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My Wife Feminized me
Thank You!



This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

ADULT CONTENT WARNING This book contains sexually explicit material and is intended for mature audiences only (18+). It includes themes of feminization, submission, and fantasy. All characters depicted are 18 years of age or older.


Friday night. The clock in the living room read eleven, and the silence in the house was already beginning to suffocate me. My wife had gone out again with her "friends" to, supposedly, get drunk and gossip. But within my pathetic and miserable life, I knew exactly what that meant. She wasn't going out with friends; she was going out with someone else. And I was so incredibly weak that I had simply decided to accept it.

My wife, Antonella, was too much for me. She possessed a voluptuous body, huge tits, and killer hips that would drive any man who crossed her path crazy. I, on the other hand, was a simple embarrassment to the male gender. I had a thin, almost fragile body, and delicate features that, combined with my long hair, made me look more like a girl than the husband of a goddess. The sickest part of all was that, far from disgusting me, that lack of masculinity turned me on deeply.

The problem was that keeping a woman like her was extremely demanding. A beautiful, dominant, and independent female couldn't settle for a loser. That's why I accepted her "Fridays" routine. I let her go out and fuck some other guy. Probably a huge, muscular Alpha with a giant cock that made her scream. Not like mine, which was pathetically small. I endured all that silent humiliation with only one condition in my head: that Antonella would never leave me.

But Friday nights weren't a total sadness. When I was left alone, I had my own ritual. That dirty little secret that no one in the world could know, and that generated such an exciting heat from deep in my gut that it drove me crazy.

When the silence of the house confirmed that I was truly alone, I would dive into the gloom of our bedroom and open Antonella's huge closet. Her garments, so silky and delicate, still impregnated with that sweet, almost narcotic perfume she wore, became my refuge. They were my private collection.

Tonight was not going to be any different. But my body was begging to cross another line. I got ready with teenage nervousness. I checked that the curtains were perfectly drawn to avoid any prying eyes from a neighbor, made sure the front door was deadbolted, and locked myself in the bedroom.

I wanted to go further. Today I wanted to feel something much more intense. I went straight to her drawer. My hands trembled as I rummaged through the silks, until my fingers brushed against what I was looking for: her underwear. I wanted to feel the rough yet delicate texture of the black lace thong squeezing my balls, hiding my pathetic masculinity beneath the feminine design, letting the fabric melt into my skin.

I stripped naked in front of the full-length mirror. Breathing heavily, I slid the fine black fabric up my thighs, pulling it up until the lace fit perfectly on my hips, containing my small member with a delicious humiliation. I stood staring at my own reflection, caressing the fabric over my flat stomach, hypnotized by how good it looked on me.

And then...

Click!

The unmistakable sound of a camera shutter, accompanied by the blinding flash of a cell phone, lit up the room behind me.

My heart stopped. Through the mirror, I saw the bedroom door wide open.

Antonella was there. She had come home early.

I spun around with a jump, instinctively crossing my hands over my crotch to hide my pathetic intimacy. Panic closed my throat.

"I can... I can explain!" I blurted out, in a desperate, high-pitched stammer.

But Antonella didn't answer right away. She simply stood in the doorway, her phone still raised. She slowly lowered the device and looked me up and down. There was no surprise or disgust on her face. Her dark eyes gleamed with a predatory superiority, as if she were visually savoring her prey. A slow, malicious smile spread across her red-painted lips.

"You don't need to explain anything," she declared, and her words fell on me with the weight of an unbreakable command.

"I'm sorry, Anto, I swear, I didn't... I'll take this off right now and we can forget—"

"You are not going to take off absolutely anything," she interrupted. Her voice wasn't a shout; it was a venomous caress, a directive that froze my blood. "You're going to turn all the way around. You're going to show me the back."

"But..."

"Do you want me to record a video too?" Antonella raised her phone again, aiming right at my trembling body. "Do you want me to show all your coworkers at the office how pathetic and queer you are? In my own bedroom, wearing my clothes. Look how that thong squeezes your balls."

The terror of my social and professional life being destroyed paralyzed me. I refused to answer. With my eyes glued to the floor and my face burning with shame, I stiffly turned around.

