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Chapter
One



THE PROBLEM

The drive to Dr. Alexander’s felt like an eternity, but after a full month locked in chastity, I was ready to face the woman who had given my wife the idea. My mind was racing with thoughts of what I might say to the therapist and concerns of what she might say back. Already she had convinced Christina to confine my manhood away for weeks at a time while incessantly teasing me. I was afraid to discover what she might suggest next. The thoughts were terrifying, yet also strangely exhilarating.

When we arrived, I was shocked to meet Dr. Alexander. I had been expecting a crotchety old woman, but instead I discovered the complete opposite; she was young and gorgeous, slim and stunning. Her long blonde hair draped neatly over her chest, drawing my attention to her generously unbuttoned blouse revealing the perfect amount of cleavage. Her top fit tightly over her chest and stomach, guiding me down her curvy body to her plump ass pressing firmly against her tight fitting gray pencil skirt. Her legs seemed to go on forever, finally capped off with a sexy and sleek pair of black stilettos.

I couldn’t help but stare as she guided us to a long couch. Her powerful strides, her perky ass bouncing with every step. Already I could feel a pressure building within my cage.

This is Christina’s therapist? This is the woman who gave her all these crazy ideas?

“Welcome back, Christina,” she began, smiling at my wife before her attention turned to me. “And welcome for the first time, Michael.”

I felt myself blushing, taken aback by her watchful eyes. The fact that she knew what I had on beneath my clothes, that it was there because of her, made me feel extremely vulnerable.

“Uhh, hi,” I finally managed. “Nice to meet you, Dr. Alexander.”

Her appearance had completely caught me off guard. Suddenly I had forgotten everything I wanted to say to her, all of my focus shifting to the growth in my shorts.

She smiled at me, a look that told me she knew how she was making me feel, a look that told me that she loved the effect that she was having on me. “I’m glad you could join us,” she said cooly. “And please, call me Eva.”

I tried to return her smile, feeling awkward in my own skin as my legs fidgeted uncontrollably. “Christina asked me to come so of course I did,” I said, glancing over at my wife for approval.

From the corner of my eye I saw the doctor nodding at my response, but Christina wasn’t so thrilled. She rolled her eyes at me while keeping her focus on her therapist. “Don’t let him fool you, Eva. He behaves well enough, but I just don’t feel like he has submitted yet. There’s just something off. He still has too much confidence, too much free will and fight.”

Her words unnerved me, but the way she talked about me like I wasn’t there made it worse.

What else could I possibly do for her? I do everything now! I cook, I clean, I do her laundry… I even invited her mother over for dinner when she said she missed her!

I resisted my urge to shake my head and scoff at her, knowing that such a retort would only make matters far worse in this environment.

Eva nodded, listening attentively as Christina spoke. “Hmm, I see. Have you been following my instructions?”

“Yes, Eva,” Christina replied. “Every one of them. I keep him locked up, I tease him, and I make him pleasure me then deny him. I keep mentioning that he needs to be a good boy for me if he wants his cage off, but despite his actions, I can just tell that his heart isn’t into it.”

I gritted my teeth as I listened to her, trying to understand where she was coming from.

“I understand your frustration, Christina. Managing another person in such a way can be difficult,” Eva replied soothingly. “Now tell me, is he caged right now?”

I suddenly felt flush, my heart beginning to race as my penis surged in its cage at her mention of my chastity cage.

“Yes, of course,” Christina answered.

“May I see it?”

My eyes bulged at the request. Instead of asking me for permission, she was asking my wife.

“Sure, if you think it will help,” my wife answered, not caring how I felt. “Michael, take off your pants for the doctor.”

I stared at her stunned, but the look in her eyes told me that she was serious. She nodded at me, confirming what she wanted me to do.

I don’t think I really have a choice. I think I need to do this.

Slowly, I slipped my fingers in my pants and began pulling them down. My chest was pounding as I presented my dick to the therapist, nervous even though I knew she wouldn’t see much more than the hard metal cage that surrounded it.

“Very interesting,” Eva began as she rolled her chair over for a closer look, studying me intently.

