… the evidence was right there in front of me.

Gina was cheating on me. My wife was cheating on me.

I’d discovered it all by accident. Had logged into her laptop to check some emails and do some online shopping because mine was upstairs and hers was out on the counter. It was a common enough thing to do, borrowing each other’s laptops.

We both worked for her father’s company and we didn’t have any secrets from each other. Or at least I thought we didn’t have any secrets from each other. It turned out I was wrong.

She had a very big secret from me, and his name was Charlie. She’d left her email and messenger open and I could see all the messages they’d exchanged.

At first, I thought it was just a friend or a client or anything other than what it was, and I’d gone to close down the messages, wishing to respect her privacy, but then my eyes caught on one phrase.

‘Had an amazing time last night. Can’t wait to see you again soon. Xxx’

I felt my heart skip and my stomach drop. My mouth felt suddenly dry.

Seeing that message sent a chill along my spine and I couldn’t stop myself from reading more. The messages went back weeks. There was no doubt what I was seeing.

Gina was having an affair. She’d been having an affair for a while.

I felt my world crumble around me. I wanted the ground to open up and swallow me whole.

She was everything to me. She was my true love. I… I’d thought we were soul mates.

I’d met Gina in my first year of college. I’d been awkward and shy, nerdy. High school had been a kind of hell for me and I’d figured college would be a fresh start, only… it really hadn’t been what I was hoping it would be.

College was different, sure, but I was still the same. I remained the same awkward, nerdy, shy boy I’d been at high school, just a few months older.

I still didn’t fit in. I still wasn’t confident enough to really make friends or talk to girls, but I did my best. I chatted to people on my course, joined a few clubs on campus, and that was how I ended up at the party.

I’d almost decided at the last minute not to go. Had almost stayed home to play video games or watch movies. It was going to be awful, just like every other party I went to, I was just going to be awkward and shy and strange and no one was going to talk to me. It was just going to be watching other people hook up all night until finally, depressed and miserable, I headed home for the night.

I almost never went, wanting to stay away rather than subject myself to it all. Yet, for some reason, I decided to go, and that was where I met Gina.

Gina was just as shy and nervous and awkward as I was, and… I’d noticed her straight away. Her bright red hair, long curls, her freckles, her green eyes. She was stunning, though no one else seemed to notice her.

She was sat alone reading a book while around her others chatted, drinking and laughing. I watched her for a while, too nervous to approach her, but after a couple of drinks, I summoned up the courage to approach her to talk to her.

I had considered that to be the best decision of my life. It was that decision that had led to the two of us hitting it off, going on our first date, and falling in love.

I’d never met anyone like her and she told me she’d never met anyone like me. It was like she knew me better than I knew myself. She saw things in me that I couldn’t see in myself. It was like I’d known her for years, like she saw something special in me that I couldn’t see and I liked to feel that I was that special.

We’d been a perfect match, both of us into the same books, the same movies, with similar tastes in music. Soon we’d become a couple and it was with her help, her love and support, that I finally began to blossom.
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Being with Gina gave me confidence. With her beside my side, I became more outgoing.

I began to take better care of myself, eating better, even going to the gym or for runs. I began to care about how I dressed.

I transformed. Or at least in some ways, I transformed.

I felt better about myself. She loved me, saw me as attractive, and I adored her, wanted to show I was worthy of her love. I worked hard to be the best version of me that I could be. I worked hard to be the person she seemed to see me as. I wanted to be the person she saw in me.

I knew I was never going to be like the rest of the young men on campus. I was never going to be tall and broad and handsome in the traditional sense. I was never going to be buff and muscular. Yet, I still wanted to make the most of myself.

I took care of how I looked, how I dressed, and I became more confident. Or at least, I acted like I was more confident. I wanted Gina to think I was more confident, wanted her to see the best in me, wanted to be the best I could be for her. I never felt that confident, but I learned to fake it.

She helped. Having her with me, by my side, supporting me, made it easier to fake being confident and outgoing. She inspired me too. Seeing her grow, blossom, change from a geeky, shy, nervous girl into a beautiful, confident young woman was amazing.

She was smart, funny, kind, and as the years passed I got to see her truly flourish. She became more outgoing, became more confident, began to really shine.

By the time we graduated, we’d both changed so much, but we were both still in love. Yet, while her transformation was something I was left almost in awe of, I felt like a charade. Deep down I knew I was still the same awkward, nervous, shy boy. I was just a geek who’d got lucky enough to meet the woman of his dreams at the right time and in the right place. Gina was my world and I was just glad she loved me.

And it wasn’t just her love that she gave me. Gina’s family was wealthy, with a large, successful company. After college, we both moved back to her home city and we were set up with a luxury apartment and jobs. She was, one day, going to take over from her father who was a senior executive at the company, while I was moved right into the fast track for upper management, even though I knew little about how the company worked. I was given a large salary with ample opportunity for progression and promotion, all while Gina was given a dream job with a salary even larger than mine.

It was only a few months after graduation that I proposed, and she accepted. Our families were both delighted. We began planning the wedding. It was like a dream come true.

Gina’s family offered to pay for everything, offered to give us the lavish wedding we’d always wanted, and we were both excited about it. The only condition had been a prenuptial agreement to protect Gina’s money and the family’s fortune. I’d signed it without hesitation.

I knew we were in love, that we were forever, and even if the worst did happen, I wasn’t interested in money. I just wanted Gina.

Life had been perfect. And then came the wedding.

Everything went without a hitch. It was the happiest day of my life, and afterwards, we honeymooned across Europe, a trip paid for by Gina’s parents as a wedding gift. It was a holiday I knew I would never forget, a holiday filled with so many happy memories.

Yet… it was all turned to ashes.

We’d only been married a few years. I’d thought things were perfect. But Gina… Gina was cheating on me with another man. I had the proof in front of me. My entire world was turned upside down.

I felt worthless and broken. I felt betrayed. I felt… I felt like I was losing everything. I didn’t know what to do, but I knew I needed to do something.

I figured I would wait for Gina to return home, and I would confront her with it. I saved screen screenshots of the messages and then shut down her laptop.

She was out with friends, shopping, and would be home later. My stomach dropped as I realised… maybe she’d been lying. Maybe she was with him. Maybe…

I tried not to think about it, tried to push the noise of thoughts and feelings out of my head. I felt sick. There was nothing I could do so why worry about it?

Maybe I was wrong? Maybe it was all a mistake and she had an explanation? Maybe… maybe the love of my life hadn’t betrayed me and ripped my heart out and set fire to it and ruined my life? Maybe…

I was running out of maybes. All that was left to do was sit and wait for Gina to get home.
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Gina was early home, which gave me hope. Maybe she really had been home with friends? Maybe it really all was a mistake? As I heard the front door go I almost decided to forgo confronting her and pretending like nothing was bothering me.

Maybe I was better off not knowing? Maybe I could just forget about the messages I’d seen? Maybe I shouldn’t mention it?

The best that could happen was that she could allay my fears, give me proof the messages were not what they seemed, and we’d go on living our happy lives, laughing about how foolish I’d been, but the worst was… unthinkable. I felt my heart falter just thinking about it. My wife, the love of my life, confessing that she’d been cheating on me, admitting that I wasn’t good enough for her, that she’d found a better man, then leaving me.

I couldn’t cope with that. Maybe I should just pretend like it was nothing, put it out of my mind, and make out like everything was still fine. If I didn’t confront her then I could pretend like everything was still fine because I couldn’t be sure that it wasn’t

Yet, deep down, I knew the doubt would eat me alive. I loved her too much. Having that thought in the back of my head would wear me down and destroy me.

I had to talk to her. I just hoped it wasn’t what I feared. I had no idea how to start though.

In the end, Gina started for me.

“What’s wrong?” She asked, sensing something off as soon as she saw me.

“You look terrible.”

I tried to smile but couldn't. I knew then there was no point faking it. Gina knew me better than anyone. I never could hide my emotions or my thoughts from her.

Yet, all I could do was stare at her. I was too scared to speak. What if…

“What have you got?” She asked.

I had the printout of the messages in my hand. My hand was shaking.

Gina moved towards me and took the pages out of my hand. I didn’t even try to stop her. I felt like I was frozen.

She looked at them and her eyes widened. She shook her head, face turning pale. I knew then that the messages were exactly what they seemed like.

“You’re cheating on me?” I said.

Gina looked up. She shook her head again. Her expression was almost fearful, nervous and unsure.

“I thought you loved me.” I said.

“I do love you. I’ve always loved you. This… this doesn’t mean I don’t love you. I love you with all my heart and I want you in my life.”

“But you also want someone else. I’m not enough for you. What, you need adventure? Someone hotter, better? I’m just the boring safe option you can keep at home while you go off and have fun?”

I could feel my sadness and grief being replaced by anger. How could she have done this to me? I’d never have cheated on her. I’d never been with anyone but her. We’d lost our virginities together, or at least that’s what I thought. If she could cheat on me then maybe she could lie to me. Maybe it had all been a lie. I didn’t know what to believe.

“I… it’s not like that. I… I never meant for you to find out. I…”

“So it’s my fault for finding out the truth?” I said, struggling to keep my voice flat. “Your defence is that I wasn’t supposed to discover that you were cheating on me, betraying me?”

“No, I… I just… I didn’t want to hurt you. This was never meant to turn out like this. I didn’t plan it. It just… it just happened. I didn’t mean for it to… I… I love you. I still love you, it’s just… I…”

“If you still love me then pick me.” I said.

The words came from somewhere deep within me. I hadn’t had time to think, hadn’t had time to plan anything. I’d been too focused on finding out the truth.

But now I knew the truth. Gina had been cheating on me with another man and I needed to act on that information. The truth was I loved her. She meant everything to me. Maybe… maybe we could get over it and heal and…

“Pick you?” Gina said.

I nodded.

“Pick me. Stop what you’ve been doing. No more affair. We can get counselling. We can work on our marriage. I’m willing to change. I can be better. I just… I don’t want to lose you. I love you and I know you love me. You just said it. So… pick me.”

There was a moment of quiet. Gina stared at me. Then… she shook her head.

“It’s not that simple. I… I do love you, I still love you, nothing between us has changed but… it’s complicated. I can’t just… it’s not just as simple as picking you.” She said.

There was a wavering in her voice, a tremble. I could see the pain in her, the struggle.

Yet, I didn’t care. She’d cheated on me with another man. She’d betrayed everything. I felt humiliated and ashamed, angry, I felt devastated and still… I loved her. I loved her more than I had ever loved anything and I just wanted her to stay with me.

I wanted her to love me, to pick me. I couldn’t face the thought of losing her even after everything she’d done.

But in the end, I knew I couldn’t stay if she didn’t pick me, and only me.

“Pick me or I leave. Pick me or it’s over. The marriage is over.” I said.

I felt my heart crumbling. The thought of losing Gina cut deep, but I knew I couldn’t stay if she didn’t pick me.

“I… I can’t.” She said. “And… if you leave, if you end the marriage, you’d lose everything, the apartment, your job, everything. I don’t want to lose you, don’t want this to end. I love you. But I can’t pick and I don’t want to let you go.”

I stared at her, stunned. Even after all she’d done to me, betraying me, she was going to hold me to the prenuptial agreement? She was the one who’d cheated on me but if I left she was right. I’d lose everything. I’d lose her, my job, my home, and I’d have to start over again from scratch.

What choice did I have though?

“I… I can’t stay. Not like this. What, am I meant to sit around while you run off and… I just… I can’t. I won’t. I’m not going to share you with another man.” I said.

Gina stared at me for a moment and then… it looked almost as though she relaxed slightly.

“What if there was another option? Something other than pick you, or lose you?” She said.

I shook my head.

“There is no other option,” I said. “Those are your choices.”

