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I FEMINIZED MY FIANCÉ




CHAPTER 1

I know I shouldn’t have gone snooping through my fiancé’s laptop. Why are you being so nosy if you trust him, and why are you with him in the first place if you don’t, and all that. But my mother has always taught me that a woman’s intuition should never be ignored, and in my twenty-six years of existence, her advice has never done me wrong.

That night, I’d just had a shower but needed to be up late to wrap up some work. I had a pretty high-profile job at a security firm, and working extra hours was a normal thing for me. But that day, as luck would have had it, I’d left my laptop behind at the office. My fiancé, Lance, was literally snoring in bed, and it was only half past eleven. So I snuck into his makeshift workstation in our basement, grabbed his Surface Pro, and went back upstairs to the living room. 

I poured myself a glass of Merlot and flopped down on the couch, breezing through the login screen with just a few guesses. The passcode turned out to be ‘2014’, or the year we first met. Lance had a bad habit of using that date for almost everything, even though I’d advised against it (my years in security tech have made this a genuine pet peeve of mine). I connected the laptop to our office server, made a few calls, then got to work.

All while I was working, I had tingles at the ends of my fingertips. I could still hear Lance’s peaceful snores, and it annoyed me for some reason. By the time I had everything done and dusted, it was forty minutes past midnight, and I had an itch.

An itch that needed to be scratched. 

Lance and I had been together for almost seven years. Back when we were in college, he struck up a conversation with me at a house party, and I found him ridiculously easy to talk to. His clean-cut dark hair, blue eyes, and clear skin added to a great first impression. He was handsome in a way you’d called a prince handsome: classically good looking, the kind of guy who was all neat and trimmed and always had a handkerchief wedged in his pocket in case you ever needed one. That very same night, he asked me out, and I agreed. 

It was on my birthday last year, after almost seven years of courtship, that he popped the question. The question. Which was way too late in my books, though I was finally happy it had happened. 

But now, every so often, a small voice would pop into my brain and remind me: Lance was the man I was going to marry.

I took another sip of Merlot and stared at the still-open laptop, trying to gather my thoughts through the warm bubble of coziness building up in my system. I had this weird feeling in my gut. I thought, did I really know everything about the man I was about to walk down the aisle with?

What if….I didn’t?

And ten years down the line I found out something really horrible about him?

Isn’t it better to be safe than sorry?

I could still hear Lance snoring away as I double-clicked his work email icon. I tried to push the guilt away as I scrolled through his inbox, taking my time to read those that tickled my interest.

Lance worked as a lab assistant at a major cosmetics company. I always thought he fell into the ‘easier’ career. While my workload was all over the place and usually stretched into the ungodly hours of the night, Lance pranced out the doorstep each day at eight-thirty and was back home by six with a healthy appetite for Netflix and dinner. He also had a flexi-schedule that meant he could work from home several days out of the month. All in all, he had a chill job...almost as chill as Lance himself.

I browsed through his work inbox for a while and then his personal one, which turned out to be littered with spam and subscription emails from Sports Illustrated. Then I went on to poke about a little on his Facebook and Instagram accounts.  

Which he basically didn't seem to be using at all. Bummer. 

I was kind of disappointed. Not that I’d wanted to stumble across something horrific. But a little hot tea would’ve definitely been nice to curb my appetite. 

I’d been disappointed with Lance a whole lot more than usual recently. Career complacency aside, his laziness had even seeped into our bedroom. Last night, when we were having sex, he came in like two minutes flat, said he was tired all of a sudden, and went right the fuck to sleep. 

That’s right, I went to bed horny. I was fuming.

He hadn’t always been like this, though. Once upon a time, he was the perfect guy. The kind of guy you’d be proud enough to call your husband.

So the question remained. What in the world was going on with him?

And that was when I had the bright idea of checking what he’d been up to on the interwebs.

I opened a new tab and loaded up Lance’s browser history. 

I scrolled absent-mindedly through the entries, but nothing interesting popped up. I was just about to ‘X’ out of the tab when something made me sit up straight. 

It was this really weird ‘thank you for your order!’ Amazon link for a book purchase.  

Lance didn’t like to read. 

And definitely not ten books in one go, as evidenced by the number ‘thank you’ Amazon pages on the screen.

The last thing he read was probably my battered copy of Dan Brown’s Angels and Demons, and even that, he quit about halfway through.

I set my wine glass down with trembling fingers and clicked on the Amazon addresses, letting them all load in different tabs. My heart went still as I soaked in the book covers and very explicit titles.

“What the hell?” I muttered.

A lump was forming in my throat as I glazed through each and every pixel on the screen. The books had glaringly obvious names, with titles like ‘Dominant Wives’, ‘Sissy Hypno Stories’, ‘Sissies Wide Open And Waiting’,  ‘Very Naughty Sissies: Feminized, Punished & Humiliated’, ‘Free Use Sissy’, ‘Fluffing Service’, and ‘I Turned My Lazy Boyfriend Into A Sissy Slut’. 

The covers were combos of elaborately made-up women (or at least, they looked like women), wearing stockings and high heels and mini-dresses and posing provocatively. 

They made me blush. 

Silently, I signed into Amazon on my phone and downloaded each title onto my Kindle app, resolving to give them a read. My mind was racing with thoughts, many of them anxiety-inducing. More than anything, though, I was annoyed. Did Lance have a secret fetish I didn’t know about?

Well...he clearly does, I corrected myself. 

The real question was: what the heck was this fetish of his? And why hadn’t he told me, the woman he was about to spend the rest of his life with?

I shut down the laptop and went downstairs to the basement to drop it off on his desk. Then I hurried back up to the bedroom and laid down, my pulse pounding in my ears, the lump in my throat growing, the models from those covers still flashing across my eyes in the darkness. Lance rustled and stretched beside me, and in his sleepiness, spooned me.

“Work late, babe?” he mumbled drowsily.

I couldn’t even bring myself to say anything. I swatted his arm away, pulled the covers up to my chin, and tried to go to sleep. My thoughts, all jumbled up now, entered through the haze of impending slumber.

Tomorrow morning. First thing. At work. Start. Reading!

If only I’d known I’d be in for the biggest shock of my life...