I felt a shiver run down my spine under her gaze, suddenly acutely aware that my penis was beginning to swell up inside the small cage. I shifted in my seat, trying to position the cage in away that might hide my growth, but already I could tell that it was too late. Her eyes narrowed as she caught sight of my excitement, the corner of her mouth twitching up into a knowing smile.

“Michael, you appear to be uncomfortable. Are you getting excited by my attention?” the doctor asked me.

I gulped nervously as my legs bounced faster. I felt like the question was a trap and I had no interest in answering it. “Uhh…” I let out, trying to buy some time.

“Answer the question, Michael. It’s fine, she’s trying to help us,” Christina said from beside me.

My gut twisted, knowing that I would now have to answer anything that I was asked. With a resigned sigh, I nodded stiffly, not trusting myself to speak.

“Interesting,” Eva said under her breath. “And Christina, can you tell me why you went with a metal cage instead of the other ones that I suggested?”

Christina nodded as she answered, “I thought he would like it more and that he would be more cooperative with a cage that he approved of. A pink cage would have been a harder sell, you know?”

“I do,” Eva replied, her eyes squinting as she further examined my cage. She leaned in closer before her hand suddenly reached out and grabbed hold of me, her delicate fingers consuming every inch of my metal cage.

I gasped at the touch. While I couldn’t feel her fingers, I could still feel their presence. Having this beautiful stranger, this woman who wasn’t my wife, holding my cock was beyond exciting. Glancing at Christina I saw that she was completely unfazed by the scene, as if she had no problem with another woman touching my dick. The idea that she was okay with this flooded my mind with possibilities.

What else might happen during this appointment?

“But why this length?” she continued. “It’s clear that he could go down at least one more size. There’s far too much space in here.”

My eyes widened wildly at the thought of having an even smaller cage locked around my penis. There was no way I could let that happen.

Beside me, Christina looked ashamed. It was an unfamiliar look, a look like she thought she had failed at something. “I didn’t want to hurt his penis,” she sighed as she shook her head. “I’m sorry, Eva. Perhaps this is all my fault.”

“There’s no need to point fingers here, Christina,” Eva replied, putting a comforting hand on my wife’s thigh. “We will get to the real root of your problems soon enough. In fact, I believe I already know the cause.”

“You do?” Christina asked excitedly, her head bolting back up to meet Eva’s eyes.

“Yes,” Eva grinned, her eyes shifting to mine. “I know exactly why he hasn’t submitted to you yet. And exactly how to make him.”


Chapter
Two



THE DIAGNOSIS

Eva turned my caged cock from side to side as she continued to examine it. “You see, he hasn’t been able to truly submit to you because he isn’t yet in the right state of mind yet. The remaining fight, as you called it, is left in his masculinity, which yes, he does still have despite having nothing to prove his manhood,” she explained.

She released my chastity cage, but instead of it falling back in place between my legs, it remained sticking out as it strained from the excitement of her touches. Eva chuckled at the sight as she pushed her chair back to its original position between Christina and me.

“What do you mean, Eva?” Christina asked eagerly. “How do I solve this? How do I remove his masculinity?”

“Remove my masculinity?” I blurted out, appalled by the topic. “What are you talking about? I thought the point of all of this was to spicy up our sex life? What is this talk of removing my masculinity?”

“Ah, yes. I see exactly what you’re talking about, Christina,” Eva said sympathetically to my wife, turning her chair so that it faced only her. “First, he needs a smaller and less masculine chastity cage. I want you to pick one out that you like. No more placating to his feelings. Remember that you are the one in charge.”

“Yes, okay,” Christina replied, nodding excitedly.

My eyebrows furrowed angrily at their dismissal of me and the talk of a smaller cage.

Do I not exist here? Why are they ignoring me?

“Then, you must remove his last shred of masculinity.”

“How, Doctor, how? I’ll do anything!”

I threw my head into my hands, my frustration overflowing from the conversation happening around me. I felt so powerless, so weak and invisible.

“Consider the roles that you have already established in your relationship. You with the high powered job have always been the dominant one, while Michael has been the more submissive one. Your gender roles have been swapped this entire time. If you want him to fully accept his role, his place in your marriage, then it’s time for a change. It’s time for him to become the traditional woman in the relationship,” Eva said.

My head rose, my eyes bulging with shock. “What?” I blurted out.