"Is that how you're going to turn around?" she mocked, taking a step into the room. "Model. Do it right. Sway those hips like you're a sexy girl. Show me what you put my lingerie on for."

My mind screamed with indignation, but my submissive body acted on its own. Without fully understanding how or why, I spun around again, this time dropping my weight onto one leg and swaying my hips with a disturbing fluidity, showing off my ass wrapped in the black lace.

"What a little bitch..." Antonella whispered, and the sound of her heels on the wood told me she was getting closer. "That thong makes your ass look really round. You look like a girl. A cheap, desperate whore."

"C-can I change now?" I begged, my voice cracking, not daring to look her in the eyes.

"No. Do you like wearing my clothes in secret? Perfect. You're going to wear them all week. Under your suit, to go to work, to sleep. And I expect you not to take anything off without my permission. Understood?"

"Okay..." I murmured, head down, accepting my defeat.

"'Okay, Mommy.' That's what you have to say."

The humiliation hit me so hard I almost stumbled. I swallowed hard, feeling my male ego shatter to pieces in front of the mirror.

"Okay... Mommy," I repeated, completely losing any trace of dignity.

"Good boy..." Antonella let out a dark laugh, brushing her long nails against my bare shoulder. "Or, rather... good whore. Because look what's happening down there. Look at how hard your cock is. It's so pathetic it can't even hide properly, escaping from the thong."

It was true. I looked down and saw the undeniable evidence of my own depravity. My tiny penis was completely erect, throbbing and straining against the semi-transparent lace of the panties. My breathing was a noisy mess. This uncomfortable and terrifying situation was turning me on.

What the hell was happening to me? Antonella had finally discovered my lack of manhood, my darkest secret, and instead of discarding me in disgust... she was claiming me as her pet.

The passing of the weeks brought a... completely different routine. I went from pathetically trying to be the "man of the house" to becoming her personal doll, simply her "pretty girl."

Every morning, before leaving for my gray, boring office job, the dynamic was strict. I would pour my coffee in silence, but it was Antonella who prepared my "clothes." And we were no longer talking about ironing my shirt or picking out my suit pants, no. She would open her drawer and decide what secret identity I was going to wear all day. She chose whether I got the black lace thong that dug into my skin, or a larger silk panty. She even crossed the line by forcing me to wear her bras, adjusting the straps to the max so that I felt the constant pressure on my flat chest under my work shirt.

Far from making me feel humiliated or bad, that submission turned me on to the point of delirium. It was a secret we finally shared; the heavy burden of faking manhood had disappeared. I no longer had to hide my true nature from her.

Quickly, she took absolute control of my aesthetics. She began to demand that I let my hair grow out. She bought me expensive creams to apply every night, wanting my skin to become soft, hydrated, and feminine, and she even ordered me to shave my entire body. Feeling the rough fabric of my office pants rubbing against my hairless legs was a constant reminder of who I belonged to. I was completely ecstatic in my new role.

Another day went by like that. I arrived at the office, sat in my cubicle, and, as always, couldn't stop looking at the clock. My only real need was for time to pass quickly so I could return home and serve her.

Lunchtime arrived and I met the guys in the cafeteria. My coworkers. Regular guys, full of testosterone and vulgar talk.

"And you, Jamie, how are things with your wife?" one of them asked, looking at me with that smug little smile, almost expecting that such a beautiful and dominant woman had finally left me for a real man.

I took a sip of my water, feeling the lace of the bra rubbing against my nipples under the white fabric of my corporate shirt.

"I think... finally, I am exactly where I want to be," I answered, sketching a genuine smile that they, in their macho ignorance, would never manage to understand.

At that moment, my cell phone vibrated on the table. Antonella's name lit up the screen, and my stomach did a flip.

"Hello, love..." I answered, bringing the phone to my ear while my coworkers kept eating in front of me.

"'Hello, Mommy,' I told you," her voice replied on the other end of the line, cold and sharp as a whip.

I swallowed hard, feeling panic and arousal rising in my throat. I turned slightly in my chair, turning my back to the guys so I could whisper.