Gina smiled.

“I love you. So much. But… you’re wrong.” She said. “First, I’m not cheating on you with a man. I’ve been seeing a woman.”

I felt the ground beneath me shift. A woman? That didn’t change anything though, did it? Cheating was cheating. Gina had betrayed me. I wasn’t going to share her.

“What if you met her,” Gina said. “I think… I think you’d get along, really, and… what if we both shared her? It wouldn’t be cheating if we shared her, would it?”

I stared at her, stunned. She was suggesting we…

“Please.” She said. “Just give it a chance. One chance. If you don’t like her then we can talk about the other options.”

We could share her? I’d only ever been with Gina. Had never even thought about being with another woman, and this woman was the person who Gina had been cheating on me with.

“Please!” Gina said.

I didn’t want to lose her, and I didn’t want to have to start over. Maybe… maybe there was another option.

I nodded.

“Okay.” I said.


Two

The drive was awkward and nerve-wracking. I sat in the passenger seat as Gina drove, stop-starting through traffic, and I could feel my belly heaving, my heart racing. Why had I said ‘yes’?

I’d said yes to meeting the woman Gina had been cheating on me with. I was going to meet Charlie, the woman Gina had been seeing for several months behind my back. I’d let her convince me to give her idea a chance.

I was going to meet her to see if we got along, which Gina thought we would, and if we did then it was Gina’s plan for all three of us to… to enjoy each other. If Gina and I both shared Charlie then she wouldn’t be cheating any more. If Charlie became part of our relationship then it wouldn’t be cheating.

At least that was her reasoning. I wasn’t sure I agreed. Yet, I loved her enough to give her idea a chance.

And I’d have been lying if the thought of two hot women at once didn’t tickle some part of my brain. Still, there were a lot of emotions and feelings.

Anger, grief, sadness, hurt, shame, humiliation, and more that I couldn’t name. This was the person who’d stolen my wife from me. Could I really face her and not despise her?

As Gina drove through traffic I sat with my thoughts and feelings, ruminating. Could this plan really work?

By the time we arrived, I was exhausted by the inner conflict within, but as Gina parked the car I forced myself to smile. She turned to face me.

“Ready?” She said.

I took a deep breath and nodded. With that we left the car and headed towards Charlie’s apartment block, making our way inside the tall, modest building.

I could feel my nervousness and anxiety rising. I could feel Gina’s nerves too. I wondered what Charlie was like.

Who was this woman who’d stolen the love of my life? Had Charlie seduced Gina or had Gina acted first? How had they met? How had it all unfolded? I had so many unanswered questions.

Yet I didn’t dare ask them. Part of me didn’t want to know, didn’t dare face it, and another part didn’t care. The future was what mattered. Keeping Gina, winning her back, keeping my marriage.

I knew her idea to share Charlie was unlikely to ever work, but at the same time, I was willing to hear it out. I was willing to meet the woman who’d stolen my wife, try out Gina’s idea, and then, afterwards, when it failed, we could talk.

Plus, I had a morbid fascination with this woman who’d stolen the affections of the love of my life. What did she have that I didn’t? Why was she so special?

Gina had reassured me that she still loved me, still wanted me, still found me attractive, but at the same time she wasn’t willing to give Charlie up. So, why? Why was Charlie so special?

Maybe if I met her and figured it out I could change, could become someone Gina liked more, could become someone better for her so I would never lose her again.

As we rode the elevator up to Charlie’s floor I shifted, nervous, feeling my heart racing, head throbbing. At the same time, my mind raced with fears and fantasies and it was almost like… almost like part of me, a tiny part, was excited.

Part of me figured that since Gina had got to sleep with someone else then maybe I was entitled to that too. I’d only ever been with her. Had only ever got to explore her body.

I’d never minded, had been willing to devote myself utterly to her, but I’d have been lying if I said I wasn’t curious. Part of me wondered if maybe this was my chance.

The elevator stopped and we made our way along a maze of corridors, stopped outside an unassuming door. The building was nothing special, so it was clear that Charlie had not won Gina over with money, expensive dates and fancy gifts. So… what did she have?

As Gina raised her hand and knocked I knew I was about to find out.
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The door opened and I was face to face with Charlie, the woman who’d stolen my wife. I felt my heart sink.

She was stunning.

She was tall, taller than me by several inches at least, with a figure to die for, dressed in tight cut-off denim shorts and a cropped t-shirt, both black, faded. She was barefoot, her legs long and full. Her shorts were very high cut, showing off her thighs, tight around her hips and her ass, just a hint of butt cheek visible. Her stomach was toned, subtle muscle, and her t-shirt struggled to contain her tits—from the looks of it she was not wearing a bra, her nipples poking through the fabric, her breasts jiggling.

Yet it wasn’t just her figure. She was beautiful too. Her eyes were bright blue with a shrewd intelligence, lips full, pouty, and her features were fine and sharp. She was smiling. She wore only a little makeup, dark eyeliner and just a hint of eyeshadow.

Her hair was black, cropped short into a pixie cut with shaved sides and back. I felt intimidated by her, by her good looks, by her piercing gaze, her dazzling smile, her height. She looked toned, with lean muscle, and her body was… amazing.

I felt a swell of self-doubt. No wonder Gina had picked her over me.

“Hi!” Charlie said.

Her voice was bright and cheerful.

“You must be Daniel? Come in.”

She stepped out of the way and gestured for me and Gina to enter. Gina looked at me, smiling, then stepped through, holding my hand and leading me.

How many times had she been here on her own, been here to meet Gina, to… I did my best not to think about it.

“Go ahead and make your way to the living room. Get comfortable. I’ll make some tea and we can all sit down to talk.”

Gina led me and I couldn’t help but notice how comfortable and familiar she was with Charlie’s apartment. It stung, sitting heavy, the awareness of why she was so comfortable.

She led us to the living room and she sat down on the sofa. I sat next to her. Charlie moved to the kitchen at one end of the open plan space, set the kettle to boil, offering us several kinds of tea.

I watched her as she moved, the sway of her hips, the wiggle of her ass, the jiggle of her tits. She was really attractive, and confident, a bold, strong woman. She was lean, but thick with muscle, skin smooth and flawless.

What was it about her that made Gina cheat on me with her? What was it she had that I didn’t? I felt a heavy despondency settle on me. How could I ever agree to sharing Gina with Charlie, sharing Charlie with me and Gina?

It would only end up one way. We’d be sharing in principle, but Gina and Charlie would just prefer each other. They were both hot, confident, beautiful woman and I was… I was just me. I could never match either of them, let alone both of them. It was a stupid plan. I just had to see it through, listen, and then hope that afterwards, I could convince Gina to attend marriage counselling with me or something.

That was the best I could hope for. All three of us would never work because they were both clearly way hotter than me. It would just be me getting left out while Gina and Charlie had fun.

Just the thought of it made me feel like crawling into a dark hole in the ground. Still, I forced a smile and I resolved to be as polite as possible. I was going to stick to my word, listen to Gina’s plan, and then, after that, I’d tell her that it would never work.

Yet, as I watched Charlie move about the kitchen I couldn’t deny the appeal of the idea. Gina was hot, beautiful, and the love of my life, but she was also the only woman I’d ever known. What would a woman like Charlie be like?

She was sexy in a very different way to my wife, more confident and sexual, older than me, taller, powerful and commanding in a way, and her figure was far more voluptuous and curvaceous, yet with more muscle too. Her hair was bold, dark black, shaved sides, short, with dark makeup. There was just something edgy and almost… brazen.

I could not deny how attractive she was. But… that was the problem. I could never compete with her. In a contest between me and Charlie, Gina would always pick her. If it was three of us I’d always be the one left out. I just wasn’t good enough.

I could feel the shame, the anger, the sadness, the hurt, and so much more rising up. It was a struggle to keep my emotions in check.

Charlie carried the tea over, handed a cup to me, handed a cup to Gina, and then sat down opposite. It was a little like how I imagined marriage counselling would be, me and Gina on a sofa facing a stranger.

Only Charlie was only a stranger to me. Gina knew her very well. And… I didn’t imagine for a second that any professional therapist would dress like Charlie.

“So… this is a little awkward.” Charlie said, chuckling.

She seemed pleasant, sweet, and if it wasn’t for the fact that she was threatening to steal my wife away from me I probably would have liked her.

“I… yeah.” I said.

I could feel my heart still racing, thundering in my chest. My mouth felt dry.

“I guess… I guess as the one who knows you both, as the one at the centre of all of this, I should lead?” Gina said.

Charlie nodded.

“Yeah. I… you said you wanted to talk.” Charlie said. “I guess that makes sense given Daniel finding out about us. I’m not quite sure what I can say but I’m happy to listen. You said you had something to tell me?”

Gina nodded.

“Obviously Daniel’s upset and… I don’t want to lose him, but I don’t want to lose you either.” Gina said. “So I… I had an idea. I was thinking, maybe… I thought what if it was the three of us?”

I watched Charlie closely. I was expecting her to look at me and laugh, to scoff, but she didn’t. She was quiet for a moment, then turned to look at me.

I met her gaze for only a moment then looked down at my cup. I felt awkward, blushing. The offer was stupid. Gina’s whole idea was stupid, but I knew I was the biggest idiot for agreeing to even listen to her idea, to come with her to meet Charlie, to sit down and talk to her. It was dumb and…

“The three of us?” Charlie said.

There was a note in her voice that I had not expected, almost curiosity. I looked up and saw her still staring at me. She smiled, then looked back to Gina.

“Tell me more.”
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Gina explained her plan.

It was simple really, or at least it was simple according to her. The crux of it was that she didn’t want to choose between me and Charlie. She wanted both of us. She didn’t see why she had to lose either, not if there was another option.

So, maybe we could make an option. Gina loved me, valued me, and she loved Charlie, enjoyed time with her. Maybe if the two separate relationships merged to become one relationship then it could work.

Gina’s plan was for her to keep seeing Charlie and me, spending time with Charlie and me, but Charlie and I would also get to know each other, and… we’d spend quality time together as a threesome. The thought made me blush, cheeks turning bright pink.

That word. Threesome.

But it was a stupid idea. I knew it was a stupid idea and I figured that Charlie would respond the same way, only…

“I see.” She said.

That was all. ‘I see’. No rejection, no laughter, no anger, no irritation or rebuttal. Just ‘I see’.

Gina smiled.

“I honestly think you’d really like each other too if you got to know each other. I mean, I like both of you, enjoy time with both of you, I just…. I think it’s worth talking about, worth discussing. I’d regret it if I didn’t raise it as an idea.”

Charlie nodded.

“Well, I mean… I don’t mind the idea of sharing you.” She said. “I’ve never been very possessive of my partners, and I knew you were married, but what about you Daniel? How do you feel about sharing your wife with me?”

Charlie looked at me, smiling. I hadn’t even considered that I might get asked a question like that. I paused, considering it.

“I… I’m not sure. It’s not something I’d ever thought about, and I suppose, it’s not something I want, but I don’t want to lose her.” I said.

Charlie nodded again.

“But what if keeping her means having to share her with me?”

I stared at Charlie. I felt emotions surge, but the feeling was complex and sharp. I shrugged. That was the best answer I could give.

“And what if sharing her meant you also got me? I mean… do you even think I’m attractive? We barely know each other. I know a little bit about you, so I suppose I’ve got the advantage, but you’ve just met me and I’m sure you have a lot of hard feelings directed towards me. How would sharing me with your wife feel? Does that interest you? Two women you can spend time with? Two women who want to spend time with you?”

I stared at her. There was a sparkle in her eyes, mischief and something more, an intensity and a fire I’d never got from anyone, not even Gina. She was confident and bold, commanding, almost… domineering. I shifted in my seat, squirming slightly.