Eva continued, ignoring my interruption. “No more telling him to be a good boy—he clearly isn’t responding to that because it’s too empowering. He needs to become your good girl.”

My jaw dropped. I looked over at Christina, hoping to see the same look of horror on her face, but I didn’t. She was staring at Eva with a deep attention, nodding as she took in everything she heard. “What a fascinating proposition,” she let out. “But what exactly do you mean? How does he become the woman?”

Eva smirked at me as she crossed her legs, her sleek heel pointing at me as if she was wielding a weapon of her sexuality. “I mean that he becomes a woman, or at least plays the part the best that he can. Personally, I think he would look rather cute in a dress with some sexy stockings.”

Hearing my wife giggle at the idea of turning me into a woman was maddening. I couldn’t believe what I was happening.

“You can’t be serious!” I yelled. “This is absurd.”

Eva glanced at Christina and gave her a supportive nod. In response, my wife straightened her back and turned to face me. “If Eva thinks it’s a good idea then so do I. We’re doing it,” she said sternly.

“Absolutely not. This is where I draw the line.”

Again Eva nodded at Christina and again I noticed a shift in her posture. Before she responded, she reached into her deep v-neck blouse and pulled out her silver necklace. From between her breasts came the little silver keys that controlled my chastity cage.

I watched as she pulled off the necklace, slipping it over her head and holding it out towards Eva. Seeing the keys dangling before me made my heart race and my mouth grow dry. They kept moving towards the doctor, further and further away from me. I wanted to jump out of my seat, to pounce on them and take back control, but something was holding me back, something was still making me want to obey and be good.

“I think you can have these, Eva,” Christina said as she glared at me. “We won’t be needing them.”

Eva swiftly grabbed the keys and disappeared them into her bra. Watching her fingers slip over her breast made my dick twinge, knowing that this second woman now held such power over me made my body quiver.

“I don’t get it, Chrissy,” I let out in frustration. “I do everything for you. I honestly couldn’t think of any other way to be good for you. What else do you want from me?”

She stared at me, her eyes fierce, penetrating my soul. “Yes, you do everything and you do it all well enough, but I can still tell that you do it for yourself. You do it exasperatedly as if it was a burden and a chore. You do it so that I will release you. But I want you to do it for me, because I’m your mistress, your goddess. Do it because you’re mine.”

My face scrunched as I contemplated her words, trying to understand her side of things.

I guess she’s right. I do everything with the hope that she will unlock me. I guess I could try to change my mindset.

“I… I guess that makes sense,” I said softly.

“Very good, Michael.” I turned my attention back to Eva who was clearly pleased with my response. “Does that mean that you’re ready to give this a try?”

She really wants me to dress up like a woman? What would that even entail?

My eyes scanned her slender body then flashed back to Christina, examining her beauty. They were both so stunning in their tight fitting clothes, their curves on full display. I wondered if I would dress like them, in something feminine and provocative. I wondered if I could look like them, sexy and seductive. I wondered how it would feel to be them, so desired and lusted after.

The thoughts began to creep through me, running down my spine, straight to my dick. I could feel it swelling up at the idea, oddly aroused at the thoughts of looking like them. The feelings were confusing, but also motivating.

“Sure, why not,” I sighed, trying to hide my growing interest.


Chapter
Three



THE SOLUTION

"Fantastic," Eva applauded, pulling out a small box from her desk and opening it to reveal collection of chastity cages in various pastel shades. “Christina, these should give you some inspiration to build on for Michael’s new wardrobe. Pick something that will help him discover his new personal style, something that will help him grow more comfortable in his new identity."

Christina smirked, selecting a flirtatious pink chastity cage from the box, the smallest of that color, and showed it to me. “I think you will look wonderful in pink," she said playfully.

My heart skipped a beat as Eva returned the keys to my wife and I watched her gently unlock my cage. My dick started swelling up, making use of its sudden freedom, but before it had a chance to show its full length, Christina was slipping on my new, smaller pink cage.

There was something different about watching her lock on the new one, just as Eva had said, the cage was far less masculine looking. Gone was the manly metal, now replaced by a bright, feminine pink.

“It’s perfect,” Christina purred as she pulled away the keys and seeing the cage in place.

