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Feminized for my Wife's Trainer







“Okay. Softer. No, softer. Not so aggressive. And be on your tip-toes more.”

Kate was coaching me through her tennis swing. Not the technique, but the way she does it so femininely. The way she retains an 80 mph serve whilst keeping her sexual dignity intact; the sensual way she moans as she followed the racket through, how she stays on her tiptoes until her swing when she plants her heels, before springing back to her tiptoes to reconfigure herself for the next swing.

“I always thought it was the skirt flapping around that made you look so elegant.” I confessed. When Kate played tennis, she did so with the power of Serena and sexual energy Fiona Butler, the woman behind that famous picture of a woman in a tennis outfit revealing she isn’t wearing underwear.

Kate laughed. “No. I just am elegance. It helps having someone like James to perform for.”

James was her tennis instructor. A typical personal trainer type with a hint of European elegance. Tanned, dark hair, olive eyes. She saw him once a fortnight at the tennis courts, she didn’t need him so much these days, but she enjoyed the way his perfect white smile flashed with a hint of want in his eyes when she bent over to pick up a ball. Somedays she even wore a tennis skirt without the undershorts inside them, just for him.

In their last session Kate suggested that they play some doubles sometimes. He can bring a long one of his handsome tanned tennis friends, and she would bring along Michelle, her slutty friend, also known as Michael, me.

It had been half a year since my first sissy experience, transforming me from a passively watching, creampie cleaning, cuckold, to an actively slutty, short skirt and lipstick wearing sidekick to my wife. I had gone from being a husband to a best friend too. We were always best friends obviously, as husband and wife should be, but this, this was different. We started having girly nights in together, she would teach me how to put makeup on, how to wear my slutty clothes and act the part, how to arch my back and how to moan softly, how to suck a dick and sit on a dick, how to know when to be submissive and when to be aggressive, how to weaponize both of them to be feminine states of power, using them to get what we wanted.

And most the time we just wanted good dick. And James looks like he has good dick.

“Laugh at his jokes. Show more leg than necessary when picking something up. Let him think he’s the king of the world but know that it’s you making him feel that way, that’s in your power to do.”

In truth I knew most of this. I had watched my wife do it for years as a cuckold. She’s possibly the sexiest woman most men meet in their lives, I know she’s the sexiest I’ve met, although I am partially biased, obviously. She was businesswoman by day by cougar by night, strong in her heels by day, and by night. The pencil skirt and tights by day, the cocktail dress by night. She caught the eyes of men of all ages and demanded respect. Her eye contract was infatuating and could turn a man to stone, and his legs to jelly. I was lucky to have her on my arm throughout my life, and lucky that she was accepting of my journey into feminization.

It started with her bull, his big black dick, and me in a schoolgirl outfit. Since then, I have fucked her coworkers, or more accurately been given to her coworkers in return for advantages in her field. I’ve fucked new bulls. I’ve spent days cleaning her girl friends’ homes in a French maid outfit. I’ve learnt the ins and out and the highs and lows of being a sissy and these days finding myself to be in the role of Michelle more than Michael, who only appears for work every day. Kate doesn’t mind, why would she? She still sucks and fucks her big-dicked bulls, now she does it with her husband turned sissy. If anything, everything we do is now more of a shared experience.

And she gets to use me, pimp me, control me. When the occasion is right, of course. We thrive in being dynamic and she can be the loving, maternal wife, or the demanding, dominant wife.

“And remember. James is mine.”

* * *

The Saturday of Kate’s tennis lesson came around. I was nervous. I never stopped being nervous in situations like these, how could you not? Every single new person that I came out to as a sissy was a potential windfall, a potential embarrassment. At the end of the day, I am quite high up in management within my company, and the risk of being found out and exposed was both terrifying and exhilarating.

“And Darren absolutely knows the deal yes?”

“He does, he knows what’s happening. I doubt him and James do doubles lessons often unless the situation is two girls wanting more than a tennis lesson behind their husbands back.”

“Or side by side with their husband in your case.”

Kate laughed. “Exactly. Want to get ready?”

“You know it.”

We went to the bedroom and Kate got out the tennis uniform she had ready for me, a standard woman’s tennis outfit but the skirt was without the undershorts.

“So you can show some cheek as you bounce about.”