CHAPTER 2

To say I was shocked reading all those sex stories would’ve been an understatement.

Every minute I could, I cautiously pulled out my phone at work and began reading on the Kindle app. But the more I read, the more I wanted to keep reading. At first, I was in denial. Lance was a sissy? He couldn’t be. There was just no way. There’d been no outward signs that he was nothing but your average guy, and more importantly, that he was someone who was comfortable with his masculinity. But slowly, the puzzle pieces did come together. It was like watching a whodunnit, reaching the end and being totally confused at the outcome, but when you go through the whole thing again, you see how the clues were all just laying there in plain sight. 

And Lance, funnily enough, had left behind a smattering of very obvious clues. I’d caught him more than a few times peering at me with a bewildered expression on his face while I did my makeup some mornings. Like he wanted to pry the tube of lipstick out of my hands but was using up every ounce of willpower to stay still. And what about all the ‘sample’ cosmetics he brought home from work? He kept those somewhere in his closet because no one he knew wanted them—apparently. 

Oh, and during sex once, maybe three years ago, I playfully put a finger up his butt. He squirmed and squealed and we both laughed it off, but maybe he was squealing because of how much he liked it...

But. I still had trouble understanding who a sissy was. Was it just a fetish about women's clothing and makeup? Wanting to put on panties and feel pretty or sexy? Did he want to become an actual woman? 

Did he want me to put things up in his butt?

Was he gay?

Would I have to call the wedding off?!

So many questions. 

And the only person who had the answers was Lance. 

I had to confront him.

Or...I could not.

As I strutted through our open office that afternoon in my heels, keeping an eye on our team—as I usually did to keep our unit working like a well-oiled machine—a small plan started to develop in the depths of my mind. The threat of having to actually call off the wedding loomed over me like a storm cloud. Telling my friends, my mom, my sisters...that seven years of my life had gone down the drain, because Lance, lazy Lance, had turned out to be a sissy.

I was pissed off. 

What to do?

What to do?

Then, I made up my mind.

***

“Hey, Parker? Could you come see me? It's something important.”

I slapped down the receiver and waited for Parker to arrive. It took him a little less than three seconds to grace me with his presence.

“What’s up?” Parker’s bright eyes dimmed when he saw my twisted expression.

“Don’t ask me why, but I need you to pick out our best micro-camera,” I said. “I’m looking for something wireless and stupidly easy to operate, with motion detection. Could you bring it over to my office by three p.m. today?”

“Let me guess,” he said, scratching his beard. “Someone’s been stealing your stuff and you’re not sure if it’s the dog or the cleaner. ” 

I scoffed. “I wish that was my problem right now.”

Parker coughed and straightened his posture.

“Cheating fiancé?” he probed.

“No,” I said bluntly. 

This could possibly be worse than that.

“Alright, boss. Audio or no audio?”

I thought about it. “No audio, please.”

A video was worth about a gazillion words after all...sound or no sound. 

I leaned forward on my desk, motioning Parker to shut the door close all the way. He gave a furtive glance out the corridor before coming in and seating himself. He gave me a quizzical look.

Parker had been my right hand man at work ever since I joined the company. If there was anyone I could trust, it was him. 

I needed him to do a little more dirty work for me. 

“Look…” I began. “I need someone to go through Lance’s credit card history. The last six months will be fine.”

Parker chewed on his bottom lip. He had the sense not to ask me any further questions. “I could get that arranged,” he said finally.

“How long will it take?”

“Give me a week.”

“Awesome. I owe you.”

I relaxed into my chair. Reading about Lance’s sexual fantasies had opened Pandora’s box,  and I’d been on edge since morning. The thing was, I needed to trust the man I was marrying. Lance had a separate credit card, but having out-earned him for the past five years, I helped him out with the bills. What if he was spending my money on stuff I’d never approve of or—god forbid—hookers?

I had to know.

“So when’s the wedding?”

I looked up to see Parker grinning and playing with his beard again. He was huge, about 6’5”, with caveman good looks and a smile that could’ve rivaled a toothpaste commercial. 

I gave him a death stare.

He chuckled. “Alright, alright. I’m out of here. If you need anything else, you know where to find me.”

I watched him leave, tapping the desk with my pencil, like I was in a hurry to get back to work.

“Close the door behind you,” I added.

As soon as Parker left, I opened the Kindle app on my desktop and resumed reading ‘Dominant Wives’.


CHAPTER 3

“So what's it going to be? Bella Blooms or Fleurs de Rêves?”

I blinked and stared at my sister, Beth.

“Don’t tell me you still haven’t decided,” she pressed.

I couldn’t help rolling my eyes. 

“Katie, your wedding’s not going to plan itself. Well?”

“Bella Blooms,” I mumbled. “Lance said he’d book a final meeting with the florist. Except he didn’t.”

“What the fuck? Your wedding’s three months away and both of you aren’t even bothered? I’m sorry, but this is taking even Lance’s laziness to a whole new level.”

I sighed. “It’s not that.”

Beth gave me a hard stare. We were at our usual nail salon, getting our regular foot scrubs and mani-pedis. 

“Which color would you like?” the nail technician asked, handing over the sample colored nails over the buzzing of nail equipment and chattering patrons.

I glanced down at my nails and flipped through the sample nails. I pointed at a creamy pink, the color of strawberry yogurt. “This one, please.”

As the nail tech worked on my nails, I began imagining if Lance would really like his nails in that shade too.

“Katie,” Beth interrupted my thoughts. “My spidey senses are tingling.”

I looked up at her. I was normally good at hiding my feelings, but not with my family—my mom and my three sisters were all really headstrong characters and could smell a rat all the way on the moon. With my dad abandoning us when my youngest sister was born (and I’d barely turned two) we’d always had to look out for ourselves. 

“Okay, you’re not going to believe this,” I said. “But I think Lance has been hiding something from me.”

“Katie, spit it out before I strangle you with my still-wet nails!”

I avoided looking into her eyes. “I...I think he’s into crossdressing.”

Beth’s mouth flew open. “What?”

I nodded. “I came across him downloading some weird erotica. He has some kind of fetish, alright.” I finally met Beth’s eyes. She was staring at me with such a concerned look on her face. 