My blush had gotten worse. I felt my belly flutter, nervous and excited.

“I… I suppose the idea has some appeal. I don’t know though. Maybe?”

Charlie smiled at me, then winked.

“There’s a problem though.” Charlie said.

She turned to look at Gina. Gina was still. I felt like the odd one out. This was where everything fell apart. I knew in my heart I couldn’t compete with Charlie. If Gina had to choose she was going to choose her, right?

There was a reason she’d cheated on me. What did I have to offer? I’d always felt unsure of myself, lacking in worth, confidence, but all of this had just made it worse.

“You know I’m only into girls, into women.” Charlie said.

Gina nodded.

“I know.” She said. “You told me.”

Gina and Charlie were quiet. If Charlie were only into women then why had Gina even suggested sharing? It made sense that she was into Gina. Gina was a beautiful woman, hot, sexy, funny, smart. There was a reason I loved her.

But me… even if she were into men I was pretty sure she wouldn’t be into me. I was unexceptional even if I was being generous, while she was gorgeous. Yet none of that mattered because she wasn’t even into men. She was into women.

That made Gina’s whole plan pointless. She knew Charlie was into women, yet she’d still brought me along. Why? To humiliate me? In some foolish hope that something would happen? It made no sense.

“I had an idea though.” Gina said.

With that, she got up and walked over to Charlie, leaned down to whisper in her ear. I couldn’t hear what was said, but I could see Charlie’s face. She looked at me and nodded, her eyes widening, smiling at me.

I felt suddenly even more nervous.

“I see.” Charlie said. “I… yeah, maybe that’d work.”

Gina looked at me.

“You know I love you, right?” She said to me.

I nodded. I wasn’t sure what was going on.

“And you trust me, right?”

I stared at her. After all she’d done, the way she’d hurt me… I nodded.

I still did trust her. Maybe I was a fool, an idiot, or maybe I was just too in love with her. Whatever it was I did trust her.

“Yeah.” I said.

Gina grinned.

“Then want to try something wild?” She said. “I think you’d like it. Please? For me?”

I considered the alternative, refusing, making her choose between be and Charlie. I felt confident I’d lose if push came to shove, if I made Gina pick, and I didn’t want to lose her.

I didn’t want to share her either but… maybe I could try it.

There was a part of me that was curious. I’d always been sensible, small, tame. There was a part of me that was attracted to the thought of doing something wild, even if it didn’t work out. There was always a slim chance it’d work, right? And if it didn’t, then… I’d just be back to where I was, but I’d have given it my best shot.

So, what was the harm.

“Sure.” I said.

And that was how it started.


Three

Nothing else was said after that. No more discussion. Gina and Charlie had clearly come up with some kind of plan, some kind of solution, but they weren’t telling me what it was.

I wasn’t even given a chance to finish my tea. Gina simply said goodbye to Charlie and we left. As Charlie showed us out I noticed her watching me, grinning. As she stepped out of her apartment she winked at me again.

“See you soon.” She said, beaming.

And the way she said it sent a shiver down my spine. What was it Gina had whispered in Charlie’s ear?

I tried asking, but Gina was not willing to answer. She just smiled at me, enigmatic and mysterious.

“Just trust me, please? I know it’s hard given… given everything I’ve done, but will you trust me this one time, just see how this goes? I really think we can make things work. I think… I think this will be fun, and good for us, for you. Please?”

Gina’s voice was earnest, soft, almost pleading. I still loved her and… what was the alternative? I could either go along with her plan for a bit, to see how it felt, what it was like, or I could refuse and begin filing for divorce.

I didn’t want to lose her, and I didn’t want to lose my life either, my job and home. If I divorced Gina I’d lose pretty much everything.

Maybe… maybe I could go along with her plan for a little while, see what she wanted, what it was? There was always the chance that things did work out, that it could save us, that it would be good for us, that it would be fun. And, at the end of the day, divorce was always going to be an option. I could always go ahead with it even if I tried Gina’s plan, decided I didn’t like it.

Divorce was always an option, whereas Gina’s plan wasn’t. If there was even a minute chance that our marriage could be saved, that something positive and good and fun could come from the whole mess of her affair, then surely I owed it to myself, to us, to try, right?

So, I resolved to try. I would give Gina a chance.

“I’ll trust you. I… we can try your plan.” I said.

Gina looked delighted, broke into a wide smile. I didn’t know what she was planning for me, for us, for the three of us, but it was clear she was enthusiastic for it.

There was something about her enthusiasm that was contagious. I began to wonder what she was plotting. I couldn’t deny that some part of me was curious about what it would be like to share my wife with Charlie, what it would be like to share Charlie with my wife, what it would be like to have Charlie to myself.

I felt myself blush, my body getting hot. I squirmed in my seat and began to imagine what lay in store for me. But none of my imaginings prepared me for the truth.
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Once home Gina wasted no time before getting started.

“You stay here, get something to eat, relax. I… I need to go shopping for some things. I won’t be long. I’ll be back this evening and we can get started.”

“Get started on what?” I asked.

Gina just smiled.

“No spoilers.” She said.

And then she left, leaving me home alone. I did as she said, made myself some food and tried to relax, but I was never quite able to fully settle. Something ticked away in the back of my head, tickling.

What was Gina doing? What did she need to buy?

I could feel adrenaline running through my body, and every time I tried to sit down or focus on something my mind would wander. I would spin in depressive cycles, wondering about the state of my marriage, how I was a failure, how my lack of masculinity, about how I wasn’t enough for my wife, how it was my fault she’d left me for another woman, how it was my failings that had led her to cheat. Yet at the same time, I wondered if maybe it was inevitable. If she’d cheated on me with a man then that would be different, but a woman… maybe Gina was just into women and I’d been a temporary thing, a test, an attempt to fit in. Maybe her cheating on me with Charlie had nothing to do with me?

Yet, through it all, there was a spark, a curiosity. What was Gina’s plan? Could I really get to enjoy her and Charlie? Even just once would be an experience. I knew it was a foolish idea, that I should have been resisting, demanding she choose me or Charlie, but… maybe I could just take this one chance to experience something unique and then, if it all failed, all blew up in my face, then I could file for divorce.

There were always options, right? I spun in loops, brain and heart almost frantic, so by the time Gina got home I was fairly exhausted and worn down.

“You were gone longer than I thought you’d be.” I said.

Gina smiled, apologised.

“I got everything I need though.” She said. “I just struggled to find one thing, but I managed in the end.”

I asked her what it was she’d struggled to find but she just smiled at me and told me I’d find out soon enough. There was something about the way she said that that sent a shiver up my spine.

“Now, I picked up some dinner and some wine. I thought we could relax before we began. How does that sound?” Gina said.

I smiled.

“That sounds nice.” I said.

It had been a while since we’d had a nice dinner together. I realised that all of Gina’s late nights, her working hard, seeing friends, had been because of Charlie. She’d been neglecting our marriage. Maybe now I’d get more of her. Maybe this was her chance to mend things, to reconnect.

She fetched plates and glasses, began to serve the meal she’d brought home. Noodles, rice, several different dishes from my favourite Thai place. It felt like she was spoiling me.

As she sat she poured me a large glass of wine. I drank it gratefully, eager for the soothing quality of alcohol. It had been a hard, long day.

We ate and talked, about nothing, about work, about life, about everything. It was simple small talk but it reminded me how much I loved her. She looked beautiful and I realised I’d missed her. How could I face losing her? Maybe I could give her plan, whatever it was, more of a chance.

If it meant getting to keep her, maybe I could give it a fair chance. Plus... there was the thought of Charlie.

I’d drunk several large glasses of wine and I was feeling tipsy, face flushed. I couldn’t help but imagine Charlie and my wife, only instead of the thought stinging it just turned me on. Two beautiful, sexy women. The thought of me joining them made my cock throb.

We ate, drank, and Gina talked. It felt almost normal, except it was far from normal. There was an undercurrent, a tension, something looming, but what I did not know.

And then, as we finished...

“Are you ready to begin?” Gina said.

I stared at her. I had finished eating and had just emptied my fourth large glass of wine. I felt cosy, anxious, and also… excited.

“Begin what?” I asked.

Gina just smiled. She slipped out of her chair and walked towards me, an extra wiggle in her step. Her smile was intoxicating.

“Just follow me and you’ll see.” She said.

And she kissed me, once, softly, on the lips. Her kiss made my body throb with want and need, my head fuzzy with alcohol. I knew then that I would do what she wanted.
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Gina led me to the bathroom. I was tipsy, but not drunk.

I couldn’t stop staring at her ass, hips wiggling. I knew she was doing it deliberately, enticing me, almost casting a spell.

Once in the bathroom Gina shut and locked the door then turned to face me.

“Strip.” She said.

I blushed. Even though she was my wife, even though we’d been intimate numerous times, I was still embarrassed to be seen naked by her.

We usually made love under covers, with the lights off. Though I longed to see her, I didn’t want to be seen. I did my best to hide my body, aware that it was lacking. Being seen naked made me feel self-conscious, awkward.

Yet, the way Gina said ‘strip’ was almost commanding. As tipsy and as curious and as horny as I was I didn’t think to disobey, despite the wellspring of clumsy shyness.

I stripped and Gina looked me over. I was aware it was the first time in a long time that she had seen me naked. I was blushing.

She smiled, nodded.

“Yeah, I think this will work.” She said.

“What?”

She giggled.

“Spoilers!” She said. “Now, are you going to trust me?”

My head was spinning. I just nodded. Gina’s smile widened.

That was all she needed to hear. She moved to a bag she had placed just inside the bathroom and pulled out a silk scarf, long, black.

“Close your eyes.” She said.

I did, and then she blindfolded me. I stood for a moment in darkness, a slight sense of panic, but then I felt her hands on me.

“Just relax and try not to move too much.” Gina said.

I did as she said. She kept one hand on me to reassure me but I could hear her moving around, rustling in the bag. I heard her fiddling with something, then… I felt her hand on my leg, wet and slippery, caressing.

I had no idea what it was, but as I stood blindfolded Gina worked her hands over my body, soft, wet, slippery, like… soap? Was she washing me? I felt myself getting excited, the touch was erotic, sensual. Blindfolded as I was my other senses were heightened and I was no longer really aware of what my body looked like, just what it felt like. And it felt amazing.

After her hands, the slippery wetness, there was another sensation, something cold and hard running over my body. Gina ran it over my feet, over my legs, over my belly and my chest. She ran it everywhere that her hands had been.

I wasn’t sure what she was doing but I stood still as best as I could, puzzling over what she was doing. Tipsy as I was my thoughts and feelings were foggy, murky, but also intense. I bit my bottom lip, focussing on how it all felt.

Gina did not take long—and I was not particularly aware of how long she had been working—and once she was done I felt her wipe me down with a damp cloth. I stood still, my body throbbing, and I could feel my heart racing.

“There. Part one done.” She said.

I lifted my hands to take the blindfold off but Gina grabbed my wrists before I could pull it off.

“Not yet. Part two first. Then you can see.” Gina said.

Part two? How many parts were there? I felt a shiver run up my spine. What was my wife doing to me?

After the wine I felt almost sedated, calm despite the situation, mildly curious. I heard more rustling, then felt Gina’s hands on me.

“Foot up.” She said, tapping my right foot.

I did as she said, and Gina put my hand on her shoulder to help me balance. She pulled what felt like a soft sock onto my foot, thin and silky.

“Now left.” She said, repeating the gesture.

With both socks on she began to pull them up. They were longer than I expected them to be. Gina pulled them up over my calves, knees, up over my thighs. The sensation was bright and electric. My whole body felt more sensitive than it had ever felt before.

What had she done to me? What kind of sock had she put on me?