"Sorry... hello, Mommy."

"You are going to go to the office bathroom right now. And you are going to send me a picture of your body, clearly showing the underwear I put on you today. Did you hear me, little bitch?"

"But... I'm in the middle of lunch with the guys..." I stammered, terrified. The mere idea of standing up, walking to the bathrooms, and unbuttoning my corporate shirt to take pictures of myself in lingerie while my coworkers were just feet away froze my blood.

"No buts. Go right now," Antonella declared, lowering her voice, promising pain. "And when you come home, you'll see what happens when you doubt an order."

The call cut off abruptly. The dead dial tone buzzed in my ear. A punishment was waiting for me at home... and the worst part was that, under my suit pants and barely contained by my wife's lace, my pathetic masculinity was already throbbing with pure, desperate anticipation.

Finally, the metallic sound of my keys broke the silence in the hallway. I entered the house with my stomach tied in a knot. I was terrified. Every step toward the living room weighed a ton, anticipating the brutal punishment that surely awaited me for hesitating in the office bathroom.

The living room was completely empty. At the end of the hallway, our bedroom door was wide open. The only light came from the streetlamp filtering through the window. Sitting on the edge of our immense bed, with the gloom partially hiding her face, was Antonella.

I walked toward her at a slow pace, almost dragging my feet. I had no idea what to expect or where we were going to end up with all this. With my hands shaking uncontrollably, I sat next to her on the mattress. The rustle of my stupid suit pants against the bedspread sounded deafening. I took a deep breath, bracing for impact.

"I think it's time..." she whispered. Her voice didn't spit venom; it was chillingly soft.

My heart dropped to the floor. It was finally happening. She had run out of patience. She was going to leave me.

"Time... for what?" I asked, with a thread of a voice, feigning innocence but terrified of the answer.

"Time for you to feel comfortable, Jamie."

That answer completely threw me off. I looked up, trying to find her eyes in the darkness.

"Comfortable? What do you mean, Mommy?"

Antonella raised a hand, sliding her long, perfectly manicured nails down my cheek, caressing me with a manipulative tenderness that disarmed me instantly.

"Jamie, sweetheart..." she purred, leaning close to my ear. "What I always liked about you is precisely this small body. Your weakness. Your fragility. It complements me perfectly, since I am the complete opposite. You are my opposite. You are exactly what I need to dominate."

My eyes filled with hot tears. All the accumulated tension of the day broke at once.

"It surprises me that you tell me this..." I stammered, feeling the remains of my ego melting under her touch. "I... I thought I would never be enough for a woman like you. And even less being the way I am. A pathetic office worker who gets turned on by wearing your underwear."

"I know. That's why I brought you a gift," she murmured.

Her hand slipped into her pocket. When she opened it in front of my eyes, a small, bright pink pill rested on her palm.

"This is the Sissy Pill," she explained, with a smile that mixed sweetness with absolute darkness. "In theory, it will tear down all those barriers that torture you. It will let you be who you really are and who I need you to be. Without guilt. Without the need to mentally punish yourself ever again."

I raised my trembling hand and took the pill between my fingers. The small pink tablet seemed to vibrate in the darkness of the room.

"And that's it...? I just take it?" I asked, completely hypnotized.

"Yes. But I'm warning you, Jamie. Once you do, everything will change. For better or for worse, there's no turning back. You just have to swallow it and accept yourself... as my girl."

I didn't doubt it for a second longer. The morbid arousal crushed my rationale. I put it in my mouth and dry swallowed.

Almost instantly, a thick, sweet, and overwhelming heat invaded my chest. The room began to spin. The last thing I felt before a dense pink fog completely shut down my brain was Antonella's hand stroking my hair as my body fell unconscious onto the pillows.

When I opened my eyes again, a sweet, heavy, cloying scent flooded my nostrils. It was a floral, synthetic perfume that seemed to sprout directly from my own pores. I sat bolt upright on the mattress, dizzy, as if I had just woken up from a deep coma. I blinked several times to bring the room into focus; Antonella was nowhere to be found.