“It’s not just crossdressing, by the way,” I continued. “It’s like this whole new world. I don’t get it. He wants a woman to dominate him, dress him up in women’s clothes, and humiliate him. Kind of. At least, that’s how I understand it.”

Beth tilted her head at me, her eyes softening. “It’s nothing to freak out about, Kat.” Then she cleared her throat. “If you must know, I’m in a female-led relationship myself.”

I stared at her. “And you’re telling me this now?”

She shrugged. “I mean, I’m not obligated to share my sex life with you, right?”

My head whirled. Beth? In a female-led relationship? All that brought to mind was her husband Greg’s buff body sprawled over her knees while my sister spanked him. 

“Oh, it’s the bee's knees,” she said. “You’re basically the Queen of the household.”

I was still so confused. “But Greg? He’s like the opposite of a wimp.”

Beth laughed. “It’s not about whether he’s a wimp or not, not really. You’d be surprised, Kat. So many men lead these outwardly macho lives, but when they’re at home, they want to give it a rest. Have someone they love dominate them for a change. It’s a destresser for a lot of them.”

“But I’m so mad at him!”

“I think you’re overreacting,” she said firmly. “No man wants to admit they want to be dressed up in panties and dominated by their partners. Can you blame him for not telling you?”

I sighed. I wanted to shake her. Stomp my feet. Have a meltdown. But...my sister might be right. “I know. I just feel deceived. That’s all.”

“Oh, for sure. I’m not contesting that. Plus the stress of the wedding might be getting to you. You might just need a breather,” she said. “Have you talked to Lance about what you saw?”

I shook my head. 

“So when are you going to speak to him?”

“Not anytime soon. I just rigged a camera in our bedroom. I asked Parker to go in and set it up.”

“Kat!”

This time, I was the one who shrugged. Parker had been kind enough to come in and fix the camera for me and connect it to my cell phone. We’d placed the tiny thing in between two books underneath the TV, so that it would be angled in front of our bed, but also able to capture a few feet surrounding it. The cam was equipped with a motion sensor, so I’d get a notification if anyone was in the room when I wasn’t home.  

Beth stood up and went to the front desk to pay for our mani-pedis and scrubs. Then we walked to her car. 

“I can’t even wrap my head around what’s your end goal here,” she said as she slammed the car door shut and pushed on the engine start button. “Why would you want to spy on your fiancé?”

I took a deep breath. “I don’t think you understand, Beth. Lance has changed ever since we got engaged. He’s become lazy and complacent, and, to be frank, it’s pissing me the fuck off. He’s even fucking lazy in bed, can you believe that?”

I didn’t even wait for her to react before I went off. 

“I want to know what the fuck is going on!” I said. “I have a feeling it’s all got to do with this sissification fetish of his, and I want to get to the bottom of it.” I took a deep breath. “And to be honest, I want to know if our relationship will even work. Like, what if he’s gay? What then, huh? I’d rather know before I marry the guy!”

Beth was silent for a long time, as if she was waiting for me to cool down. Now that I’d aired everything out, I felt a lot better. “Alright,” she finally said. “I’m with you. But I have one question. It’s going to help you a lot if you’re honest with yourself about it.”

“What is it?”

“Do you love him?”

“Yes. I do.”

I didn’t even hesitate to answer. Because it was true. As much as Lance had been annoying me recently, I still cared for him. 

Beth looked noticeably relieved. “Phew. I was worried for a second there.”

I raised an eyebrow at her. “But sis, when he doesn’t make me cum in bed like he used to, you know we’ve got a problem….”

“Say no more, Kat. I’m with you on that. Looks like you can take a few pointers from me about learning to become more dominant.”

I smiled, deciding then and there not to tell her about the credit card statements. 

“Yeah,” I said. My phone buzzed. “Let me show you how the camera works. It’s pretty cool.”

I whipped out my phone and saw that there was a notification from the camera app. That wasn’t anything unusual, because the app took hourly screenshots of the feed and saved them in a handy folder. But this time, when I opened the app, I saw that the camera had detected some kind of movement. My heart fluttering, I clicked on the feed, and to my shock, it wasn’t showing an empty bedroom at all. 

There was Lance, hunched down in between our closet doors.

“Oh my god!” I yelped. “It’s him!”

“Let me see!” Beth pounced and grabbed the phone from me. 

We both stared down, speechless, at my fiancé rustling through something inside the closet. He brought out a laminate bag and dug his hand inside once more, taking out a hand-held mirror and an object that looked suspiciously like a tube of lipstick. He puckered his lips and peered into the mirror as he painted his lips with it, seemingly with the skill and patience of a surgeon. He pouted and smiled once he was done. 

Then he disappeared off the screen.

Beth and I waited for him to come back. I didn’t even want to breathe.

When he did, I almost wanted to hit my head on the glove compartment.

“Is that...is that your underwear?” Beth asked in a hushed voice.

Lance had stolen one of my Victoria’s Secret lace panties, the white ones. They were the most comfortable pair I owned. 

We watched in shock as he undressed, revealing an already healthy looking hard-on. Beth gasped and shielded her eyes.

“I don’t want to see this!” she insisted, but seconds later I saw that she was taking a peek.

I didn’t care whether she saw Lance naked or not. All I could think of was: How dare he? 

Lance was looking extremely smug as he walked around the room in red lipstick and my white lace panties. I felt sick as I thought about what was coming next. He got down on his knees, his butt to the camera, and dove in between the closet doors once again.

“What in the world is he up to?” Beth asked.

“I have no fucking clue,” I muttered.

But then I saw it. Lance’s palms hugging a white box. He carefully placed the box on the bed and tugged at the ribbons.

“Not the wedding veil!” I shrieked.

“Oh my god!” Beth said. “What is he going to do with your wedding veil?”

I watched in horror as Lance ran his fingers through the precious lace veil, the one that had been my grandma’s and was handed down to me by my mom. He placed the delicate, sensitive fabric to the back of his head, seemingly with the grace of an ox, fastening the rhinestone comb with what looked like a zillion bobby pins. Then he hopped on the bed and snuck his hand inside my panties.