“I have to agree, now that you like it Christina, it is perfect,” Eva replied. “Now it’s time for the next step. Now it’s time to really begin.”

I turned to face her and saw her holding out a bra and panties, both pink, both nearly matching my chastity cage perfectly. My chest started pounding, an excitement building within me. I hadn't anticipated venturing into such risqué territory, but somehow I found myself willing to embrace it. Somehow I found myself now holding a bra and panties that I was meant to wear.

I can’t believe Christina wants me to wear these! I can’t believe I’m starting to want it, too…

"Christina, Michael," Dr. Alexander began, “Before you begin I want you to know that feminization can be highly intimate, and the journey might be intensely arousing for both of you. I urge you to communicate openly about your feelings and emotions. Especially your desires.”

Christina nodded, her eyes burning with determination. She had already been a strict and strong mistress before, I couldn’t imagine how she would be now that our roles were reversed.

"I understand, Eva." She paused for a moment, looking at both of us, stopping on me. "Michael? Would you like me to help you into your new lingerie?"

I hesitated for just a moment before nodding silently. Christina took my cheek, rubbing it gently as she smiled at me, then ran her fingers down my chest, slowly unbuttoning my shirt.

As my flesh felt the cool air of the room, I felt more vulnerable than ever. My body was trembling, my mind racing, I couldn’t stop wondering what would happen next.

Christina helped me into the lacy pink lingerie, each garment she carefully placed upon my body creating a new wave of sensation that I couldn't quite describe. A mixture of excited apprehension and soothing serenity sent warmth pulsing through me and my chastity cage, as I finally felt an innate acceptance of my femininity.

Wearing the lacy lingerie was strange, but I felt an odd connection to each garment, the way they hugged my body perfectly, it made them feel like they were made just for me—as if I was meant to wear them.

Eva next handed Christina two white articles. They were long and opaque with frilly lace on the tops. As my wife began to ball the first one up with her fingers, I knew what they were: stockings.

They were soft and silky, sending shivers up my body as Christina pulled them up my legs. My dick throbbed from her touches, growing tight beneath my lacy pink thong panties.

This feels so… nice. I can’t believe it.

As Christina finished with my lingerie, Eva was sorting through a tall wardrobe on the other side of the room. She returned to us holding out a long frilly pink dress covered in lace and bows, ribbons and frills. I gulped at the sight. I had never seen something so feminine.

Eva handed it to Christina who lowered it for me to step into. She pulled it up my body, helping me put my arms through the sleeves and tightening it around my back. As she adjusted it to sit just right I couldn't deny the strange sensations blooming from within.

The tight bodice, along with the flared skirt, hugged my form to emphasize my slender figure, while the delicate pastel pink hue and lace detailing provided a touch of whimsy. The built in petticoat made the skirt puff up and bounce with every move I made. It felt magical.

Eva approached me from behind, slipping a wig over my head. Around me I felt the touch of hair tickling my cheeks and neck as long brunette locks fell down to frame my face. I grabbed at the hair, feeling its soft curls in my fingers as I pondered how I now looked.

Before I had a chance to fully consider, Eva grabbed my hand and pulled me to a corner of the room. She swept behind me and placed her hands on my arms, nuzzling her face just over my shoulder. Looking up I saw that I was now standing in front of a full body mirror, seeing my feminine reflection staring back at me for the first time.

"What do you think, Michael?" Eva asked me, her eyes shimmering with curiosity.

I froze, unable to speak for a moment as I took in the stunning vision before me. No longer did I look like the man I used to be, now the image of a feminine, submissive figure stared back at me.

"It's... I-I can't believe it," I stammered, trying to find the right words to express my feelings. "I feel... different,” I finally managed to answer. My voice was barely above a whisper as I continued to take in my reflection. "I feel... more feminine, more…”

“Yourself?” Eva answered for me.

My eyes flashed to her face in the mirror, they were filled with certainty, as if telling me she knew just how I felt, but there was something else in them, too—lust?

As if answering my question, I suddenly felt hands on me, creeping beneath my petticoat. My mouth dropped open and a soft moan escaped as the soft fingers rounded my ass. They squeezed my cheeks, filling me with an intense arousal, making my cock strain against my cage.