The dizziness intensified. In a reflex action, I brought my hands to my forehead, and the air left my lungs immediately.

My hands... my fingers were slender, delicate, with perfectly polished nails. My skin, previously rough, now had the texture of pure silk. A lock fell over my face: my hair, which was already long, had turned into a cascade of platinum blonde waves that cascaded past my shoulders. Terrified, I looked down, following the fall of those golden strands, only to find an absolutely impossible sight.

Two tits. Huge, heavy, and round, defying gravity on my own chest. On my man's body!

"What the hell?!" I screamed, jumping out of bed.

But my own voice paralyzed me. It came out in a high-pitched, sweet, and ridiculously feminine squeak.

My breathing quickened, but my hands, betraying any trace of rational panic, instinctively went up to support the weight of my new breasts. I squeezed the soft flesh, and my nipples hardened instantly against my palms. An electric, hot tingle shot straight down to my stomach. I was getting turned on. Desperate, I ran my hands over the rest of my body and discovered wide hips, a tiny waist, and exorbitant curves worthy of a magazine model. My mind fought against the guilt, but the thrill of touching these huge tits, and knowing they were mine, was melting my brain.

"Good morning, princess."

I jumped. Antonella was leaning against the doorframe, her arms crossed and a smile of absolute satisfaction on her face, observing me like a freshly finished work of art.

"Anto? What is this?!" I shrieked, unable to let go of my new cleavage.

"What is what, princess?" she replied, taking a slow step toward me.

"This!" I whimpered, squeezing my chest.

"That, princess... is the Sissy Pill. You told me you thought you'd never be enough for me being a man. You wanted to lose that crushing guilt of not being able to be an Alpha. You wanted to be comfortable in your position as a submissive whore. So I did you a favor. I freed you."

"But... I didn't..."

"Don't tell me you don't like it," she interrupted me, stroking my cheek, locking her dark eyes onto mine. "Don't tell me it doesn't turn you on to have this body you secretly craved all along. To have people look at you and sexualize you. To be so sweet, to have this beautiful little face, and to know that just by getting on your knees, you'd drive any real man crazy."

I swallowed hard. The thick pink fog of the pill crushed my last masculine defenses. She was right. Being a "man" had always been an unbearable burden, an exhausting and pathetic performance. If there was one thing I had always envied about Antonella, it was her natural ability to capture hungry stares. Everyone wanted to fuck her for being so sexy. And, deep down, that desire to be an object, to be consumed by the lust of others, was exactly what I wanted to feel.

"Your silence tells me everything, princess," Antonella purred, victorious.

"And... and now what?" I stammered, surrendering completely to her control.

"Now... we are going to make you look real pretty. And you're going to go to the office, to work. Just like every day."

Panic pierced my chest, breaking my trance.

"To work?!" I squeaked. "How am I going to go to the office like this? What are the guys going to say? They'll laugh at me! Or worse... maybe someone will try to..."

I stopped abruptly. Maybe someone will try to fuck me.

The mere idea of walking through the cubicles in a tight skirt, feeling the devouring stares of my coworkers fixed on my ass and my huge cleavage, awakened a thrill so violent that my tiny penis—now even more diminutive and useless between my new womanly thighs—gave a pathetic jump, wetting the panties I was still wearing.

I nodded slowly, my breathing ragged and my eyes shining with absolute submission, docilely awaiting my session.

Antonella showed no mercy when dressing me. She squeezed me into a black pencil skirt so obscenely tight that it forced me to take short steps and sway my new, wide hips in a humiliating way. On top, a semi-transparent white blouse, unbuttoned just enough to show the swell of my huge breasts, threatening to burst the buttons with every breath. To crown my corporate uniform, she slipped me into six-inch stiletto heels that made me feel fragile, unstable, and completely at her mercy.

The commute to the office was a hell of street stares that, to my horror, only served to dampen my lace underwear.

When I pushed through the double glass doors of the sales floor, the usual hum of machines and phones seemed to fade. The silence grew heavy, electric. I started walking toward my cubicle and the clack-clack-clack of my heels echoed like an announcement of my submission. I felt the eyes of every man pinned on my ass, devouring the curve of my waist and the bounce of my tits. They didn't know who I was. To them, I was just a piece of blonde meat, new and ready.