I couldn’t believe it. My sister and I both watched as he jerked himself off with his snubby little fingers, pausing from time to time only to fan the veil around his shoulders like it was his hair. His grip was getting tighter and tighter and then he reached in deep, playing with his balls and the base of his shaft. His hips bucked and twitched as he came, the cum oozing out from the top of the lace underwear, and yes, dripping straight down it…

Lance gave a deep sigh and rested his head on a pillow, his hand still around his spent cock, a satisfied expression on his face. Then he dashed out of view from the camera.

“Holy shit. He’s got some nerve. Kat? Kat?”

I was seeing red.

“So that’s why he hasn’t made me cum,” I hissed. “That’s why he’s been so lazy and complacent. He’s been jizzing all over my panties and Grandma’s veil!”

Beth patted my arm. “What are you going to do? Are you going to confront him?”

“I told you, I’m not going to confront him.”

“What then?”

I settled back in my seat, and in spite of the red-hot anger coursing through my veins, I cracked a smile. The plan in my head had started to flesh out. Grow arms and legs. Soon it would be fully-formed and be able to walk on its own.

“I need you to take me to Naughty Hunny,” I said. “And I’m going to need your help in there.”

“Naughty Hunny? The sex shop? What for?”

“I’ve been reading about sissification and domination for days now,” I said. “And Lance deserves to be punished. And what’s the best punishment for a sissy who’s a panty thief and can’t keep his grubby hands off his clit?”

It was a rhetorical question. Beth’s lips curled into an evil smile. “I think I know what you’re talking about,” she said. “Let’s go.”


CHAPTER 4

That night, I wore my sexiest lingerie and flashed Lance while he was watching TV.

“Mmm, hot,” he said, setting down the remote. His eyes traveled hungrily from my humongous cleavage, thanks to my trusty red push-up bra, to the tiny matching thong hugging my hips.

“Follow me, stranger.” I grabbed his t-shirt and pulled on it, hauling it over my shoulder so he could follow me. 

In the bedroom, he began to lavish me with kisses. “Fuck, I’m gonna have such a hot wife,” he whispered.

I moaned into his lips. 

He buried his head into the nook of my breasts and took a deep breath. I giggled and escorted him to the bed, where I invited him to take a seat.

I swung my hips and danced in front of him. My breasts jogged and bounced to an imaginary beat, causing one nipple to pop out. Lance seemed transfixed. Then I unhooked my bra and let it fall to the floor. I felt like Dita Von Teese doing one of her burlesque acts, but Lance seemed to be enjoying it so far.

If I could just get this one step right, I thought, everything else will fall into place….

I removed my panties and flung it in Lance’s face. He reached out and sniffed it, his eyes half-closed as he enjoyed my scent.

I squeezed my breasts together with my arms and pushed them in his face.

“Now that I’m your fiancée,” I murmured. “Aren’t you excited?”

“Yeah, of course I am,” he murmured back.

“In honor of us being hubby and wifey, I think it’s time for us to try out something new in the bedroom,” I said. “Don’t you? I’m so bored with our usual routine.”

“Yeah, I’m up for it. What do you have in mind, babe?” he said. “A set of handcuffs?”

I rolled my eyes. “Handcuffs? You’re so boring, Lance. I have something much more spicy.”

I squatted down and scooched out a small box from under the bed. 

Lance looked at me, a little confused. “What is it?” 

“A small surprise. Go ahead and open it,” I said, smiling and handing him the box.

He opened the top and took a peek.

“Wait, is this what I think it is?” he asked.

“Uh-huh,” I said, biting my lip seductively. “Slide it out, babe, I wanna see.”

Lance laughed, a little too loudly. “Honey, I thought we were about to have sex.” He removed the stainless steel cage and held it out in his palm. “A cock cage is doing it a little backwards, don’t you think?”

“Oh, but we are going to fuck,” I said sweetly. “I wouldn’t worry about that at all.” 

“But why a cock cage, babe?” Lance's brows were knitted together in a state of bemusement.

I had to bite down hard on my tongue to stop myself from laughing.

“I think PIV sex is so last season,” I said airily. “This will make us much more creative.”

He was still staring down at the cage like it was an insect he wanted to squash. 

“Strip,” I ordered, pulling on his t-shirt again.

“Oh, alright,” he said, extending his arms so I could remove his t-shirt. “I’ll give it a go, just for tonight.”

Poor Lance, I thought. He has no clue...

Beth and I had spent roughly an hour at Naughty Hunny searching for the perfect chastity cage. She’d said that once I succeeded in having him locked up, he’d become much more openly submissive and obedient.

“It’s like magic,” she said. “He’ll start following you around like a puppy.”

I couldn’t wait!

I stared at Lance’s cock, which was hardening in my palm. 

“Ugh, this won’t do,” I muttered. 

“Well if this is what you really wanted to do you shouldn’t have shoved your tits in my face,” Lance said, as his cock grew bigger in my hand. “Can’t we do this some other time?”

I rolled my eyes. Typical. He just wanted to nut and get it over with. 

“Now or never,” I said firmly. “It’s time for you to have a cold shower.”

“But but,” he protested.

My mind flashed back to the moment I saw him on our bed, wearing my panties. I could’ve given his balls a good squeeze then and there.

“No buts!” I snapped. “Off you go.”

I put the shower to the coldest setting and sent him off. I heard him blubber and curse all the while he was in there. He came out with a towel wrapped around his hips.

I pulled on the towel and there was his cock, looking nice and soft and small. I dried his crotch area with a fresh towel and tried to remember the demo they’d shown me over at Naughty Hunny. I secured the base ring, then gently slid the cage over his shaft. Then I locked the whole thing in place with the padlock. I fished the tiny key out from the box and showed him.

“See this? You won’t be able to cum unless I unlock you,” I said. “And I won’t unlock you unless you do what I say!” 

I laughed in his face. A part of me felt horrible for doing this, but another part of me knew he was just getting his just deserts. 

Lance stared down in horror at his cock, now completely inaccessible thanks to the strong steel cage. He was very clearly horrified at the proposition. 

“Y-you mean, you’re not going to take it off tonight?” he stuttered. 

“I might,” I said huskily. “If you show me a good time, sexy boy.”

I pulled him towards the bed with me. He started to hump my pussy with the cage on but he looked so ridiculous that I had to giggle. He didn’t laugh, though. 

I pushed his head into my naked crotch. 