I stripped down and put it on, pulling the short white pleated skirt over my thighs and up to my hips. It sat high on my legs like the schoolgirl skirt I wore for our first sissy adventure with her bull.

“Give me a twirl.”

I did as she asked, twirling on my tiptoes as ballerina like as I could. My cock flying around as the skirt lifting in the pin to reveal everything.
“You have such an ass for a skirt.” She said. She was right too, I know I do. Plump, round, grabbable. If only I realized years ago how feminine my ass could be, by lower body loved to carry my fat well, leaving my waist smaller than you would expect for my legs.

“Look at me.” Kate ordered. “Look me right in the eye, right now, you little slut.”

Her tone was turning serious, and a tingle ran through me, I obeyed, standing their in the bedroom in nothing but a little tennis skirt and my nipples out, staring my wife in the eye.

“Are you going to perform like a good girl for me today?”

“Yes mistress.”

“Are you going to be the ideal lady when they want you to, and a slut when they want you to? And everywhere in between.”

“Yes mistress.”

“Are you going to stay aware of the power your femininity has and use it to the best of your ability?”

“Yes mistress.”

“Speak softer.”

“Yes mistress.”

“Stand straighter.”

“Yes mistress.”

She smirked, happy with me. “Let’s put your top on. It’s nothing special, a standard tennis polo shirt. But I think the skirt is doing all the work anyway, don’t you?”

“Yes mistress.”

“Let’s do your makeup.”

I sat down at the dresser where over the past half a year I half become so accustomed to finding myself in. I didn’t need Kate to do my makeup anymore, but I wasn’t as good as her, and it had become part of our sissifying process for her to do it, it was routine, ritual, it was part of the transformation.

“Don’t blink.” She told me, as I held my eyelids delicately for her to brush mascara, heightening and thickening my lashes. “You’re so lucky.” She said, “Your lashes are already so inclined to be lifted, they’re naturally beautiful. But you know that.”

“You may have mentioned it once before.” I replied, now using my soft feminine voice that my tone transforms into once the skirt is on.

“I’m going to understate the eyeliner. You aren’t a whore today, we’re playing tennis, but I will give you some light eyeshadow.” She did so and I watched my eyes transform into Michelle’s, a beautiful light eye shadow to compliment my features, blue enough to stand out but light enough to look beautiful against the backdrop of the tennis court and my white tennis outfit.

She applied a small amount of blusher and some lip gloss for a shine that makes my lips stand out as kissable but kept it there and didn’t push further. There are events and places to be made up entirely like a sissy bimbo whore, but this wasn’t one of them.

“Who are you?” Kate asked, stepping back and leaving me to stare at myself in the mirror, still wearing nothing but a short tennis skirt.

“I’m Michelle.”

“Yes you are. Now put your cock cage on.”

* * *

I got on my knees next to Kate and pulled down his tennis shorts to reveal a thick and long cock flopping out in front of me. I glanced sidewards to see what Kate was being presented in, and it seemed they were both packing.

The breeze picked up and my skirt fluttered in it as I licked from the tip and up the shaft to the balls, feeling him harden as I did so.

“How’s this for a swing?” I asked cheekily as I took him in my hand and slapped it against my face whilst looking up at him. Kate giggled next to me and in turn so did James as she had to pull him out of her mouth to do so.

Darren seemed too focused on me to even laugh, he just wanted me. He placed his palm on my cheek and thumbed my mouth, playing with my lips and making me feel like a naughty little playtoy. He put his thumb in my mouth and I closed my eyes to suck it, up and down, feeling his cock graze against my face as I did.

Kate begun making noises next to me. Sliding James cock in and out of her mouth, sucking noises coming from her and making me tingle inside just like the days of being a cuckold, when I could find joy in knowing she was making her man harder than any other woman could.