I tried to take refuge in the copy room to calm my nerves, but the door slammed shut behind me.

It was Marcos. The same big, square-jawed coworker who had mocked my marriage and my manhood at lunch yesterday.

"Hey, gorgeous. Are you new?" he purred, approaching slowly, cornering me against the plastic edge of the photocopier. His eyes didn't even try to look at my face; they were hypnotized by my cleavage.

"Marcos... it's me. I'm Jamie," I stammered. My voice came out so high and shaky it sounded like a muffled moan.

He stopped dead. He blinked a couple of times, processing the information. But instead of recoiling in disgust or laughing out loud at my humiliation, his gaze turned a hundred times darker and more predatory. The Sissy Pill had done such a perfect job molding my body that Marcos didn't give a shit about my past; he only saw a cornered slut in front of him.

"Are you shitting me... Jamie?" he whispered, taking another step until the tips of his shoes touched mine. "What the fuck happened to you... you look incredible. I could tear you in half, blondie."

His large, rough hand rested on my waist. The contact gave me an electric shock. My mind tried to scream at me to defend myself, to push him away, but the pink chemistry in my brain crushed any resistance. My knees trembled. I closed my eyes and, to my absolute shame, unconsciously rubbed myself against him.

I could feel the hard bulge in his pants brushing against my skirt. It was huge. Dense. Hot. An obscene thought invaded my shattered head: I want to feel that cock. I want him to use me right here, over the machine, like the slut I am.

"Please... I'm working..." I moaned, trying to sound firm, but my hands, betraying me, clung to his strong arms looking for support.

"Let me touch you a little more, Jamie. Come on. If you came dressed like this, it's because you want all of us in the department to take you," he whispered in my ear, biting my earlobe as his hand slid up my stomach, getting dangerously close to my swollen breasts.

The sound of the door handle turning separated us abruptly. Marcos cursed under his breath and stepped back, winking at me before leaving, leaving me alone, hyperventilating and with legs shaking like jelly.

I survived the rest of the day hiding in my cubicle, my brain completely fried. The Sissy Pill and the constant harassment from the guys had turned me into a puddle of need. The only thing throbbing in my sick mind was the desire to be claimed, to be used, for something to fill me completely and extinguish this fire that was consuming me.

When the clock struck quitting time, I fled the office almost running. I had to go back home. I had to beg Antonella to take charge of what she had created.

I returned home with a ravenous hunger, consumed by an extreme, almost animalistic need to be used. To feel the weight and heat of a massive cock claiming me inside. I opened the front door with trembling hands and slammed it shut. Silence greeted me; Antonella wasn't in the living room and the house seemed completely deserted.

"Antonella!"

I called out, but my voice sounded muffled, pathetic. I received no answer. I stumbled toward our darkened bedroom. And there she was, sitting with her back to me in the gloom.

"Antonella... I need release from this."

"How was your day...?" she asked, not turning around yet, with a voice that dripped with malice and a genuine, dark curiosity.

"I'm so hot. I don't know what's happening to me, but I'm going crazy wanting to get fucked. I'm having a hard time, I even thought about sucking my coworkers' cocks."

Antonella let out a cold laugh that chilled my blood, but at the same time lit a treacherous fire in my lower belly.

"Please. Take this pill away from me, I won't be able to hold out this long."

Antonella stood up slowly and turned around. My breath caught in my throat. She was wearing a black leather harness with a massive, eight-inch cock protruding from it. It was monstrous, thick, round, and threatening. She was ready. It looked like she had been prepared from the very first second I crossed the door, waiting for my moment of greatest weakness.

"I'm going to solve your little problems," she said with a lethal seriousness as she closed the distance between us.

When she stood in front of me, my brain shut down. I couldn't articulate a single word. With a force I didn't expect, she grabbed me brutally by the hair and threw me to the floor. I ended up falling to my knees on the carpet, looking up at her from below, completely submissive to her new authority.

"Now you're going to suck, whore. You're going to suck a good cock."