“I hope you’re hungry Lance,” I said innocently, spreading my thighs wide open. “Eat your heart out.”


CHAPTER 5

Lance was apparently so horny that he didn’t miss a beat when I ordered him to eat me out. He hunkered down in there, his tongue sliding up and down my slit. I was instantly wet. Surprisingly wet.  

I moaned.

His tongue rolled around my clit and then he started sucking on it. My pussy pulsed with lust. I’d needed this for so long. I writhed beneath him, feeling myself get wetter and wetter. I started rubbing my nipples and rested my head back against the pillows as I closed my eyes and enjoyed the soft sensations of Lance’s lips. A part of me was so relaxed I could’ve fallen asleep. 

I should’ve caught him reading sissy erotica a long time ago, I thought dreamily.

I pressed my pussy hard into his nose and mouth, feeling the pleasant scratch of his light stubble against my inner thighs. He suckled me with renewed energy, tasting me with huge, hungry licks.

I could tell he was getting extremely aroused.

“Ohhh, baby, get your tongue in there,” I moaned. “In my pussy. Fuck me with your tongue.”

I let out a loud groan as his tongue penetrated me. I wrapped my legs around his neck and forced his tongue in deeper. He responded by bobbing his head in and out with furious determination. Then he started alternating between kissing my pussy and thrusting his tongue inside me.

I could feel the pressure building, my inner walls pumping and pounding like a war drum. I was on the cusp of an unspeakably powerful orgasm.

“Keep doing it! Don’t stop! Don’t stop!” I screamed.

Lance did exactly as he was told. At that point, I climaxed so intensely I thought I saw stars. 

“Oooooh!”

I opened my eyes. Lance was staring at me with an envious expression on his face. 

I was blown away by how turned on I’d gotten by bossing him around while he pleasured me. 

“It’s your turn, babe,” I said. “Come on.”

“Well, it’s not like you can do much with this,” he said, pointing down at his chastity cage. “Take it off?”

“I’m not that easy, sweetie,” I said in a syrupy voice. I knew I was going to drive him crazy with what I was about to do next. “Could you get me my thong?”

Lance picked up my red thong off the floor and held it out to me.

“Oh no, that’s not for me,” I said. “We’re trying something new, remember? I’d like you to wear my thong.”

“You’re kidding me, right?” he said, hanging it up on his pinky finger and scrunching his nose. “I don’t want to wear your underwear.”

Such a good actor, I thought. 

“I know you don’t,” I said smoothly. “But will you do it for me? Your super hot wifey? Pretty please. I just think you’ll look kinda hot in it.”

He ran his fingers through the thong uncertainly. I could almost see the cogs turning in his head as he decided whether he wanted to give in to the temptation of wearing lingerie in front of me. After all, I’d made it easy for him. He didn’t have to look like he enjoyed it!

After a minute, he hopped off the bed and stepped into the thong. His fingers were trembling as the fabric made its way past his lower thighs, upper thighs, and then settled on his hips. There was just the tiniest of bulges outlining the cage that was wrapped around his flaccid cock, but it was easy to ignore in the dim lighting of our bedroom. 

“Wow, you look good in that,” I said. “I can hardly see your dick.”

He turned red. 

“Now turn around and bend over, babe,” I said.

He turned even redder. “What are you going to do to me?” he said. His voice was shaking a little. 

“You’ll find out soon enough,” I said. “I think you’ll enjoy this, Lance. Pull the back to the side, please, and just tell me how you feel, okay?”

I took the bottle of lube from the nightstand and squirted some onto my fingers. I stared at my fiancé's ass. From this angle, it did look quite inviting. It wasn’t as hairy as I’d expected, although I could see a few stray hairs dangling from his hole. I wondered whether he shaved there. 

I slathered the lube up and down his crack. Lance shivered and propped his ass up even further. 

“Are you really going to explore my ass, babe?” he asked. This time, there was wonder in his voice. 

“Hmmm,” I said distractedly.

With my thumb and forefinger, I first started to massage his crack. I just wanted to get things heated up first. I applied a little pressure on his taint and then massaged that spot for a while too. Then, without warning, I inserted my middle finger inside him. I felt his asshole instantly clench around my digit. He squealed. He was definitely tight. 

“Relax,” I said. “How does it feel so far?”

“It’s...it’s fine,” he said. He was trying his hardest not to let the enthusiasm ooze out of his voice. 

I started to thrust my fingers in deeper, little by little. First an inch, then another, and then very slowly, another. I could feel Lance beginning to let go. 

Why was fingering someone’s ass so satisfying? I thought with a smile. Maybe it’s the taboo aspect of it.

Once I thought I’d penetrated a good length of Lance’s asshole, I started jerking my finger in and out. The lube caused the finger to make sexy wet noises as I probed him. 

Lance uttered a moan.

“You like it, babe?” I asked. 

“Unnnh,” he grunted.

I took my finger out. 

“I think I’m done,” I said.

“B-but, I’m not done yet!” he screamed.

“Oh, that’s too bad,” I said. “I’m tired now, though. Maybe we can try another day?”

“At least unlock me?” There was fear in his eyes. Probably at the thought of me leaving him locked up, horny, and utterly frustrated...

I smiled at him. “Way too soon, babe. You know what I was thinking about just now?”

“What?”

“The wedding to-do list I gave you. It’s on our Google Sheets. I checked it this morning and you have about ten things pending.”

“I don’t remember,” he whined. 

“Well, think harder,” I said sharply. “We’re about to get married, Lance. It’s time you started pulling your weight too. You’ll get those ten things completed tomorrow after you’re done with work, and then maybe we can talk about unlocking you.” 

He slumped into the bed.

“Alright, alright. I’ll do it,” he grumbled. “It’ll be done by tomorrow.”

I ran my fingers through his hair. It was getting a little long. “Good girl,” I said.

Lance blinked. “Girl?”

“Oops,” I said. “I mean, boy.”

Then I headed off to the bathroom to take a nice hot shower and get ready for a great night of sleep. 


CHAPTER 6

I woke up the next morning feeling happier than I had in ages. All the stress that I’d felt mounting on my shoulders for the past week had seemingly melted away. I yawned and stretched. I was totally ready to tackle another busy day at work.