Christina approached me from the other side, coming just in front of me. “Baby, you look so beautiful. I think part of me always realized that you would make a stunning woman,” she said softly as she touched my chest.

Another moan squeaked out of me as her hands grasped my bosom. Eva’s hands continued exploring my ass, occasionally slipping further south between my legs, teasing my eager dick that was tucked beneath.

“She’s right,” Eva whispered in my ear. “You’re beautiful. You were meant for this, made for satin and silk, for lace and lingerie. You were meant to be a sissy.”


Chapter
Four



THE TRANSFORMATION

Her words echoed through my mind. I wasn’t sure what this was or what was happening, but I couldn’t deny the strong feelings surging through me. I couldn’t deny how aroused I was in this moment. My cock was going crazy in its cage, longing to join the rest of my body in being touched.

“She’s so sexy, isn’t she?” Eva cooed.

“She is,” Christina replied, her hands running down my body. “I’m actually a little jealous of this dress—and those perfect curls.” Her hands joined Eva’s beneath my petticoat, searching through the layers of puff for part of me to touch. They soon found my cage and began exploring it, touching every little piece of it. “Not to mention her new cute cage. It’s so pretty and feminine.”

She. Her. They keep referring to me as a woman. Is that what I am now?

My eyes flashed back to my reflection. The pretty pink dress, the silky stockings, the curly brunette hair. It all fit me so well, it all felt so perfect.

“Just imagine her with a little makeup, with her body soft and hairless… she would be unrecognizable. No longer a man, now a sissy.”

“Would you like to do that, baby?” my wife asked me, her fingers delicately dancing over my balls. “Would you do that for me?”

I couldn't help but feel daunted by the idea. I couldn't imagine looking at myself as anything but a man, much less presenting myself as feminine, but here I was already. Already I looked more woman than man, already I felt more woman than man.

“Yes,” I answered softly, the word tickling my lips.

I watched as both women smiled at my answer, their hands consuming me with a ferocious energy.

“Very good, Michael,” Eva said. “Embrace your surrender and trust what you’re feeling. You know you want this, you know it’s right. Submit yourself to your mistress, let go of any judgment, any fear, and open yourself up to your transformation."

I hesitated but felt myself yielding to Eva’s soothing words, nodding my acceptance. In that moment I knew it was true. I was enraptured, I was entranced. If I could continue to feel this way, if I could continue to look this way, then I would do anything they pleased.

"Close your eyes for me," Eva instructed. I complied, my heartbeat quickening in anticipation as I felt her move closer to me.

I heard containers clicking of containers opening. I sensed the two women walking around me. I felt the delicate touch of a brush against my cheek.

The brush swept over my face, performing long strokes on my skin. It was soon traded for a variety of other brushes, all of them playing their role in my transformation. When I felt the taste of lipstick on my lips, I knew I was almost done.

“Now open your eyes, see your new self,” Eva purred.

I opened my eyes and gasped, unable to find the words to express how I felt.

Christina stood beside me, a smirk playing on her lips. "See how beautiful you are, Michael?" she asked, turning towards me.

I couldn’t deny that the transformation made me feel different. The feminine attire and hairstyle, coupled with the makeup, now made me resemble a striking woman, provoking a mixture of disbelief, confusion, and a deeply buried sense of arousal within me.

Seeing my shock only pleased her more. Her arms wrapped around my waist and pulled me close until her lips softly pressed against mine. Feeling her loving embrace made me quiver with lust. Here, in this moment, I was more aroused than ever in my life. My cock was pulsing in its cage, filled with lust and desire. Even locked in a tiny cage, even without feeling any physical touch, I felt like it was close to erupting and filling my panties with my pent up seed.

"Eva, I must say you have outdone yourself with this transformation,” my wife added.

Eva beamed with pride, offering a genuine smile to both Christina and me. "I'm glad that you're pleased with the results. Remember, transformation takes time, but it's all about embracing change and growing together."

Christina nodded, running her fingers lightly over the intricate lace detailing on the sleeves of my dress. “I’m very pleased. I can’t wait to take her home.”

Home. She wants to take me home looking like this.

The thought made my balls ache. If she wanted to take me home looking like this did that mean that this was it? Was this how things would be from now on? Is this who I would be?