I tried to piece together the sensations but it was like nothing I’d experienced before, my brain slow, sluggish, yet… it felt good. I took slow, deep breaths. In the darkness of the blindfold everything felt more intense.

After the long socks she fitted me with something that felt like a belt. It wrapped high around my waist, but was softer than any belt I’d worn before, silky like the socks instead of made of tough leather, and things dangled around my thighs. Gina fiddled with those and the socks for a moment, tugging at the belt and the tops of the socks.

“Now feet again.” She said.

I lifted one foot then the other and Gina slipped on a pair of underwear, pulled them up over the long socks, tugging them into place. They were small and tight.

I usually wore baggy boxer shorts made of coarse cotton but these were nothing like those. They felt skimpy and exciting and something in the back of my head stirred. It felt like there was little more than a string to them, slipping into my ass crack, leaving me exposed.

“Now, last detail, then you can see.” Gina said.

She moved around again and then I felt her wrap something around my chest, slipping my arms in, fastening it. It was tight, small, delicate, and it felt almost heavy, as though weighed with more than cloth. Something about it all felt almost familiar, yet I couldn’t place it.

“Now, come with me, slowly, and you can see.” Gina said.

She took my hand and I heard the bathroom door open. She led me slowly, carefully, and from what I could feel it felt like she led me to the bedroom, to the one full panel mirror we had, the one Gina used to check her outfit before leaving for work or for a party.

Gina made me stand, carefully, and I felt her almost posing me, like a doll. Something about that thought excited me.

I felt Gina fiddle with the blindfold. I kept my eyes closed. My heart was racing. I wasn’t sure what I was going to see in the mirror and part of me was… scared.

“Open your eyes.” She said.

And I did.
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I blinked into the light, dazzled for a moment, but as my vision cleared I stared into the mirror and… I could not believe what I saw.

Was I so drunk that I was hallucinating? No, I didn’t feel that drunk. That meant that what I was seeing was real. The girl in the mirror was real.

Yet, there was only me and Gina in the room. I could see Gina’s reflection beside the girl, but I couldn’t see me. I could just see the girl in lingerie, stockings, suspenders, panties, a bra. She was pretty, slim, with small boobs, long smooth legs, subtle hips, and a cute butt.

I shifted and she shifted. I felt myself blush.

She was me. I was her.

Gina had shaved me, shaved my body, and she had dressed me in stockings, suspenders, panties, a padded bra. She had dressed me in sexy, black lingerie. I was… I was sexy.

I’d never looked sexy before, had never felt sexy, but in the mirror, my reflection, how I looked, it made me hot and flustered and… happy.

I was smiling, my heart racing.

“You like what you see?” Gina said.

I was still for a moment. I knew what I was supposed to say. I was supposed to say no, to deny the truth, but I couldn’t. Maybe it was the alcohol, or the emotions rushing to the surface, or something more, but all I could do was admit the truth.

I nodded.

“Good.” Gina said. “Because I like it too, and I think Charlie is going to like it. We’ve got a bit more work to do before you’re ready but I think this is an excellent start.”

Her words were like a tidal wave. This was… this was to get me ready for Charlie? Gina liked me like this? I looked… girly, feminine, soft, pretty. I was a man, I was supposed to look muscular, handsome, tough, tall.

I was short though, slim, petite, and in the lingerie, shaved, I looked… cute. And I liked how I looked.

“There’s just one problem though.” Gina said.

I turned to her. I felt my heart sink.

“This…”

She reached out and grasped my cock. My hard cock. Why was I so hard?

“We need to sort this. Can’t have you spoiling the pretty lines of your lingerie with your erection now, can we?”

She smiled at me. My head spun. She began to stroke.

I whimpered, nodded. Whatever she wanted she could have.

I felt so many things in that moment that I knew I would have given her anything she wanted. I felt her hand tease up and down my cock, stroking me, teasing me.

I moaned and thrust into her grip. The sensation of the silk panties over my shaved cock was amazing. My cock felt harder than it had ever been.

On a whim, I turned to look in the mirror and what I saw excited me. I saw my wife fondling a pretty girl, a sexy girl. I saw Gina stroking the hot girl's cock.

I moaned, loudly, thrust. I could feel pleasure rising in me.

I’d never liked how I looked, never felt comfortable in my body, but suddenly… I was staring at my own reflection as my wife teased me and it was turning me on. I was hot. I looked and felt hot.

My heart raced. I was breathing hard. Gina wrapped her fingers tighter and stroked faster. I felt my balls tighten, cock throbbing, getting harder.

“Fuck… I’m going to cum.” I said.

Gina only smiled, kept stroking, and then… I came, hard. I came into my panties, and my wife kept stroking.

It was only as my cock began to soften that she released her grip. I could feel the damp pool of cum cooling in my panties. Gina looked at me and giggled.

“Ready for stage three?” Gina said.

“Stage three?”

She just winked at me.

“I think you’re going to enjoy it.” She said. “I know I am, and… I suspect Charlie will as well.”


Four

I woke from a heavy sleep with just the faintest hints of a hangover. For a moment everything seemed vague, memories like soup, and I wondered if I’d been dreaming.

When I shifted though I knew I hadn’t dreamt it. I could feel that I hadn’t dreamt it.

My body was smooth, soft, hairless, and as I moved about in the bed I could feel the sensation of the sheet on my skin more intensely than ever before. I could feel my lingerie too, the panties, stockings, suspenders, the bra. I had slept in them, had collapsed soon after my wife had made me cum, and I could still feel the crust of my ejaculate in my panties.

And… I could feel stage three. I could feel that more obviously than anything else. Proof that it hadn’t been a dream,

After cumming, after my cock had softened, Gina had enacted stage three of her plan. She had pulled out a small metal device, silver, and she had locked it on my cock.

She had caged me.

The cage was small, snug, and almost painful, squashing my cock flat, and she had locked it with a small, cute, heart-shaped padlock. The key she had slipped onto a chain that she put around her neck.

Then we had gone to bed. I had fallen immediately into a deep sleep, fuzzy with alcohol and exhausted after cumming so hard.

I had gone to bed with Gina, but now Gina was nowhere to be found. I slipped out of bed and as I did I caught sight of myself in the mirror again. I caught sight of the hot girl from the night before.

I was beautiful, sexy, pretty. I stared at my reflection, shifting, posing.

The night before it had been dark and I’d been tipsy, distracted by Gina’s touch, so I hadn’t really got a good chance to look at myself. Now though…

I moved, posing, wiggling, examining how I looked.

Some of my suspender straps had come undone and I looked a little dishevelled, but still… I looked hot. I looked hotter than I had ever looked before and I couldn’t stop smiling.

I moved, posing like pretty girls from magazines or dirty videos. I wiggled my hips, stood in a way to make my butt stick out, pouting, winking.

I felt my caged cock throb, cock trying to harden but unable. The ache was dull, deep, but also… oddly pleasant.

“Enjoying putting on a show for yourself?”

I turned sharply, startled, to see Gina standing in the doorway. She was watching me, smiling.

“Don’t stop.” She said. “I was enjoying that.”

My blush deepened and the ache of my cage got worse. I felt shy, flustered, but also… very turned on.

“I’m going to have to remember that you put on a good show. I think Charlie would like to see that.” Gina said.

Charlie. The woman she’d been sleeping with, cheating on me with. It all came crashing back.

Gina was turning me into a girl so she could share her affair partner with me, could share me with her affair partner. Gina was only into girls so she was feminizing me for her. The whole thing felt shameful, humiliating, but also… hot. Why was I enjoying it so much? Why did some part of me yearn for more?

“But we’re going to have to put in a bit more work to get you ready. That’s today’s plan.” Gina said. “First coffee and breakfast though. I made your favourite, waffles.”

I smiled. I realised I could smell the coffee and the freshly baked waffles.

“I’ll just get dressed.” I said.

Gina chuckled.

“No, you won’t.” She said, her voice oddly stern. “I want you to stay like that. I think you look sexy. Stay like that for me. Please?”

It was worded like a request but spoken like a command. I felt flustered.

I nodded. Smiled.

“Okay.” I said.

And I stayed dressed in just my lingerie as Gina and I ate breakfast together.

[image: ]

After breakfast, Gina allowed me to get dressed, though she insisted I keep the lingerie on under my clothes. She even made me keep on my dirty panties, encrusted with my cum from the night before.

There was something about wearing dirty panties that left me flustered and excited. My caged cock throbbed with a dull ache.

Once dressed we headed out, and Gina made it clear she was in charge. I had no idea where we were going, what we were doing, and I was almost nervous about it all.

The location and reason turned out to be more mundane than I feared. Gina was taking me shopping.

“You need something pretty to wear.” She said to me in the car. “So we need to shop. Don’t worry though, I’ll look after you.”

I’d always hated shopping. Clothes made me miserable. I had a habit of just buying whatever fit me best in the first shop I went in. I didn’t care how I looked. I just wanted something baggy to hide in.

Yet, shopping with Gina for something pretty was different. To begin with I felt nervous, anxious, worried someone might realise I had lingerie on under my clothes. I was on edge that someone might realise that my wife and I were shopping for pretty clothes for me.

As we shopped though I began to relax. No one was paying us any special attention. It helped that Gina was very much in charge, dragging me from shop to shop, picking up items and asking me what I thought.

It seemed, outwardly, that it was like any other shopping trip we’d been on, me helping her pick out outfits, and though that was the case, the fact was I was helping her pick out outfits for me, not her. In the beginning, I was too flustered to do much more than grunt or nod, whimper non-committal noises, but as I settled I began to give more input, I began to almost enjoy myself.

“What about this one?” Gina said, holding up a small, skimpy black dress.

Just looking at it made my caged cock throb. It was so tiny, so tight, so… revealing. I stared at it and shrugged.

“Oh come on.” Gina said. “I want more than that. Do you like it or do you hate it? At the end of the day, it’s your choice.”

She was smiling. I was aware of the women around us shopping, but none of them had even glanced at us. Clearly we just looked like a husband and wife shopping together, which we were, but… but not quite in the way they assumed.

I stared at the dress. I thought of how I’d looked in the mirror in my lingerie, imagined how I might look in the dress. I felt my belly flutter. I knew that was the dress I wanted.

“Yeah I… I like it.” I said.

Gina smiled.

“You have good taste.” She said. “I like it too. We’ll get this then, some more underwear, and a few other supplies. We need to hurry though or we’re going to be late.”

“Late for what?” I asked.

Gina just looked at me and beamed.

“Spoilers!” She said, teasing.

[image: ]

Gina picked up several sets of new lingerie, all in black, stockings, suspenders, panties, bras, even some pantihose, and then dragged me to buy additional supplies.

We picked up makeup, hair products, beauty creams, skin treatments. Gina even picked out perfume, and a selection of jewellery—clip-on earrings, large gold hoops, a matching necklace, rings, bracelets. Last, but not least, we picked up shoes, cute heels, in black.

Once the shopping trip was finished Gina took me for lunch, and we sat and talked while we ate. Gina acted as though there were nothing out of the ordinary going on, but I could feel it all.

I could feel the lingerie on my smooth skin, could feel my caged cock, could feel my body throbbing. I could feel to the shopping bags around me. It looked like any normal husband and wife on a shopping trip, but the truth was although we had bought lingerie, dresses, heels, jewellery, perfume, makeup, none of it was for Gina. All of it was for me.

I was sat, eating lunch with my wife, wearing sexy lingerie underneath my clothes, shaved smooth, caged, surrounded by items that had been bought to feminize me. Gina was feminizing me, making me a girl, so she could share me with her lesbian lover, the woman she had cheated on me with. She was feminizing me so I could share her with Charlie, so we could share Charlie between us.