I glanced to my left and there was Lance, head nestled deep into his big fluffy pillow, sound asleep. Even in his sleep, he had a scowl on his face.

Guess he really didn’t care for the blue balls he got a taste of last night!

I chuckled to myself and got up, scrolling through the notifications on my phone. Apparently, I'd had such a good night's sleep that I’d woken up fifteen minutes before my alarm went off.

I cast another glance towards Lance, an idea brewing in my head...

After last night, I was feeling frisky again.

“Hey, babe?” I said, giving his shoulders a shove.

“Hmm?” Lance mumbled something in his sleep.

Time to dial it up...

“Get the fuck up!” I yelled in his ear.

Lance woke up, looking terrified. “What happened?” he asked.

“Oh, nothing,” I said sweetly. “But I’ve got some time before work. Do you want to finish what we started last night?”

His eyes instantly lit up. “Hell yes,” he said.

“Then go brush your teeth,” I said. “I don’t want your morning breath anywhere near me.”

He groaned and rubbed his eyes before getting out of bed. He was still naked. I saw him giving his locked cock a nasty stare.

With Lance in the bathroom, I took the time to get myself even more in the mood. I stripped down and began to rub and pull on my nipples. That never failed to arouse me.

I moaned, enjoying the slickness already building up between my thighs. 

By the time Lance came out of the bathroom, my legs were wide open and I was moaning away while I pinched my nipples. He gave my pussy a hard, yearning stare.

“Get this thing off me,” he said, trying desperately not to sound like he was begging. “I want to fuck you so badly.”

I giggled. “Patience, babe. Now get your tongue in my pussy and make me feel good.”

He bent down and began kissing my inner thighs, bringing his lips up an inch at a time before eagerly squishing his face into my sex. He spread my silky pussy folds open and lapped his tongue all around the inside. 

“Oh man, you’re dripping,” he murmured. “You taste amazing.”

“Picture your rock hard dick slamming into my wet sloshy cunt, babe,” I whispered.

That should keep him going!

He whimpered and began stimulating my clit with his tongue. Somehow I was even hornier than last night, and each touch felt like an electric shock to my pussy. Had his technique improved overnight? 

“Faster, babe, faster!” I screamed, clutching onto his hair. “Oh fuck that feels so good!”

It didn’t take me long at all to cum, and when I did, I thought I was going to pass out. It was hands down the most wonderful orgasm I’d ever had.

I stared down to see Lance’s face drenched in my fluids. He was wiping his eyes and soppily licking off the juice around his lips. 

“My turn?” he mumbled.

I made a show of looking at my phone and gave out a gasp. “Oh my god! I’m going to be late! Sorry, babe. Maybe next time!”

I left Lance in a puddle of sadness and desperation and popped into the bathroom to clean myself up.

When I stepped out, he was curled up in bed. His eyes were closed but the lids were still flickering, so he was still awake. I knew he was probably waiting for me to head out so he could jerk off. Try to, at least. 

I had no issue with that. It wasn’t like he was going to have any success with it...

Was this what dominating a sissy was really like? Punishing your lazy-ass fiancé and having awesome orgasms at the same time? I couldn’t believe how much fun I was having. He was like putty in my hands. 

I took my time slipping into my outfit for the day: a red pencil skirt, a sleeveless blouse, and black pumps. Then I kissed Lance on the forehead and stepped out to go to work.

***

Work was a breeze, except for a few hiccups that Parker, of course, graciously helped me out with.

“How did the spy mission turn out?” he asked when we had a moment alone together. 

“Fantastic,” I told him with a devilish grin. “Any update on the credit card statements?”

“They should be done by tonight, actually.”

“Hmmm.” I remembered that Lance would be out doing errands for the wedding after work today, which should be keeping him busy for at least a few hours. “Could you drop by my place, say at seven-thirty, and hand it over? To be honest, I don’t exactly need it now, but I’m still curious as hell to see what Lance has been up to.”

“That depends,” Parker said. “Will you be home alone?”

I twittered and slapped him on the chest. “Page number thirty on the employee manual. No flirting with your boss.”

Parker grinned. “A guy can dream. I’ll be there. Boss.”


CHAPTER 7

At five sharp, I exited the office and drove the dozen blocks to my sister’s office to pick her up. We had planned to go shopping for some bridal lingerie.

“So,” she began the moment she slipped into her seat. “I don’t want to pry, but I also kind of need to know. Did you lock him up?”

“Well...he won’t be able to wank in this tank anymore,” I said, giggling. “And let me tell you, it was...an experience.”

Beth cheered. “I need more. Like, did he hate it? Did you enjoy it?”

“You should’ve seen his face,” I said. “He hated it. But I already feel like I’m in a relationship with a new man. I made him eat me out twice already.” I veered the car into the parking lot of the mall. “The only thing that irked me was his body hair and...I guess how manly his face looks. If he wants to become a sissy and have his ass played with, I wouldn’t mind it so much if he looked like an actual woman you know?”

“Easy peasy,” Beth said. “Give him a makeover. Wigs. Makeup. Breast forms. There’s so much you can do!”

I gave her a look. “Wait. We can go there?”

Beth giggled. “Of course. Kat, this is exactly what Lance wants. He wants you to feminize him from head to toe. Greg’s not even a sissy but I make him go all the way just because I have way too much fun with it. It’s like playing with Barbie dolls again!” 

We got out of the car and began walking towards the store. 

“Tell you what,” Beth continued. How about we head to my place after this? We’ve built up quite a collection for Greg and I’d be cool with you borrowing his stuff for a while.”

“Greg wouldn’t mind?” I asked.

Beth rolled her eyes. “Greg’s opinion doesn’t matter. Do I need to remind you? I’m the one running the ship.”

I laughed. “Of course, of course. Wow, I’m learning so much everyday. This is great.”

We were greeted by a whiff of air conditioning as we entered the clothing store. We went up to the lingerie section on the fifth floor. A sales assistant came forward and I mentioned I was getting married in three months and was looking to splurge on bridal lingerie.

“Congratulations!” she said brightly. “Follow me. You’ll love our new selections!”

Beth and I combed through the many options she presented to us and picked out some of our favorites. Then we were both seated in the dressing room. 