I didn't even have time to open my mouth to reply. Antonella grabbed that massive cock and started hitting me in the face with it, giving me wet, humiliating slaps on the cheeks. Then, she held it firmly and aimed directly at my lips. Without asking permission, she pushed. The huge, veiny cock invaded my mouth, forcing my jaw open until it reached the back of my throat. The impact made my eyes water instantly and triggered a violent gag reflex that she completely ignored.

The obscene sound of saliva and wet splashing flooded the silence of the room.

"Look me in the face while I fuck your mouth," she ordered, implacable.

I tried to look up and meet her eyes through my tears. Reality crushed me: I was a man, a man who was getting throat-fucked in his own bedroom. I couldn't believe it. They were using my mouth as a mere relief hole. Suddenly, Antonella spit in my face, marking her territory as she continued to thrust into my throat without mercy. That was my end. My ego shattered into pieces. How was I ever going to go back to normal after being such a slut, after begging to be used like this?

With a sharp pull, she pulled the huge cock out of my mouth. I took a desperate gasp of air, coughing, feeling like I could finally breathe again. But as I tried to catch my breath and process the humiliation, she grabbed me by the arms with brute force and threw me against the mattress. I landed face down, defenseless.

"What... what are you doing?" I asked, with a pathetic and trembling innocence.

"I'm going to make you a woman," she answered. Firm, cold, and without a single ounce of doubt.

I was trapped face down, unable to move. I felt Antonella's weight falling onto my back, pinning me completely. She didn't even bother to take off my skirt. She simply pulled my underwear to the side, exposing me to the cold air of the room. Seconds later, I felt a thick, piercing pressure at my entrance. It was her cock. She was pushing it in slowly, tortuously.

"Aghh...!" I groaned, my voice cracking from the pain of the stretch.

"Shut up, whore," Antonella grunted. I heard the sound of her saliva landing on my rear intimacy, using it as a raw, degrading lubricant to force entry.

The piercing pressure intensified until it became a total invasion. I felt that massive cock forcing its way inside me. It was huge, and every inch of my body tensed, squeezing it tightly. And the most twisted part of all was that, no matter the pain tearing me apart, my corrupted mind wanted it deeper. I desired it. With a final, brutal push, she shoved it all the way in and left it buried to the base.

"Ahh...!" I moaned out loud, no longer able to hide my absolute satisfaction and relief. I was full.

"How does it feel...? How does it feel to be a whore?"

"Good... it feels really good."

"Do you want me to fuck you? Beg me."

"Fuck me, please..."

"Please, what? Remember that I am your Mommy," she corrected me, with a serious and authoritative tone that made me tremble from head to toe.

"Fuck me... fuck me, Mommy!"

And then, she began to set the pace. She started pulling the thick length almost to the tip only to plunge it back in all at once. Every brutal thrust she gave me was a sledgehammer blow that destroyed what little was left of my manhood. Every strike went deeper, shaking my body on the bed, making it feel like my stomach was churning. I was no longer a man; I had become exactly what she wanted. Her whore.


THANK YOU FOR READING!

I truly hope you enjoyed this story, and that watching another man surrender his pride to embrace his true, submissive destiny left you craving more.

If you are addicted to high-heat M2F transformations, why stop here?

BINGE THE ULTIMATE COLLECTION

I have just released the crown jewel of my catalog: Straight to Sissy: The Complete Omnibus.

Why buy one story when you can get fifteen? This massive, 380-page megapack brings together 15 explicit, full-length stories of forced feminization, secret crossdressing, bimbo mind control, and strict alpha domination—all in one uninterrupted experience.

Read it for FREE on Kindle Unlimited, or grab the ultimate box set for your permanent collection!

Click here to get the 15-Book Omnibus now: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0HF6NVBC1

One Quick Favor...

As an independent author, your reviews are everything. If you enjoyed this story, would you consider taking just 30 seconds to leave a quick star rating or review on Amazon? It tells the algorithm to push my work to new readers, and lets me know exactly what kind of sissy adventures you want me to write next!

Stay beautiful, and see you in the next scene,

— VIXEN amazon.com/author/tmvixen
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