That thought made my caged cock throb, a dull ache. Yet, though I felt a tickle of shame, humiliation, awkwardness, it was less than it should have been. I was a man. I should have been outraged by it all, I should have been demanding a divorce to force Gina to stop seeing Charlie, instead I was submitting to my wife so she could enjoy me and her hot lesbian lover at the same time.

I wasn’t outraged though. All I could think about was how I had looked in the mirror, how sexy and cute and pretty I’d looked. I’d spent my life hating my reflection but seeing myself smooth, shaved, soft, in sexy lingerie, it was like everything had changed.

It was like my body suddenly made sense, like so much made sense. Sitting there, eating, chatting with Gina, all I could think about was how it had looked and felt. How happy it had made me, how I had blushed and squirmed, my thighs, hips, butt.

All I could think about was my reflection and… how it had felt to have Gina touch me in my panties. I could still recall how the silk had felt against my shaved cock, throbbing, teasing, cumming. I felt my caged cock throb, aching.

I was so distracted thinking about it all that I didn’t realise we had both finished eating. I didn’t realise Gina was sitting watching me, grinning, until she spoke.

“Thinking about anything in particular?” She asked, chuckling.

I blushed. It was like she knew what I was thinking, but then she knew me better than anyone, and she always could read me like an open book.

“Don’t worry.” She said. “I’ve been thinking about it too, and… I’m excited to get you home so we can continue.”

I smiled, nervous, shy.

“But tell me…” Gina said. “Are you excited too?”

I paused, took a deep breath. She wanted me to admit…

My blush felt almost scalding. I nodded.

“Yes.” I whispered. “Very.”

And that was the truth.
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Gina didn’t waste any time when we got home. Immediately she commanded me to the bathroom and she told me to shower, handing me the shower-gel she’d bought for me, the body moisturiser.

“Take your time. I want you exceptionally soft.” She said.

I just nodded, meekly. There was something about being caged that made it hard for me to resist. That and the fact that I didn’t want to resit.

While I went off to shower she carried all the bags we’d brought home into the bedroom.

The shower was quick, efficient, but I did as Gina said. I took my time, making sure I was clean and smooth.

It was an oddly sensual experience, running soapy hands over my body. I had showered countless times before, had washed myself thousands of times before, but… it had never felt like this.

My body felt new and vibrant, alive with sensations, delicate, and it looked… pretty. I liked how it looked. Though I tried not to take too long I couldn’t help but take a small moment to savour the new feelings and emotions, hands over smooth, soft, sensitive legs, caressing over my belly, chest, arms.

I felt alive like I never had before. I felt feminine.

I ran hands over my butt, squeezing, fingers teasing along my ass crack. Gina had shaved even there, and as a soapy finger ran over my entrance I felt a throb of pleasure that I’d never experienced before, a hunger. I pulled my hand away sharply, shocked by what I had discovered, scared by how much I wanted more.

What was happening to me?

Heart racing, I rinsed off. I stepped out of the shower, dried off, then applied the moisturizer. Again my hands on my body felt intoxicating, slipping over smooth skin. If touching myself felt so good how… how would someone else touching me feel?

I imagined Gina caressing me, Charlie. I imagined both of them caressing me while I was dressed in lingerie. The image blazed brightly in my mind’s eye and I felt a dull ache in my groin, caged cock throbbing. I bit my bottom lip to keep from whimpering.

I finished as quickly as I could, not wanting to get too distracted or flustered, but it was hard to stop. I felt almost addictive.

I emerged from the bathroom wrapped in only a towel and there I found Gina waiting for me, clothes laid out on the bed, dress, lingerie, heels. I felt my heart skip and my belly flutter.

“Ready to get dressed up?” She said.

I had no idea what I was getting dressed up for but I nodded. There was no point backing out now. I’d come so far, and… after realising how good my body felt now I was curious about what Gina and Charlie might have in store for me.

Gina wasted no time. She picked up the stockings she had laid out and handed them to me. She stared at me.

“Well?” She said. “Get dressed.”

She expected me to dress myself. She’d dressed me before, but now she wanted me to dress myself. I blushed but did as I was told.

I pulled the black silk stockings on first, shivering at the sensation of the sheer cloth running over my smooth skin. I pulled the lacy tops into place, then slipped on the black suspender belt.

Gina had to show me how to adjust and fasten the straps, but I got the knack of it easily enough. With the suspender belt on I pulled on the panties, slipping them up over my stocking-clad legs, tugging them up over my caged dick, pulling them up until the tiny fabric slipped into my ass crack.

There was something electric about dressing myself, putting on sexy lingerie, making myself cute and pretty and feminine. I was making myself sexy and it felt both sensual and erotic and also… empowering.

I turned to look at the mirror and I smiled, widely, loving what I saw.

“You look good.” Gina said. “But we’re not done yet. Bra next, then we can work on makeup and hair before putting your dress on.”

I turned to her, nervous. It was like she could see or sense my nervousness. Her expression softened and I saw my wife, the love of my life, the woman who had always been there for me. I saw her love for me, deep and vast and nourishing.

“You’re going to look beautiful, trust me.” She said.

And… I did.

With Gina’s help, I slipped the bra on, fastening it around the front before spinning it around and pulling it up, slipping my arms through the strap. Gina adjusted it for me so it fit perfectly, and I realised there was even more padding in it than there had been in the previous bra.

The padding almost clung to my shaved chest, blending seamlessly with my skin, and looking down it was almost like I had tits, like I had cleavage. It wasn’t as big as Gina’s or Charlie’s, but it was big enough to be obvious and they even jiggled a little as I moved. I bounced on my heels slightly and my tits bounced. I giggled.

“They look good on you.” Gina said. “But don’t get too distracted by then, we’ve still got lots to do. Now, how about you sit and I’ll do your makeup for you. You’ll need to learn how to do your own at some point of course but for now, I can give you a little makeover. It’ll be fun.”

My head spun. Why would I need to do my own makeup? Yet the idea of my wife giving me a make over, making me pretty and feminine, made me flustered and excited.

I didn’t even pretend to resist.
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Gina kept my makeup relatively light, and talked me through the process of what she was doing. She started with a light foundation, then eyeshadow, black and purple, sparkly. Then she added eyeliner, black, heavy, before adding mascara to make my lashes thicker, heavier, darker.

She added highlight and shadow to my face, then, finally, lipstick. After that she spent a moment styling my hair, fussing over it, using the products she’d bought.

Then, to finish, she sprayed me with the perfume, the scent dense and musky, feminine.

“Now, put these on.” Gina said, handing me the collection of jewellery.

I blushed, but took them, then began slipping them on. I put on the rings first, then the bracelets, before slipping on the necklaces. There were all gold, various designs. None of them were that expensive, ornate costume pieces, but they looked starkly feminine.

I’d only ever worn my wedding ring before, the thick gold band Gina had slipped onto my finger on our wedding day. Wearing them all made my head spin.

“We’ll need to change this though.” Gina said.

She took hold of my wedding band, slipping it off. I felt a pang in my chest, a sharp pain.

“Don’t worry. I have a replacement.”

Gina moved to her jewellery box and rummage, pulled out a thin gold band that I recognised. It had been her grandmother’s wedding ring.

“Here, this will work.” She said.

All the other pieces were cheap costume jewellery, gold plated at best, but her grandmother’s wedding ring was pure gold, solid, ornate, and I knew how precious it was to her.

“You can wear this. It’s better suited to you than that thick wedding back.” Gina said.

She took my hand and held it. She held the ring at the tip of my finger, paused there.

“Do you take me to be your wife?” She said, grinning at me.

I smiled, nodded.

“I do.” I said.

Gina slipped the ring onto my finger.

“You may now kiss the bride.” I said.

She looked at me and then… she kissed me, softly, sweetly, and I kissed her back.


Five

I finished getting ready, slipping my heels on, and Gina gave me a short lesson on how to walk in them.

“Heel to toe.” She said. “Let your hips roll and your ass wiggle. Go slow. It’ll be a little tricky at first but don’t worry, you’ll not be on your feet much tonight.”

She winked at me as she said that and I felt my belly flutter. I couldn’t help but imagine what she meant, the idea of spending the night off my feet. What was she planning? What was she and Charlie planning?

I didn’t question though, knew I’d find out soon. I did as Gina said, practised for a moment in my heels, and to my surprise, I found I got the hang of it quickly. It felt almost natural, walking one foot in front of the other, heel to toe, letting my hips and ass sway and wiggle. I could even feel my tits jiggle.

It was like all I needed to do was allow my body to do what it wanted, allow my body to move in the way that was most pleasurable. I could feel my smooth, stocking-clad thighs brush against each other, could feel my panty-clad butt wiggling, my dress sensual. I could feel my earrings swaying, and the weight of my chest bouncing.

It was… electric. I walked with more sway, more swagger. It came naturally, like opening the door to a cage and allowing the animal within to simply step out. I didn’t need to force anything, I just needed to embrace it.

I felt graceful, sensual, beautiful. I felt almost like a cat, prowling, sleek and sensual. I couldn’t help but smile.

While I practised walking in heels Gina got ready. She was faster than me, undressing and dressing, putting on makeup, doing her hair, in short order. I was only just beginning to feel confident in heels when she stepped out of the bedroom.

My eyes went wide. She looked stunning, wearing a short red dress with red heels, her makeup heavy and almost slutty. Her legs were clad in fishnet stockings, and as tight as the dress was it almost clung to her figure.

“Want to see what we look like together?” Gina said.

I nodded. She took my hand and led me to the mirror in the bedroom. I hadn’t yet seen myself, not properly. Gina had kept me away from the mirror to keep the reveal as a surprise. As we stepped into view together I couldn’t help but let out a small gasp of surprise.

I recognised my wife, but the woman next to her… I stared, stunned.

“We look amazing, right?” Gina said.

I couldn’t help but nod. We did look stunning. We were two hot, beautiful, sexy women.

I was transformed. I was no longer a man. The boring, drab, ordinary man I’d always been was gone. In his place was a stunning woman in a tight, short, black dress, in heels, with stockings on. My legs were smooth, long, full, and my figure… my hips and ass were surprisingly feminine, waist trim.

I’d always been skinny, always been slight, almost petite, and I’d hated it. I’d hated my lack of masculinity, but in that moment I was glad for it. It made sense.

Maybe I hate being a man because I’d never been one?

I smiled at that thought, blushing. I wiggled, posing, and I couldn’t help but notice my tits jiggling, bouncing. I loved it, loved the weight of them, how they moved, how they added to my figure. What would it be like to have bigger tits? What would it be like to have real tits?

Yet, even as stunning as my body was, it was my face that truly captivated me. I’d never seen myself as attractive or good-looking, but in that moment I saw a beautiful woman. My face was refined, pretty, with alluring makeup, just heavy enough to have a hint of sluttiness.

Beside Gina, we looked like two women on the prowl. I loved it.

“We look amazing.” I said.

Gina smiled at me.

“So, that means you’re ready for the next step then?” She asked.

I looked at her, confused. I had no idea what the next step might be. She read my expression easily. No one knew me better than she did.

“We have a date.” Gina said. “Why else would we have got all dressed up? Remember what this was all about? We have a date with Charlie. You, me, and her. Three of us.”

I felt cold. Her and Charlie. I was still sore and hurt. She saw that in me too.

Gina reached out and took hold of my hand, squeezed it, gently.

“I love you.” She said. “Trust me. I think… I think you’ll enjoy this, and I think it’ll be good for you. You always tell me you think I know you better than you know yourself, right?”

I nodded. It was something I said. It was something I’d felt for as long as I’d known her. She’d always seen something special in me that I hadn’t seen in myself and I liked how that made me feel. I liked feeling like maybe, just maybe, what she saw in me was real.