“Do you need me to measure you?” the sales assistant asked.

“Oh, there’s no need. I’m a 32DD.” Then I cleared my throat. “I’m also going to need a few of the bras in a different size.”

She looked at me with a puzzled expression.

“It’s for her husband,” Beth said, her voice just a sliver above a whisper. “She’s transforming him into a crossdressing sissy.”

The sales assistant’s eyes grew wide. For a second I thought she was going to make a scene or something. But then her face melted into a gigantic smile.

“That’s amazing!” she said. “In fact, I have the perfect solution for your lovely husband-to-be. Don’t move. I’ll be right back.”

She disappeared, reappearing less than a minute later with a cream-colored bra. I ran my fingers through the garment. It was very well constructed with elegant lace borders along with a smattering of pearls sewn along the straps. The cups had a subtle sheen to it. Upon further inspection, I could see there was a barely visible opening behind the cups. 

“This is a breast form bra,” the sales assistant said excitedly. “It’s incredibly easy for a first-timer. All he has to do is slide his breasts into place. He’ll be able to show off his lovely new nipples too!”

“That’s awesome. The only concern I have is the size,” I said. “The bras are a surprise, but I want to make sure they fit well. What size should we go with?”

“Well, Greg is about the same build as Lance, really, give or take a few pounds…so I bet a 38C would look good,” Beth chimed in. “I have a ton of breast forms you could choose from, Kat.” Her eyes sparkled with excitement. “You won’t believe how different Greg looks with a pocket bra on. It completely changes his silhouette.”

I stared at her. Now that she’d hyped me up, I couldn’t believe I was actually excited to see my fiancé with breasts.

We spent around another hour shopping. I chose four bra and panty sets for myself, and two pocket bras for Lance with cute matching underwear.

Then we headed off to my sister’s place.

Beth unlocked the front door and sang out, “Gigi! Gigi? I’m home!”

Gigi? 

I couldn’t stay confused for long because the moment she swung open the door I got the biggest shock of my life. 

There was Greg, her husband...in a pink, frilly babydoll dress, complete with a curly blonde wig and ribbons in his hair. 

When he saw me, he almost jumped out of his kitten heels. He clearly hadn’t expected to see his sister-in-law in this state. 

“You didn’t tell me Greg was home!” I yelped.

Greg gave me a bashful smile but quickly averted his eyes. Then he got down on his knees and kissed Beth’s feet through her open-toed pumps. 

“Gigi!” she chided. “What did I tell you about greeting guests?”

Greg crawled to where I was standing and kissed my feet. His lips left a faint lipstick stain on my heels. 

“That’s ten lashings for tonight since you forgot such a simple rule,” Beth said in a snooty voice. “I’m so disappointed in you, Gigi. Now please go get us something to drink.”

Greg made a noise—it sounded somewhere in between a whine and a sob. Then he strutted away to the kitchen. 

I’d never seen him act this way before. 

It was incredibly entertaining…and inspiring.

Beth took me to her neatly tidied bedroom. Everything was clean—much cleaner than I remembered. 

“I never do the cleaning anymore,” she said with a smug smile. “It’s been so freeing.”

“How though?” I asked. “How do you get him to do everything while you sit back and...do nothing?”

Beth ran a finger across one of the floating shelves on the wall. There was a smidgen of dust on her fingertip. “Oh, I just order him around like he’s a dog. Watch this.” She cleared her throat, then called out, “Gigi! Come here at once!”

In two seconds flat, Greg appeared at the doorway looking flustered and a little scared. 

“You missed a spot, babycakes,” she said. “What did I tell you about dusting?”

“It’s only clean if you dare to lick it,” he said in a girly voice.

“That’s right, babycakes.” Beth reached her hand out and Greg began to suck on her dirty finger. “That’s added another ten lashings for your nightly punishment,” she added darkly. “Now be a good girl and show me how sorry you are.”

I stood behind them, speechless, as Greg got down on his knees once more. This time, he lifted up my sister’s skirt and peeled her panties down with trembling hands. He planted a huge kiss right on her butt.

“One…” he said in a small, quivering voice.

Greg kissed it again, this time right on the crack.

“Two…” he counted. 

Another three kisses, each one louder than the last.

“Three…four...five...”

“Get right in there!” Beth barked. “You need to get a big whiff while you kiss my ass. I don’t have much time!”

I wanted to tear my eyes away from the scene. No, I wanted to pour bleach over my eyes so I could erase every living trace of that memory already imprinted in my brain. But of course I didn’t. I couldn’t. I watched as Greg planted no less than a hundred kisses on my sister’s butt as she let out little sighs of pleasure in between each one.

“Those drinks?” she said, the moment he was done. 

Greg looked exhausted, but nodded obediently before scurrying out of the room. 

“Holy shit,” I said. “What did I just witness?”

Beth just looked at me with a smirk. “Watch and learn, sister,” she said. “Now, where were we?”

I still felt a little dazed as she opened the top drawer of her dresser. Once I saw what was inside, I gasped. Carefully packaged in transparent wraps and individual containers were boobs. Boobs of all shapes and sizes, nipples of all colors and textures, with some looking freakishly realistic.

“The oval is the most flattering on Greg,” she said, taking out a pair and handing it to me. “It makes his top look super feminine.”

I took one breast carefully out of the wrapper. It wobbled in my palm. I gave it a squeeze with my other hand.

“It’s so soft,” I murmured. 

“It’s yours,” Beth said. “Follow me.”

We stepped inside her walk-in closet. There was a separate closet built into one side that was fitted with glass panel doors. A collection of close-lidded heads were arranged neatly from top to bottom. Sprouting out of each head was a different kind of wig. There were curly ones and straight-haired ones, bobs and blunt cuts and layered hairstyles, in various colors—raven black, icy blondes and even flashy pinks.

“The upkeep is definitely not cheap,” Beth admitted.

“Pretty sure this is Lance’s dream,” I said.  

My eyes were immediately drawn to a wig on the top shelf. It was a rich, silky chocolate brown, not too short, but not too long either—about my own length, which was an inch or two below my armpits.  

I'm sure Lance would look pretty in this, I thought. 

I pictured him with that pretty wig on his head, pink lips, and soft hazy makeup. I felt a flutter in my chest. Was I excited to make him over into a girl? 