I joined her lead and took Darren in my mouth. He moaned a soft ‘fuck yes’ as I did so. The heat of the sun hit my face as I filled my mouth his hardening cock and another breeze fluttered through my hair. I felt alive and for a moment every moment leading up this point flashed through my mind. The evenings watching sissy porn, alone in the living room as Kate slept. The shame I felt, the uncertainty about it, about my sexuality, about who I really was. The fear that Kate would find out, and then her finding out. The terror that she wouldn’t accept it, that it was too far out from cuckoldom for her. The realization that she did accept it. Fucking her bull. Wearing her dresses. The first time I felt the slither of a thong between my ass cheeks as I pulled it on. The sense of gaiety when I would walk around the house cleaning whilst wearing a summer dress. How sexy I begun to feel when Kate taught me how to put eyeliner on and create the little flick at the end. Fucking her boss. Having cum sprayed over me in a tribute to my sissy femininity. Having cum pumped deep into my ass as a man collapses on me in the sheer pleasure the desire for me brings. The nights in together with Kate as a sissy. The days where I’ve woke up and considered going to work as Michelle. The fear. The anxieties. The highs. The lows. All of it end up worth it in the end, and right here was proof of that. The rush of bliss of being free, in a tennis court with two beautiful men, my wife, a mini-skirt and my lips around a cock, my asshole feeling loose and ready, my whole body surging with the rush of desire, sexuality, and feminine freedom, cut lose from the shackles of heavy masculinity.

I opened my eyes to admire his cock, a drop of precum coming out of his perfectly smooth and large tip. He has an aesthetic cock; I don’t think even the straightest men would argue that.

“Can I show you something?” I asked, looking up with doe eyes and using my cutest, softest voice.

“Please do.” He replied, a spark in his eyes, unsure of what I was going to present to him. On my left Katie was sucking on James’s clean shaven smooth balls whilst stroking his magnificent dick. Her skirt was hoisted up so he could see her incredible figure as she did so and she had a hand between her legs fingering herself, it looked like she was enjoying herself just as much as me.

I turned around and got down onto my forearms with my ass in the air. He already knew there was no underwear beneath my skirt but what he didn’t know was just how ready I was for him. I presented my ass to him and made a few motions of faux pushing back into his cock to give him a sight of what was to cum before getting off my hands and onto my chest to place a hand on each ass cheek and spread it.

“Play with it.” I told him.

I felt a pull on the butt plug and moaned as my boy pussy woke up the stimulation. It wasn’t Darren however, it was Kate. She begun playing with the buttplug as the boys watched, stroking themselves.

“Isn’t she just he perfect little slut?” Kate asked them. “No need to answer, I see those hard cocks, I know she is. Darren, baby, she likes it when you do this. Watch.”

She pulled the buttplug out ever so slowly until it was almost out of my ass, before pushing it back in with force. My whole body shunted underneath it and I moaned deeply, pushing back against Kate.

“Your turn.” She said to Darren. “James, I have something for you myself.”

I splayed my arms out in front of me and pushed my ass higher, feeling sexy with the short tennis skirt sitting at my waist and cutting off above my ass in the position I was in. Darren pushed my polo shirt up so he could put his hand dominantly on my back as he took the buttplug out to the tip and pushed it back in with force, sending a rush and a moan to my body every time. I pushed back, wriggled, helped it slide, did everything I could to fuck that buttplug back, begging through my body language for his cock.

He stopped for a moment to squeeze my ass, slap it and play with it. Feeling my waist with his hands and seeing how I arched my back.

“Fuck, that’s sexy.” His deep voice grumbled with carnal pleasure. He slapped and grabbed me with he hands before slapping his rock-hard cock against my ass.

“Holy fuck that’s hard.” I moaned.

I turned my head to the left. Kate was on all fours too. The sound in the air was just the breeze carrying our slutty moans as the men slapped their cocks on our asses, enjoying the noise.

Kate leant over and kissed me at the same time that James stretched her pussy with his cock for the first time ever. After years of ‘tennis lessons’, fawning over him, fantasizing about him being one of her bulls. She now had him balls deep inside of her, in one big push he filled her dripping wet pussy. Her eyes widen.

“His inside of me baby. He’s inside me so deep.” She said to me, our lips wet against each other. I could feel every syllable she said against my mouth. He started thrusting slowly, pulling out carefully so as to leave just his tip in before pushing back int with force to create a slap together of their bodies, similarly to how Darren was playing with the buttplug in my asshole.

Darren pulled the buttplug out and ask if I was ready. I moaned yes although I think the question was rhetorical, he knew I was ready.

He teased my asshole with the tip of my dick.

“Put it in. Fuck me, please.” I said, struggling with the temptation to push back against him.