“Well if that’s true then trust me on this. I think… I think this will be really good for you.”

I smiled at my wife. Despite everything I still loved her, trusted her. I nodded.

“Then I trust you.” I said.

Gina beamed.

“Just one small detail though.” She said. “I can’t call you Daniel like this, can I?”

I blushed at that. I looked into the mirror, stared at my reflection. The thought of being called Daniel dressed as I was almost stung. I could feel a deep, cold, sharp pain in my chest.

I shook my head.

“No.” I said.

“Then what do you want me to call you?” Gina asked.

I paused for a moment. She wanted to choose my own name? I was still, head fuzzy, and then…

“Dahlia.” I said.

As the name left my lips I knew it was right. I knew it was right by the way it made me feel. My heart skipped and I couldn’t help but smile.

“Well then, Dahlia, it’s nice to meet you.” Gina said.

She moved in close, kissed me softly on the cheek. I turned to her and giggled, blushing.

“Now, shall we head out?” She asked.

I knew it was a genuine question. Even though she had the key to my cage on the chain around her neck she was asking me. She wanted me to say…

“Yes.” I said.
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It was a short ride to Charlie’s apartment building. I was glad Gina drove as I knew I’d not have been able to drive in my heels, and getting a cab or public transport would have been too much.

Even as beautiful and as confident as I felt dressed up, as Dahlia, I wasn’t ready to be out in public, yet. Even as I thought that I paused. The ‘yet’ caught my attention. Would I ever be ready to go out in public as Dahlia? Why was the thought stuck in my head?

The thought of being seen as a woman, acknowledged as a woman, being treated as a woman appealed to me. The thought of people seeing me, thinking me pretty, attractive, sexy appealed to me.

I blushed, squirming in my seat. For now, just Gina would be enough. Gina and Charlie, I realised.

Gina parked as close to the elevator as she could, and she made sure I was comfortable before stepping out of the car. She moved around the car, to my door, opened it and helped me out. She stayed close to me as I walked through the parking lot.

My heart was racing. What if someone saw me?

Yet, no one did. We made it into the elevator without being seen and ascended to Charlie’s floor, made our way to her door. I could feel my belly fluttering, heart beating hard.

I was nervous, anxious, yet also… excited. I could feel my hips and ass swaying as I walked and the scent of my perfume was almost intoxicating. I felt small, vulnerable, but also… powerful, graceful, a tigress.

When we reached Charlie’s door Gina knocked, and it was only a moment before the door opened. Charlie stood in front of me and I could barely believe what I was seeing.

When Gina had got us dressed she had chosen classy outfits, like a woman might wear out on a date to dinner, so I’d been expecting Charlie to be dressed similarly. I’d been expecting the three of us to go out to dinner, maybe go dancing, get to know each other, but… Charlie was not dressed for going out.

“Well hello.” Charlie said. “You both look stunning.”

“Thank you.” Gina said.

I could feel my cheeks flush with blood.

“Thank you.” I whispered.

I felt shy, coy, flustered.

“Care to introduce yourself?” Charlie said.

I stalled for a moment and then realised… she meant me. She’d met me as Daniel, but dressed as I was in that moment I was no longer Daniel. I found the question suddenly… affirming, empowering, comforting.

In that moment I wasn’t Daniel. I wasn’t a man. I was Dahlia. I was a woman. I was a hot woman. I could just embrace that identity, dive deep into it, swim in it and explore how it felt to be someone different to my ordinary, boring self. I could be Dahlia, a hot, sexy, playful woman.

It was like with that realisation the chains that had been weighing me down for my whole life, chains that I hadn’t known I’d been wearing, fell off me.

I smiled. I felt lighter, freer. I felt… good.

I smiled and gave a small wiggle.

“Dahlia.” I said, my voice soft.

I felt my old self slipping away, a new self emerging. Like a butterfly crawling out of its cocoon.

“Well, Dahlia, it’s lovely to meet you. Why don’t you come in?” She said, winking at me.

She stepped back, gestured for me and Gina to enter, and Gina did just that, stepped over the threshold, dragging me after her. I couldn’t take my eyes off Charlie and Charlie seemed to almost relish the attention.

She was clad in little more than just underwear, fishnet stockings, suspenders, panties, and a corset that cinched in her waist and squeezed her tits to make them seem fuller and higher and perkier. Her curves were phenomenal, her body exquisite, full thighs, wide hips, plush ass, with breasts I could drown in.

She wore heels too, standing tall over me even though I was in heels too, and there was something challenging in her expression, a daring, mischievous smile. As I passed she gave a wiggle, almost displaying her body, almost daring me to look more.

I couldn’t help myself.

“Like what you see?” Charlie said.

I blushed. I nodded, not sure what else to do.

“Good, because I like what I see too. And I’m looking forward to seeing more.” Charlie said.

She smirked at me, winked again. My brain felt soupy. Did she mean… more of me? I couldn’t help but blush.

“Now, head on through, sit down. I’ll fetch us some wine and we can get started.” Charlie said.

Gina led me through to the living room and we sat while Charlie fetched glasses, wine. I held my wife’s hand, nervous, not sure what was going to happed, but feeling excited for the unknown.
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We sat and drank and talked. Charlie was… surprisingly charming. She was engaging and funny and she listened. She asked me questions, paid attention, and she told me about herself.

It felt strange to be sitting opposite her dressed as I was.

Not only was I dressed as Dahlia, dressed up as a pretty woman, body smooth, in lingerie, caged, but… she was barely dressed at all. She sat opposite me, in just lingerie, and it was hard for me not to stare. Every time she shifted my eyes would look down, look at her body, take in her figure, her curves, the way her skimpy lingerie emphasised how hot she was, how her corset cinched in her waist, boosting up her already ample tits.

Charlie didn’t seem to mind though. In fact, it almost felt like she was doing it deliberately. She’d listen as either Gina or I talked, all of us sipping at the wine she’d poured for us, and then she’d shift in her seat, wiggling, squirming, uncrossing and recrossing her legs to flash her panties, stretching her shoulders and back or crossing her arms to her tits swell, biting her lips, leaning in a way to flash a glimpse of her ass.

Every time I looked at her body she’d smile subtly, knowingly, and I’d blush, my caged cock throbbing. I could feel my head getting fuzzy from the alcohol and the lust.

Beside me Gina too noticed, and she began to join in with Charlie’s game. She was sat next to me, close, and as we talked she began to tease me. She would shift in a way to make me look at her too, parting her thighs to make her dress rise up, flashing the tops of her fishnet stockings, just a glimpse of her panties, or leaning back to show off her tits.

They were both breathtaking and it was hard to focus. I could feel something in me growing, almost throbbing.

And Gina wasn’t content to just tease me with how she looked. As close as she was she was able to touch me too.

Gina used her body to add an extra layer to the teasing. She would put her hand on my knee and stroke up, over my thigh, stopping as her fingers reached the hem of my dress, caressing. The feeling of her warm, soft hand through the silk of the stockings, my skin smooth, soft, was electric. She should shift her leg to rub her thigh against mine, fishnet against silk stockings, sending shivers along my spine.

My cock was agony, a dull ache in my crotch, yet at the same time, it was oddly pleasant, a constant ember of arousal gnawing away at the back of my mind. An ember that was encouraged to brighter fire by Charlie and Gina.

Gina would run her hand down my back, would cup my ass, gently, squeezing. She would breathe on my neck, softly, lean in close so her lips would almost brush against my cheek, would press her tits into me so I could feel the softness of them.

It was all I could do to remain composed, but it felt like torture. Two hot women, my wife and the woman she’d been having an affair with, were teasing me, flirting with me, and I was caged, feminized, and didn’t know what I was supposed to do. So, I just sat there and tried to enjoy the torture.

It wasn’t hard to enjoy it. As far as tortures went, being teased and flirted with by two hot women was pretty fun.
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I wasn’t sure what to do so I sat and did my best to just enjoy the moment. I found Chalie far more likeable than I wanted to admit. Not only was she hot but she was charming and witty and intelligent too. I begrudgingly had to admit that I could see why Gina liked her.

We drank wine, talked, and it was only when the bottle was empty that the mood shifted. Charlie sat up straight and her eyes sparkled. As she looked at me I felt my pulse quicken, my caged cock throbbing. There was something about the way she looked at me that made me flustered.

I was used to being Daniel, being boring and drab. I’d always considered myself unbelievably lucky that Gina loved me, wanted me, but I’d never understood it. In that moment though not only was my wife looking at me with lust and fire, but Charlie was too. I felt like a prey animal caught between two she-wolves.

“So, the talking and the drinking is done. The getting to know each other is done. Shall we move on to the next part?” Charlie said.

She was staring at me. I was still, quiet. I realised Gina was staring at me too.

“The next part?” I asked, timid.

The two women chuckled. Gina nodded, reached out to run her fingers down the back of my neck, her other hand on my thigh, squeezing.

“The bedroom.” Gina said.

I took a deep breath.

“Do you want to join us in the bedroom Dahlia?” Charlie said.

My wife and her lover were inviting me to join them in the bedroom. I didn’t know what to say.

Charlie rose to her feet, stepped off, began to walk towards the door. Gina rose to her feet and followed after. Charlie left without looking back, her hips and ass swaying, her body lush. Gina stopped by the door, looked back over her shoulder to me. She smiled.

“I want you to join us, but… there’s no pressure.” She said.

I stared at my wife. She was leaving me to spend time with her lover, the woman she’d been cheating on me with, and… she was inviting me to join them. Could I? Could I really join the two women? What was the alternative? Sit in the living room and listen while they enjoyed themselves, admit I’d lost my wife to another woman?

I sat, head spinning.

I knew what Daniel would have done. He’d have given up, lost hope. There was no way he could compete with Charlie.

I wasn’t Daniel though. I was Dahlia. I was hot, sexy, and I’d seen the way Gina looked at me, the way Charlie looked at me. They wanted me to join them. They wanted me.

I smiled, feeling confident and bold. As Daniel, I’d have been too shy, too timid, too unsure of myself, but I wasn’t Daniel.

I smiled. I shifted in my seat, taking a deep breath.

Slowly I rose to my feet, tottering in my heels, head fuzzy from the wine. I was Dahlia. I was hot, sexy, and… why shouldn’t I have fun? Why shouldn’t I be a little wild, just once?

The alternative was to sit and wallow in self pity, to accept defeat, to sit and wait for Charlie and Gina to be done, then leave, and… what then? File for divorce? Lose my wife, my life?

No. Daniel might have done that but not Dahlia. Dahlia was hot, brazen, powerful, and… I was going to fight for my wife and maybe I would even have fun doing it too.

Smiling, I stepped off and headed for Gina’s bedroom. I found the door half closed and I paused outside, fearing what I might find inside. I was ready for it though. I was not going to be so easily defeated.

I pushed the door open and stalled. It was not what I’d been expecting. Gina and Charlie were on the bed, but sat, waiting for me. They were both grinning.

“You took your time.” Gina said, smiling at me.

Her eyes were full of love.

“I have a gift for you.” Charlie said.

And then she held up a collar.


Six

“Well, do you want it?” Charlie said. “Do you want to be our pet?”

My head spun, fuzzy with more than alcohol. I could feel my caged cock throbbing, a dull agony. What could I do? What should I do?

I did the only thing I could think of. I gave in to what I wanted.

“Please.” I said, voice soft.

Gina and Charlie giggled. I could feel my body throbbing. They were both so hot, both of them looking at me like I were their last meal, and… they were going to collar me. I wondered what else they wanted to do to their pet.

I was eager to find out.

Without needing to be told I fell to my hands and knees. It just felt… right. It was what I wanted. I felt my belly flutter and my caged cock throb.

“Well, will you look at that? She’s very well trained.” Charlie said.