“Let’s not get ahead of ourselves yet, Christina,” the doctor said, her tone growing serious. “We still have more work to do, she’s not ready yet.”

Christina was taken aback, her eyebrows furrowing with confusion. “What’s left, Doctor?”

“We have successfully completed the initial stage of Michael's transformation, but this stage was only about her mental acceptance. We still have one avenue left.”

Christina nodded in understanding. “The physical,” she let out.

“That’s right.”

My wife’s eyes lit up excitedly, clearly on the same page as her therapist. Seeing the grins on both women’s faces was unnerving, but I tried to remain calm.

“It’s time to begin her training. It’s time to make her feel like a woman.”


Chapter
Five



THE NEW FEELINGS

Eva gave an approving nod. "Go ahead, Christina. Embrace Michael’s transformation. It’s time for her to learn her true place in your relationship, time for you to teach her,” she said, her voice oozing with excitement.

I watched as she walked around her desk and sat down in her chair. Somehow the curved oak chair gave her a more prominent and powerful posture. She had a self pleased look as she opened a drawer and looked inside.

“Transforming Michael into a more submissive, feminine form can be an intense experience, but it will also bring deeper understanding and intimacy to your relationship. Take time to explore her new desires—they will be the key to your control over her. Once you know what she likes, what she craves, then you will become the true dominant and she the submissive.”

Christina nodded earnestly. "Yes, thank you, Eva. But how do I get started?” she asked, excitement bubbling within her at this new adventure ahead.

Eva grinned as he pulled out several items from her open drawer, setting them down on her desk with a loud thump. My eyes scanned over the objects, immediately noticing a large bundle of thick black straps—but it was the item behind those that stole my attention. Behind the straps was a long, thick penis-shaped dildo. Even from a quick faraway glance I could tell that it was far bigger than my real dick.

"Is this to…?” Christina asked with intrigue, an undeniable hint of glee underlying her voice.

We both looked at Eva, searching for the answer that we both already knew. “You’re going to explore Michael’s new femininity in every aspect,” she grinned. “Don't be afraid. Tap into your dominant side, Christina. Your more masculine side. Show her who the real man of the family is.”

“I will,” Christina answered confidently.

As they talked I continued to gaze at the dildo, unable to shake off the wave of uncertainty that washed over me. While she had used a butt plug on me before, that was thinner and smaller. This looked like the real deal. This looked like a real, big masculine cock—it was unlike anything I had ever encountered before.

Christina took my hand and turned me away, leading me towards the sofa. I felt uneasy, unsure of what I should do, but she simply pointed towards the back and guided my hands to the top. As I leaned over the couch, I heard her move to Eva's desk. The jingling of the straps told me that she was putting them on and preparing to use the equipment that Eva had set out for her.

I was filled with turmoil, a nervous tension mixed with a fresh wave of anticipation as I watched Christina approach, the dildo dangling hypnotically from the straps around her hips.

A cool breeze enveloped my ass as she flipped the skirt of my dress over my back. Biting my lower lip, I whimpered silently, feeling more vulnerable than ever before. I could feel my chest heaving, pressing against the snug bodice and reminding me of the pretty dress that I wore.

My wife chuckled as she kicked my legs open, telling me to widen my posture. I did as I was told, lowering myself until my ass was at the level of her crotch—and her cock.

Carefully, she traced her hand around the hem of my panties, slipping her finger tips just inside before pulling them down. An ache built inside me as I allowed myself to let go, fully committing to my submission to Christina, my wife, my mistress.

Eva came to stand beside her, handing her a bottle of lube. I heard the squirt of the bottle followed by the sound of it being slathered over her fake cock. Her wet fingers next moved to me, teasing my hole with her cool and gentle touch.

I swallowed hard as the cold sensation struck my body. The anticipation was building to an insurmountable level. It was hard to believe that we could go anywhere else in our relationship after this.

"Relax, Michael. It will be just like last time,” Christina instructed, her voice low and powerful. “Only much bigger.”

I inhaled deeply, clenching my eyes shut as I tried to focus on the other feelings swelling inside of me, the touch of the soft stockings on my legs, the lace of my dress tickling my skin, the feel of my wife’s hands on my ass. Her touch was delicate, softly rubbing my cheeks, slowly spreading them open and preparing me for what was to come.