He spat on my asshole and rubbed it in with his thumb in circular motions, massaging me as I loosened. I already had plenty of residue lube from the buttplug and I didn’t need it, but it was a nice touch.

He pushed his cock inside of me and as I moaned deeply at the feeling of my asshole enlarging and stretching to his penis Kate grabbed my hand.

“You know this is the first time we’ve been fucked together.” She said, her body being pounded and her jolting back and forth rhythmically with her words.

I closed my eyes and felt the warmth of the sun on the tennis court, the soft yet hard turf on my knees. There was something about fucking in an area that wasn’t supposed to be fucked in. The tennis courts were privately rented in a country estate, and we knew there wasn’t anybody around. We could have retired to the changing rooms, the sauna, the lounge area, but right here is where we wanted to be fucked, there was something alive with it.

“I’m so fucking wet.” Kate told me.

“It feels so good baby.” I replied. My own body jolting back and forth as Darren pumped away. “I feel so naughty.”

“You’re doing so good. You’re such a good girl.” She moved her body over slightly to kiss me before putting her head down and fighting back against James, pushing her body back rhythmically, joining more into the fucking, feeling her body find tempo with his. I did the same, taking her lead.

Almost as though they were as in-sync as me and Kate were, the two men declare that they were going to cum.

“Not fucking yet are you.” Said Kate. “Hold it.”

James slowed himself down and Kate told me to go opposite her. I pulled off Darren and moved so my face was in front of hers, he moved around and as we got back into position squeezed my asscheeks and slid his cock between them, fucking my ass without penetration, trying not to cum. Even without penetration I could feel his cock was throbbing.

“Kiss me.”

I kissed her, deeply. We interlocked tongues and rolled them around one another’s mouths as Darren pushed deep inside me again.

“I can’t hold off much more.” He moaned, neither could James it seemed as he claimed the same.

“Cum in my sissy’s mouth.” Kate told him, pulling off she sat to the side and played with her clit bringing herself to climax as James’ moved forward and held onto my head, using it as a personal sex toy, bobbing it up and down as he came down the back of my throat, warm thick and dripping.

Darren had the pleasure of being able to cum inside my asshole.

With James’ thick cum dripping down my throat Darren’s cock exploded in my asshole, filling me with cum at both ends. Kate screaming with pleasure as she finished herself off watching me become a cum receptacle for the two athletes.

A filthy event that I thought would be a one off, but some people just get addicted to that sissy smuttiness.

* * *

It was the week after and for the first time ever I found myself invited over to someone’s house as Michelle. Kate and I had discussed it at length and she was perfectly happy for Michelle to see other people, just not Michael.

“I didn’t think you would want to see me. I know we had a good time, but normally it’s just a one-time thing. What with me.”

“Having a cock?”

Well, yeah, being a sissy. I think a lot of guys don’t like to admit that they enjoyed it. Or they were only fucking me to get to my wife, which is fair enough, that is kinda what I signed up for, I mean I was a cuckold before a full-fledged sissy.

Darren ran the tip of his finger along my cock, a gentle touch coming from such an athletic man.

“You’re as feminine as it gets. You made my cock rock hard from the first stroke. I couldn’t take my eyes off the way you play tennis. We play tennis every week, every month, every year against women who fancy themselves to be bona fide femme fatales, not many achieve. Maybe it’s that there’s a character behind your feminine mystique that I don’t know that makes it so interesting and alluring to me, but you’re mysterious, I enjoy it.”

Darren made me smile as I laid my head on his chest. His words were making me want to fuck him, give him that feminine sissy experience. Give him that mysterious allure, riding him, my cock bouncing up and down as I moaned like a woman, looked like a woman, dressed like a woman.

“Are you sure your wife is happy with you being here?” He asked me, with genuine concern that he might be doing something wrong.

I laughed. “She’s probably sat deep down on James right now. We have a pretty tolerant marriage.”

“Seems it. How did the whole sharing thing come around?”