“I always thought she had real potential.” Gina said.

I felt flustered, the way they were talking about me made me hot, dizzy.

“You know, I always thought you were hot, right?” Gina said to me.

My blush deepened. I nodded.

She’d told me often that she thought I was hot.

“Did you ever believe it though?” Gina asked.

That question was heavy. I’d known she thought I was hot, she told me all the time, but… believing it was different. I shook my head. Gina looked almost… sad.

“I know.” She said. “I always felt that. But… I meant it. I always meant it. I still mean it. Looking at you now though maybe I can express it better. I… you were the first boy I met that I was actually attracted to. All the others were just… kinda gross. You though, you were soft, kind, sweet, and I always thought you were kind of pretty. I realise now what I saw in you. I saw… I saw you. The real you.”

I felt my heart skip, swelling, a warmth in my chest.

“I saw Dahlia.” Gina said. “You are beautiful.”

I almost wanted to cry, but they were good tears. Her words were like a baptism. It made sense. It all suddenly made sense.

She really did love me, really did think I was attractive. It wasn’t pity.

I’d been comparing myself for my whole life to other men, comparing myself to other men and falling short. I’d always assumed Gina deserved a real man, masculine, tall, muscular, handsome, someone who was the opposite of me, but that wasn’t what she wanted.

She loved me not in spite of how I looked. She loved me because of it, or at least in part because of it. She loved that I was short and slim. She found my more feminine physique cute. She thought I was pretty, and sexy, precisely because of who I was, and now, dressed up, I felt that too.

“Do you want to do the honours?” Charlie said, handing Gina the collar.

Gina nodded, took the collar, kept looking at me.

“Ready to become my pretty pet Dahlia?” She asked.

I nodded, and then… I began to crawl towards her. I crawled on my hands and knees, wiggling my ass, and I loved how the two women watched me. I made sure to put on a show for them.

I crawled over to Gina and then knelt on my knees in front of her, looked up at her. I could see the key to my cage nestled between her tits. I felt owned, wanted. I felt… happy.

“Do you want me to collar you, pet?” Gina asked.

I smiled. I nodded.

“Please.” I whispered.

“You’ll obey me?” Gina asked. “You’ll be mine?”

I took a deep breath, heart racing. I could feel Charlie watching me. I had no idea what Gina would tell me to do and part of me was frightened to find out but… I nodded again.

“Yes.”

“Then accept this as a sign of my devotion to you, and your devotion to me.” Gina said.

With that she reached out and fitted the collar around my neck. It was black leather, a gold buckle, a gold ring on the front. The leather was firm, cool, and Gina fastened it, tight but not too tight. I was collared and caged. I was… my wife’s pet.

I looked up at my wife and beamed. I looked between her and Gina. I wasn’t sure what was happening, what it all meant, but I was, for the first time in a long time, eager to try something bold.

“Now, how about we find out how obedient you are?” Gina said.

With that, she spread her legs.
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I stared up my wife’s skirt and realised for the first time that she had taken her panties off. Or had she ever been wearing panties? The fact that I didn’t know the answer just excited me.

Had she been without panties the entire time? There was something naughty and lurid and slutty about that thought.

I could see the tops of her fishnet stockings, her suspender straps, the hair of her cunt. I took a deep breath and caught the scent of her arousal. She was very turned on.

I watched as Gina began to peel her dress up, revealing her thighs, her hips, her cunt. I stared at the wet, inflamed folds of her pussy, glistening. She spread her legs wider and her lips opened like the petals of a flower, blossoming.

Gina shifted forward, bringing her pussy towards me. I could feel my mouth getting wet.

Was this what I was going to be told to do? Service both women with my mouth while dressed as Dahlia? My caged dick throbbed. I’d never been so turned on.

“Lick me.” Gina said. “Worship me.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I moved toward, my head between my wife’s thighs, and I kissed over the folds of her cunt.

Gina gasped, squirmed, and I kissed harder, sucking on the wet folds, the outer petals, the inner petals, feeling the slickness of her. The scent of her pussy grew stronger, a rich musk, and I bathed in it. I ran my tongue between her inner lips, over Gina’s most sensitive places, over her sopping hole, up to the swollen nub of her clit.

I licked there, gently, and I felt Gina buck her hips up, fucking my face. I began to lick harder, faster, teasing. I began to worship my wife.

I worked hard, eager, and let Gina grind her hips, her movements and her sounds guiding me. I felt fingers tangle in my hair, holding my head down.

“Fuck… more… use your fingers too. Make me cum. I want my pretty pet to make me cum with her fingers and tongue.” Gina said.

I was lost to the eroticism of it all. I worked my tongue and did as she said, brought my fingers up to her slick fold, teased fingertips alone, resting them gently at her slick opening, just barely pressing them in.

Gina moaned, loudly, then fucked down, wanting my fingers inside her, but I pulled my fingers back, teasing, loving the control I had, loving how much she wanted me. I’d never felt so sexy, so desired. I might have been collared and caged, I might have agreed to be my wife’s pet, but, strangely, I’d never felt more powerful.

I felt wild, savage, feral, and I wanted more. I teased Gina’s clit with my tongue, working my fingers at her hole, and she ground down on my face, fucking my tongue, trying to fuck my fingers. She pulled my hair hard, pressing my face down into her folds, her wetness.

“Fuck me with your fingers, pet. That’s an order.” She said.

That word, order, sent a shiver along my spine. I pressed my finger at her opening and… they slipped in, easily, lubricated by her copious juices. I wasn’t sure she’d ever been that wet.

Her cunt felt hot, tight, and I fucked two fingers into my wife as I worked at her clit. I slipped them in, felt her cunt grip tight, then pulled them out. I worked hard, fucking her, her hips grinding, and I could feel her getting wetter, tighter, could hear her breath coming in gasps. I knew she was close.

I worked harder and faster, eager to make her cum. I lavished her clit with attention from my tongue and lips even as I pressed fingers deep, fucking in and over, pressing at her g-spot.

“Fuck… don’t stop… that’s it… good girl…” Gina said.

Those words, ‘good girl’ lit a fire in me. I felt Gina’s cunt tighten, her hips flicking my tongue and fingers, and then… I felt her cum. I felt her cum hard, gripping my hair, fucking my tongue and finger.

I kept working, eager to please her until I felt her pull my hair, pulling my face away from her swollen pussy. I eased my fingers out of her sopping hole.

“Sensitive.” She said, giggling, blushing.

I smiled at that, at her.

“That was fun.” Gina said.

“Thank you.” I replied.

“But… we’re not done yet.” She said. “There’s more in store for my pet, but I think you’re going to like it.”

I felt my belly flutter, caged cock throbbing.

“For a start, I’m curious about that talented mouth of yours.” Charlie said.

I turned to face her and I felt my heart skip a beat.
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Charlie was sitting next to me, staring at me, and she had slipped her panties off. Her cock was hard, throbbing, thick and long and smooth.

She had a cock. She had a massive cock. My head spun and my belly fluttered. She had a cock and… she wanted to see how talented my mouth was.

She wanted my mouth on her cock. She wanted me to…

“Well?” Charlie said, grinning. “Don’t you like what you see?”

She wiggled her hips, cock swaying. I hadn’t imagined…

I nodded without even thinking, too horny to be able to resist my urges. I did like what I saw. I’d never even thought about cock before, but seeing Charlie, hot, sexy, beautiful, with her hard cock out, lit a fire in me. I wanted to feel it, worship it.

Yet, I’d only ever been with Gina. I’d never been with another woman, and the only cock I’d ever touched was my own. I looked up at my wife and she smiled at me, nodding, encouraging.

“Go on pet, show her what a good girl you are.” She said.

I blushed and then shifted, crawled over to Charlie, kneeling between her thighs. I could see her cock throbbing. I reached out, hand trembling, and wrapped my fingers around her girth. It pulsed, hardening further. I stroked and heard Charlie gasp, moan. I felt her hips thrust, gently.

“Your hands are so soft.” She said. “And you’re so pretty, so sexy. You’d look even sexier with your lips wrapped around my prick though.”

I smiled up at her, gaze glancing between her cock and her stunning eyes. I blushed, shifted forward, opening my mouth.

I couldn’t believe what I was doing. My mouth was wet, hot, aching. It was like my body was acting on its own, chasing what it wanted, but at the same time, I couldn’t deny that I wanted it too. Dahlia wanted to feel what Charlie’s beautiful cock felt like.

My lips moved closer and then… I kissed the tip of Charlie’s cock, gently. My body pulsed.

I felt a hand on the back of my head, pressing me down, and Charlie thrust, forcing her cock into my mouth. I let her fuck between my lips, sucking as her girth entered the tight, wet confines, my tongue swirling.

I moaned, loud, lost in the tide of sensations. I was sucking cock. I was sucking Charlie’s cock. I felt the very last vestiges of resistance crumble away.

Charlie thrust, hard, and I sucked, lips tight, drooling. I began to suck, to worship, and my body ached. I was so turned on. I was more excited than I’d ever been before. I could feel my caged cock throbbing, dull ache, my body yearning.

I felt Dahlia emerging fully, ravenous, slutty, brazen. She was bold whereas Daniel was shy, she was willing, hungry, wanton, and she wanted pleasure.

I wanted to please. I sucked, eager, lips and tongue and hand, worshipping Charlie’s cock as she thrust into my mouth. I could feel my head getting fuzzy. Charlie thrust her cock deeper and deeper, pressing my head down. I wanted more, wanted…

I wanted her to cum. I wanted her to cum in my mouth, wanted to taste it. I sucked harder, teasing, trying to make Charlie cum.

I worked my mouth up, sucking hard at the tip of her magnificent cock, teasing with my tongue. I could feel Charlie throbbing, thrusting. Her moans were like music. I worked my mouth down, taking her cock deep into the tight, hot, wetness.

“Fuck you feel good.” Charlie said.

She was fucking my face and I was letting her. I was a good girl.

I worked hard to pleasure her, allowing her movements and her sounds to teach me about her pleasure. I submitted to what my body craved, sucking, licking, stroking, and then…

“I think perhaps now it’s time for the final phase.” Gina said.

I felt a hand stroke down my back, run down to my ass, groping, squeezing. Charlie pulled my hair, pulled my head off her cock. It left my mouth with an audible pop and I whined, wanting more.

“Why did you stop me?” I asked.

Charlie just smiled.

“She stopped you so you can see what comes next.” Gina said.

Her voice came from behind me. I turned to look back and I saw my wife, stripped down to her lingerie, but… around her waist, she wore a strange belt made of leather straps, and, over her crotch, there was a cock, a fake but very life-like cock.

Gina wiggled her hips and her cock swayed. It was almost as large as Charlie’s. I felt a shiver run up my spine.

“Well, what do you say, pet?” Gina said. “Ready for the final step? Ready for me to take that pretty cherry of yours? Do you want your wife to take your anal virginity?”

“If you say yes then I get to fuck you next.” Charlie said. “And I so want to fuck that pretty ass of yours.”

My caged cock throbbed. Gina wanted to fuck me with a strap-on, and then… then Charlie wanted to fuck me with her cock. I felt my belly flutter.

What did I want?

I let the question settle, and the answer rose up bright and eager. I wanted to get railed.

“Please, fuck me.” I said to Gina.

I turned to Charlie.

“I want both of you to fuck me. Use me. Share me. Make me your pet, your good girl. Please.”

I meant every word. Gina smiled. Charlie smiled.

And then… Gina reached up, under my dress, and began to peel my panties off.
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I understood perfectly in that moment why panties went over stockings and suspenders. It made them easy to remove in the heat of the moment.

Gina peeled my skirt up to expose my ass, then pulled my panties down and off, exposing me. The look in her eyes made me flustered, the desire, the hunger, the lust. I’d never seen her look at me like that before, had never felt so wanted, so hot.