Suddenly her finger drifted towards my hole, circling it before slipping inside. It plunged in, filling me with a wet warmth until I felt her knuckles against my flesh. I gasped at the sudden intrusion, but was thankful for the ease with which she was breaking me in.

"Remember to breathe deeply for me," she whispered as she began slipping her finger back and forth inside me.

I nodded as I did as I was told, taking long, deep breaths in and out.

Eva stood off to the side, watching as Christina meticulously worked on stretching me open, loosening my hole for the main course.

My body trembled slightly as Christina slipped in a second finger, quickly sending it deep inside me. Each movement was both uncomfortable and thrilling. I felt so naughty, so submissive, so used.

"That's it, Michael, you’re doing great,” Christina whispered encouragingly.

I could feel my muscles gradually release their tension, giving way to the pleasure hidden inside of me. With each penetration I could feel myself changing, becoming more accepting to my new life.

Eva crouched down beside me, admiring me as my wife finger fucked me. Her lips curled into a wicked smile as she stared at me. “She’s ready,” she purred enthusiastically. “It’s time.”


Chapter
Six



THE NEW PLEASURES

“Enough with the foreplay,” Eva continued. “Fuck Michael like the woman she is meant to be.”

My dick throbbed at the thought, the extreme naughtiness of the situation amplifying my sensations.

“Yes, Doctor,” Christina replied behind me.

The tip of her dildo pressed against me. It was much larger than her fingers—wider, thicker, harder. I shuddered at the touch; it was slick and cool from the lube, sliding inside me with a surprising ease.

“Yes!” Eva exclaimed as she watched my wife penetrate me with her large dildo.

My fingers gripped the couch tightly, bracing myself as she pushed her cock deeper. Her hands grabbed my waist, holding me firmly as she began to open me up to her dominance, slowly stretching me wider as she guided her long, hard shaft inside.

“Oh, yeah,” I moaned, my mouth agape as the sensations surged within me. It was so much more than I had felt before, the feelings so much more intense.

Christina pulled her hips back, pausing briefly before thrusting the dildo back inside me. “You like that, baby? You like getting fucked like a woman?”

As she pushed deeper I felt a new pleasure bloom. I felt like she was on the cusp of something great, something powerful.

"More," I gasped, desperate to take more of Christina's thick cock into me.

Christina took a slow breath, savoring the urgency in my plea. Next to her, Eva laughed, delighted by my acceptance and growing desire.

“With each thrust you shift the balance of your relationship,” Eva cheered. “With each thrust you become more dominant. Don’t stop, Christina!”

Christina continued, her speed and power growing. The sensation was like nothing I’d ever experienced before. It was intense, primal, and utterly engrossing. The room echoed with my grunts of pleasure as her rhythmic thrusts grew increasingly frenzied.

I could feel her grip on my hips tightening, her nails digging into my skin as she controlled me—as she used me. My frilly dress flapped around as she moved me, the lace giving me loving taps with each movement.

“She can really take some cock,” Eva gasped beside us.

Christina giggled. “You’re so right, Doctor. About everything. She was meant for this. I can’t believe I never saw it before. She’s going to become my perfect sissy slave.”

The continued thoughts of being made to dress like this, to serve myself to my wife were immensely arousing. With each pang of pleasure that she gave me, I wanted to devote myself more to her, to this, to everything.

"Fuuuuck," I moaned, fully immersed in the intoxicating mix of pleasure, vulnerability, and the delicious burn of the intrusion.

The sounds of my pleasure delighted Christina. She seemed to revel in it, the force of her onslaught building up with every gasp and groan that escaped my lips.

She was claiming me, conquering me and depleting my masculinity with every thrust as her cock surged deeper. Each one caused a throbbing in my tiny pink chastity cage, the little device that now more closely resembled a clit than a cock between my legs.

Despite my initial trepidation to giving into her, to becoming her submissive husband, I knew this time it was different. This time there was no going back to the way things were. This time there would be no removal of my chastity cage because there was no need. I was completely hers, now and forever.

The pressure between my legs continued to build with every penetration. I could now feel Christina’s hips slapping against my cheeks, our sweat co-mingling as she bottomed out inside me, letting me take her full cock, treating me with such pleasures.