“I knew from the moment I was marrying her that she’s the eye candy of evert man out there. I was jealous at first, I didn’t like watching men flirt with her. After a couple of years when she was still by my side, I realized that Kate’s mine, my wife, the one she comes home to in the evening. I began to enjoy seeing men flirt with her, try to chat her up, I knew she would be in my bed come the evenings. After a while that translated into seeing her use her femininity, watching her make men weak. Which turns into threesomes and swinger parties. After a lot of experimentation and, well, porn watching, I discovered I loved cuckoldom. Where I once had anxiety over seeing her with other people, I now found sexual power in it, enjoying her enjoy men. Then, this came around, it just felt a natural progression, to start enjoying men with her. And if I’m honest, I think more men than admit are into it too.”

Between my words I was kissing his shaft and fondling his balls, which were hanging loose and low in the warm summer heat. Our bodies were slightly sticky with sweat despite not having sex yet, and there was a sense of messiness to the pre-sex, which in itself was sexy.

Darren didn’t respond to my story of how Kate and I got into this position. He just respected it.

“Climb onto me.” He said in a turned-on tone, his cock growing with my kisses, as he patted his chest to indicate where he wanted me to climb on. “I never knew I would find sissy girl cocks in a skirt so sexy. I didn’t even know what a sissy or a girl cock was until I fucked you, I had to do so much googling. Such a long porn rabbit hole, I swear I was close to missing some training appointments because I was busy edging to trans porn.”

I laughed, nearly choking on his cock as my head jolted forward, having been caught off guard by what he said.

“Well, I’m glad you feel that way.” I said, regaining composure and fondling him, my legs either side of his chest and his hands grabbing my ass cheeks and spreading them. Every squeeze gave me a gush of energy and my body with little mental control from me begun to grind against him, my cock loose and free enjoying the light touch of his skin.

He pulled me back, so I was close enough for him to lay his tongue on my asshole and started gently licking me, tickling me, and making my cock drip precum onto his chest as I gently grinded against him.

He wrapped his hand gently around my cock so as I grinding I had more of a wrap around me, places his thumb now on my ass to massage it.

“You make me feel like such a sexy girl.” I confessed to him.

“That’s what you are to me.” He replied, sending shivers of acceptance through my body.

I turned around. “Can I sit on it?”

He didn’t reply with his voice but took the lube from the bedside table and squeeze some on his hand. I lifted my body up and he rubbed my asshole with it, penetrating me with his fingers.

“Are you ready?”

“Always.”

His cock was throbbing hard just like the day on the tennis court, I took it in my hand and guided it in.

“Tell me I’m a good girl.” I told him, finding utmost pleasure in finding someone that desires Michelle over Michael so strongly.

“You’re a good girl. A sexy fucking woman.” He took my cock in his hand as I bounced up and down on him. “I love your tight little hole and the way you move, the way you arch your back and just-.”

“Fuck I’m going to cum already.” I swear nothing has ever made me cum so fast, but being called a sexy woman, a good girl, having someone appreciate Michelle so much made me want to burst.

“Do it.” He replied, my cock still in his hand as I bounced up and down, up and down, feeling him engorge inside me. “I’m going to cum with you baby, cum with my baby girl.”

“I’m cumming, fuck.” I moaned, sitting down deep on his cock that was exploding like a volcano, warm thick cum exploding as my own cock squirted all over him, up in the air and down onto his body, his face, his hand. Our bodies were shivering together, the joy of the bedroom free from outside boundaries, accepting out sexualities as fluid and free from the assignment of our cocks.

I collapse on him, his cock still inside me, it didn’t want to go floppy even after he came. He lay like that for a while, our bodies sticky with sweat from the summer heat, the dust in the air glistening in the windows sunlight, our entire beings vibrating with desire and aesthetic ascension.

* * *

Kate and I went over it all the next night. Discussing the future of our relationship, the future of Michelle, where our sexual exploration was heading.

“I know it’s early days to talk about it, but maybe when we go home for Christmas it’s your chance for Michelle to come out as the normal every day you?”

“Are you saying?”

“I think Michelle should meet the family.”

I sat there at the dinner table astounded at what she was suggesting, terrified, but ready.


Feminized for my Wife: The In-Laws Coming soon


Did you make it to the end? Thank you!

There is more to come, I promise!

But for the time being, why not follow me on Amazon? That way you won’t miss the second installment!

I hope you loved reading about Michelle and Kate. If you did then please leave a review! It has always been a goal to be able to at least go part-time with writing, and every review will help with that goal!

I hope to see you soon.

-          Love, Lucy.
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