Gina dropped to her knees behind me and shifted forward, nudging my legs apart. With one hard she worked a clear liquid over her strap-on, then reached out to run slippery fingers along my ass crack, teasing them at my hole.

I whimpered, pressed back, felt the tips of her fingers enter me, just barely, stretching me. I moaned, loudly.

“Well, who knew you were such a slut.” Gina said.

She giggled, I smiled. She worked her fingers deeper, stretching my ass, making it wet and slick.

As she pulled her fingers out I whimpered, wanting more not less, but then I saw her grasp the shaft of her strap-on and aim it.

“Don’t forget about me.” Charlie said.

I felt a hand on the back of my head again, Charlie pulled, making me turn back to face her. Her cock was hard, throbbing, wet with my spit.

“I’m not done yet.” She said.

And she pressed my head down and I let her. I let her guide my lips and tongue back to her cock and I took her back into my hot, wet, tight mouth. I began to suck.

My head buzzed as Charlie thrust and I felt Gina’s hands on my ass, groping, teasing. I felt something cool and wet and hard run along my crack. Her cock. Her strap-on. The tip pressed at my virgin hole and rested there, the promise of the fucking to cum.

I spread my legs wider, my body craving it, wanting it. I tried to move my hips, tried to impale myself, but Gina was in charge. She teased me, made me whimper as Charlie fucked my face.

“I think she’s desperate for it. Why don’t you give the poor girl what she needs.” Charlie said.

Charlie fucked her cock into my mouth and I let her use me, sucking, licking, teasing, drooling. I was a mess, mind blank, focused only on pleasure.

I felt my wife’s strap-on ease forward, entering me, stretching me. The sensation of slowly being claimed was… heaven.

As Charlie fucked my mouth I eased my hips back, taking more and more of Gina’s strap-on. It was thick, and for a moment I felt resistance, pressure. I wasn’t going to be denied though. I wanted my wife to fuck me, hard. I pressed back as Gina fucked forwards and then… I felt my ass open. I felt her cock sink into me.

I felt my wife fill me, claim me. She had been my first in every way before today, and she was my first again. The first to fuck my ass, but, as I sucked Charlie’s cock, I realised she would not be the last.

I felt Gina slam into me as Charlie fucked my face, gripping my hair. The two women were using me, their pet, their good girl, and I loved every moment of it. I submitted to them utterly, collared and caged, my body throbbing.

They began to use me. Gina worked her cock out until just the tip was inside me, then she thrust. I felt her fill me utterly in one strong thrust. The thickness of her cock teased over a bright spot of pleasure within me, making me moan, gasp. I worked my hips and ass to feel more, body chasing pleasure, acting on instinct.

Charlie held my head, fucking my mouth. I could feel her cock throbbing, could taste the tang of her precum. I sucked, lips tight, using my tongue.

I was no longer a person, no longer a body. I was just a thing of pleasure, a creature of energy and sex and lust. I gave in to it all. I fucked back hard, riding my wife’s cock, and I sucked, desperate to pleasure Charlie, to make her cum.

I wanted to be a pet, wanted to be a good girl, wanted to be… Dahlia.

It hit me hard, the realisation that I wanted to be Dahlia. Not just in that moment but always. I’d never asked to be Daniel but I’d just assumed that was all that was available to me. No one had explained there were options.

It had taken Charlie, Gina having an affair, to open that path. Gina and Charlie had shown me something, something bright and wonderful. All I had to do was accept, was to take their hands and let them lead me.

I could make a choice. I could choose who I wanted to be. I felt a flood of joy, hope, wonder, and pleasure. I could choose who I wanted to be. I could become Dahlia, could accept the help of Gina and Charlie and transform myself. I could become someone new, someone better, hotter, sexier, prettier, sluttier.

I could become whoever I wanted to be. I moaned in delight as Gina slammed her cock into my ass, worked my mouth up and down Charlie’s prick.

I could do all of that, but… that was in the future. In the here and now I had other things to focus on.

Pleasure. The pleasure of being a good girl.

I let the two women use me, fuck me, and I was rewarded amply for it. My mouth thrummed, head fuzzy, as Charlie fucked my mouth, and I could feel waves of pleasure spreading through my body as Gina fucked my ass, fucking in and out, her cock teasing over the knot of pleasure inside my ass.

I worked back, hips and ass riding my wife’s strap-on, bobbing my head up and down. I could hear moans of pleasure and I wasn’t sure if they were mine or Gina’s or Charlie’s.

I didn’t care. I just wanted more.

I worked my ass and mouth, felt Gina fucking me, and I let Charlie fuck my face.

I felt my wife’s hands on my hips, slamming her strap-on into me as I rode her cock. I felt Charlie guiding my mouth, thrusting into my face. I could feel my caged cock throbbing, agony, pleasure, drooling precum, bolts of pleasure with each thrust of Gina’s cock.

“Fuck… I’m so close… don’t stop.”

I could feel Charlie’s cock getting harder, fatter, long, pulsing. I could feel how close she was. As though encouraged, Gina fucked me harder, and I felt my pleasure rising.

“Make her cum. Make her cum and swallow all of it like the good pet you are. Next time, she’s going to be cumming in this tight ass of yours while you make me cum with your tongue and fingers.” Gina said.

That thought made my heart skip. I sucked harder, fucked harder. Gina thrust into me, cock teasing the bright knot of bliss inside my ass, and Charlie pressed my head down.

I felt Charlie’s cock throb, pulse, swelling, and then… she was cumming. She was cumming, hard, in my mouth. There was so much of it.

I swallowed on instinct, to save myself from drowning or choking. I swallowed over and over and over. She kept cumming, holding my head down.

Gina thrust deep, grinding her hips, and I worked my ass back, chasing the pleasure of being fucked. It was that pleasure, along with the feeling of Charlie cumming in my mouth, the taste of her cum, the heat of her seed in my belly, that pushed me over the edge.

I was still caged but the pleasure was too much. It was all too much.

I came, hard, caged cock throbbing, drooling, and the pleasure seemed to spread out from my ass, filling my whole body, more intense than anything I’d known before. I came, hard, as Charlie came in my mouth.

My body trembled, the pleasure almost rewiring my body and my brain, and I lost all track of who I was, where I was, what was happening. The pleasure was an explosion that kept exploding, and it was only as my climax subsided that I came back to myself.

I was exhausted, aching, and I felt Gina ease her strap-on out of my well-fucked ass, Charlie’s slowly softening cock slipping free from my lips, leaving a trail of cum behind.

My heart was racing, body shaking, and I sat up, unsteady, onto my knees before collapsing onto my butt, sitting on the floor. I started giggling, overcome with joy, love, pleasure, too many emotions and feelings at once. I felt… amazing.

“You enjoyed that did you?” Gina asked.

I nodded, lost for words.

“I enjoyed it too.” Gina said. “I… I’m so proud of you, so happy you’re here with me, that you trusted me.”

I looked up at her with love in my eyes, her strap-on slick with lube. I giggled again.

“I enjoyed it too.” Charlie said. “I… I’m looking forward to more, if you want?”

She was looking at me, smiling at me, I could see the affection in her gaze.

For the first time in my life, I felt seen. I felt fully seen. I felt utterly witnessed and… I didn’t want to hide. I wanted to be seen.

I wanted to be seen, wanted to grow, wanted to blossom. I wanted to explore and experience and…

“I think I’d like more.” I said.

I meant it.

THE END
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FEMINIZED BY THE TRAINER
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Kenny is feeling lost. His girlfriend has left him for another man and his confidence is at an all-time low. When he comes across an advert for a personal trainer though he feels a sense of hope for the first time in a long time.

Maybe that’s what he needs? A personal trainer to help him get into shape, someone to motivate him out of his slump, someone to get his perfect body, someone to finally make a man out of him.

But when Kenny meets Jamie, his new trainer, he’s stunned. He was not expecting anyone quite so stunning.

Jamie though wastes no time. She gets to know Kenny, gets to know why he wants a personal trainer, gets to know why he wants to change, gets to know his motivation and his desires. With a better understanding of him, she sets out a full regime of exercise, diet, and more to help transform him.

Only the transformation isn’t quite what Kenny had been expecting. Yet as he begins to notice changes he also finds he likes them, and slowly he comes to realise he’s being feminized by his personal trainer.

As the transformation progresses, there’s just one question that needs answering. Is he going to let her complete the process?


Fated: Prince to Princess
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King Nikolai is coming. The great darkness, the beast, the Sire of all vampyres is coming and there is little anyone can do to stop him.

For generations, Prince Nathaniel’s kingdom has stood as the bulwark against the encroaching darkness. Countless lives have been lost, much blood has been spilt, and his kingdom has grown weary while King Nikolai’s forces have grown stronger.

Now King Nikolai is coming, in person, to talk to King Harden of peace. On the verge of his great victory, the defeat of the enemy that has thwarted his plans for generations, King Nikolai comes to talk of peace. Prince Nathaniel does not trust him. He had heard too many tales of the monster’s treachery and savagery.

Yet when King Nikolai arrives he is not what Prince Nathaniel expected. He is surprisingly charming and handsome, and his offer of peace takes the entire kingdom by surprise.

He will gift peace, but only if King Harden offers him a princess to make his queen. The only problem is King Harden has only one child, Prince Nathaniel…

King Harden moves to object, but Prince Nathaniel, wanting to prevent needless suffering, agrees to become the beast’s bride.

So begins Prince Nathaniel’s transformation. As he becomes a princess he starts to understand more about King Nikolai’s motives, and about the powers of fate that have woven their lives together.

What is he to believe though? The stories he’s been told his entire life or the call of his heart?


Freeuse Femboy
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Rich’s wife, Claire, is acting strange. She’s making odd requests and peculiar hints about his upcoming birthday. As Rich begins to notice things, subtle clues, he begins to wonder what she’s up to, and he begins to get excited.

Claire is pretty much perfect in every way imaginable except one. There’s just one thing Rich is really into in the bedroom that Claire does not enjoy. Rich though is beginning to suspect that maybe she has a treat in store for him, something special.

By the time his birthday arrives, Rich can’t contain his excitement. He can’t wait to get home to receive the surprise gift Claire’s been hinting at. Only when he gets home he discovers that his surprise is not what he’d been expecting.

Claire has arranged for Alex, their old neighbour to visit for the weekend. Rich is slightly disappointed. Though he loves spending time with the boy next door, he’d been hoping for something a little more exciting.

But then Claire reveals the secret surprise she’s been planning for months, and Alex, dressed pretty, can’t wait for Rich to unwrap his femboy gift...


Three's Company
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When Pete’s best friend, Lisa, heads out for the night for a date with her boyfriend, Harry, he’s excited to have some time on his own, so when Lisa tries to get him to go out with her to have some fun he declines. He explains that he’s had a hard day at work and he just needs rest.

That’s not the truth though. Pete just wants the apartment to himself so he can indulge in his secret. Within moments of Lisa heading out, Pete is moving, barely able to contain his excitement for the night he’s got planned.

Soon Pete is transformed, becoming Paige, but then the unthinkable happens. Lisa returns home early, unexpectedly, and she catches Pete dressed in a way she’s never seen before.

To Pete’s relief, Lisa is understanding and sweet, kind. She wants to reassure him, understand him, and soon Pete is able to relax.

But Lisa has some questions, is curious, and soon Pete is caught up in a whirlwind adventure that he’d never expected. As the two friends grow closer, Pete begins to spend more and more time as Paige until the lines between the two identities begin to blur.

There remains the problem of Harry though. Lisa’s boyfriend.

Pete was always told three was a crowd… when it comes to Paige though, three’s not a crowd. It’s company.
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Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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