I was becoming lost in the sensations, all I could do was hold on to the couch and embrace the feelings within me—that and beg for more.

“Harder,” I panted. “Make me yours.”

“You are mine,” my wife snarled as she pulled my hips back vigorously against her cock.

I gasped at the deep intrusion, but smiled at the surge of satisfaction that resulted.

“Very good, Christina,” Eva cooed.

The therapist sat down on the couch beneath me, her hands beginning to explore the thick petticoats of my dress. I could feel her fingers discovering my little cage, exploring its hard structure as my dick squirmed inside. Her touches made me quiver, my body quickly becoming overcome with sensual sensations.

“We need her to cum, we need her to want this, to know there’s nothing better in life than being your sissy,” she added.

Christina's hips slammed harder into my ass, each thrust sending a shockwave of pleasure through me. "Cum for me, baby,” she growled, her voice strained from the labor she was expending on me.

It was all becoming too much; the dress, the fucking, the delicate touches on my cage. My body trembled and my legs wobbled. My cock was far from erect, completely denied by the small cage, but that didn’t seem to matter—I could feel it surging with energy, ready to burst.

“Be a good little slut and cum for your mistress!”

My head threw back, my mouth dropped open. A guttural groan began bubbling in my throat, slowly seeping out, growing louder with each continued impact of my wife’s cock. A wave of euphoria washed over me as my eyes shot open and I felt my cock explode as an orgasm rippled through my entire being.

My whole body quivered with pleasure, my mouth blissfully crying out.

"Yes! My filthy slut, you fucking love this so much!" Christina yelled, slamming her hips forward one final time. “Tell me how much you love this.”

My chest was heaving as I tried to catch my breath, my head drooping with exhaustion. “I fucking love it,” I forced myself to reply.

I gasped as Christina quickly removed her cock from within me and stepped away, leaving me feeling empty and used up, making me feel like she was suddenly done with me.

“That was amazing,” she said behind me.

“It was,” Eva grinned as she moved away from the cum drenched couch. “I hope it’s now clear to you what the next step is. What you now need to do in order to finally find your sexual satisfaction.”

“What’s that, Doctor?”

Eva stepped around me, pulling the skirts of my dress down over my sweat soaked ass as she chuckled wickedly.

“The only way that you will find the satisfaction that you desire, that you crave, is by finding yourself a man. A real man,” Eva explained.

Is this what this was all about? I wasn’t satisfying her enough? I wasn’t man enough for her?

I looked down at my frilly pink dress and my cum spilled out beneath me and knew it was all true, I wasn’t enough for her.

“A real man?” Christina considered the words out loud.

“That’s right. A man to hold you in their strong arms, to fill you with their big, thick cock, to pleasure you as a man should.”

My wife cocked her head to the side and admired me, her lips curling up into a delighted smile. “You’re so right, Eva. That’s exactly what I need.”
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Feminization Camp

Neil and his wife Daphne have finally reached a breaking point in their relationship. After years of Neil playing the traditional "man" role and leaving all the household chores to Daphne, she's had enough. She gives Neil an ultimatum: Attend Camp Transcendence, or their marriage is over.

Feeling resentful but with no other choice, Neil begrudgingly agrees to go to the camp, thinking it might be a nice escape. Little does he know that Cindy and the other counselors are determined to keep him busy and teach him what it truly means to embrace femininity. It's going to be a transformative experience for Neil, whether he likes it or not.

Follow along as Neil learns what it truly means to be a woman through the lessons and exercises of Camp Transcendence.
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Feminized By My Boss’s Daughter

For three straight days, Stephen is surprised by gifts left on his desk, each containing a new piece of lingerie. On the fourth day, he finds a chastity cage and an invitation to meet his secret admirer—but only if he wears everything he's received. Suddenly, he finds himself intrigued by the seductive garments and the mysterious device.

Unable to resist the temptation, Stephen dresses up, hiding the lingerie under his clothes, and goes to find his admirer. He soon discovers that it’s Juliette, the stunning daughter of his boss, and that she has bigger plans for him than just wearing lingerie—a complete transformation awaits. A transformation that makes him question himself and his true desires.
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