More excited than I thought I would be...

“Great choice. I’ll pack that up for you,” Beth said. She motioned me towards a set of drawers with a collection of heels stacked on top. “And...I think you might like this.”

She pulled out an object that, at first glance, looked like a giant black chess piece. 

“I haven’t used this one,” she began. “So it’s clean.”

“Is that a dildo?” I asked.

She nodded. “A three-headed dildo,” she said. “Use it wisely though. I’ve heard that penetration with this is an experience.”

I leaned closer to get a better look. I was scared to even touch it. “Beth, are you talking about pegging?” 

Beth positioned the dildo in between her thighs and started humping the air. Then she collapsed into a fit of giggles. “Don’t knock it ’til you try it,” she said, handing the dildo over to me. “It’s the most intimate thing you could do with your man. Nothing better to show him who’s the queen and who’s the sub!”

I slipped the dildo in between my legs, winding my palm around the topmost head. It was huge, smooth, and shiny.  I ran a finger through each of the ridges, imagining what it would feel like to have this giant appendage growing out of me. Somehow, it made me feel powerful. I pictured Lance on all fours, squirming and whimpering as I fucked him with my own cock.

That would be so hot...

“I’ll give you the strap that goes with it?” Beth said.

I turned to the side so that she couldn’t see how flushed my face had gotten.

“Alright,” I said. “I’ll take it.”


CHAPTER 8

I drove home that evening feeling pleased and satisfied with my new possessions. Being able to take a peek into Beth’s intimate relationship with Greg had been kind of traumatic, but also enlightening. Greg wasn’t just a feminized sub—he totally craved Beth’s authority. I mean, he was willing to get on his knees and crawl up in between her butt cheeks! And as for Beth herself, well, she seemed to be having the time of her life.

When I walked through the front door, Lance was slumped on the couch, staring absent-mindedly at a blank TV screen. I could see he was in a bad mood. I’d totally forgotten to check up on the feed to see what he’d been up to once he got done with the errands.

“Where were you?” he asked sullenly.

I set down my bags and took a look around. Lance had attempted to clean up the apartment—the everyday clutter had gone and the counters and floors were shining.  

I tried to act like I didn’t notice. 

“Shopping,” I said. “Please take these bags upstairs to our bedroom. Now.”

Lance didn’t complain. He carried them all up the stairs, making a show of huffing and panting. I could see he was bursting to say something. 

My skin tingled. Was he about to confess? Was he finally going to tell me about his sissy fetish?

He placed the bags on a stool and turned to face me. “A friend of yours dropped by,” he said. His voice was full of doom and gloom.

My ears pricked up. “A friend?”

“A guy,” he spat. 

Parker. Oh shit. I’d totally forgotten about the credit card statements.

Lance shifted from foot to foot, not meeting my eyes. Then he cleared his throat. “Are you cheating on me?” he asked. 

That came so far out of left field that I couldn’t help but burst into laughter.

“Not fair,” he grunted, watching me wipe away the tears in my eyes. “I was being serious.”

I stared at him. The fact that he was so suspicious of me cheating on him said a lot about how insecure he was.

“Babe. I’m pretty sure I’m not the one fantasizing about other cocks here,” I said. 

Lance’s face went bright red. “What do you mean by that?”

“Nothing,” I said. 

His face confirmed everything I needed to know.

My fiancé wanted a cock. In his ass.

I suddenly had a vision of me drilling him from behind with that black three-headed dildo.

It made my legs go all gooey. 

But did Lance happen to crave a real cock?

A real, throbbing, fat cock protruding out from a real, breathing man?

I whipped my head up at him. “Did you do what I told you to do? The wedding stuff?”

“Yes. It’s all done,” he said. His eyes were big and round, like he was excited all of a sudden.

“Well then, instead of wasting more time, why don’t you make yourself useful instead?” I said. “I’m hungry. Go and make me some dinner?”

He huffed and dragged his feet.

“I could make space for some sexy time after that. If you’re interested,” I added, licking my lips. 

His eyebrows shot up. Then, with a weak nod, he disappeared down the stairs. 

I laughed out loud. Poor Lance hated what I’d done to him, yet he had no choice but to play my game. I could only imagine how frustrated he was feeling without sex or the ability to jerk himself off.

Serves him right, I thought. 

I took out my phone and made a call to Parker. 

“Sorry I wasn’t in,” I said. “I totally forgot you were coming over.”

“Bummer,” he said. “Do you want me to bring it over there now?”

I smiled. Parker was always so helpful. As helpful as he was easy on the eyes.

“Where are you right now?” I asked.

“Home,” he said. “Why?”

“Alright. I trust you,” I said. “Open up the report and have at it.”

“You sure?” He sounded uncertain. 

“Yes,” I said. “Go on.”

I heard the sound of an envelope being ripped open and then Parker's quiet breathing. He was silent for a long time.

Then he said, “It’s not good.”

A wave of worry washed over me, and my heart clambered into overdrive. 

I clutched my stomach. I was suddenly feeling queasy. 

Was this going to be it? Was this going to be the point where our seven-year relationship—and our wedding—would come down crashing and burning?

“Fuck…” I whispered.

What had Lance done? All the horrible possibilities hurtled through me. Had he hired a gay escort or something? Splurged on porn? Cheated on me? 

Was that why he was so suspicious of me?

“Tell me,” I breathed. “I want to know.”

The three generous seconds Parker took to answer me felt like three lifetimes.

“Butt plugs.” Parker’s voice was shaking, like he was trying not to laugh. “He’s spent a shit ton on butt plugs. Like, fifty of ’em. Dude must have quite the collection by now.” 

My body instantly felt light, like a huge weight had slipped off my shoulders. 

“Oh shit,” I said. “I wonder where he keeps his stash.”

Parker said something, but I wasn’t even listening.

Lance was just a sissy. A lazy and immature sissy. 

Not a bad guy. 

A lazy sissy I could deal with. At least they could be whipped into shape through training and discipline. 

“You think he’s got one vibrating in his ass right now?” Parker asked.

“I hadn’t even thought of that,” I said. I took a deep breath. “So, uh, Parker. Are you dating anyone right now?”

“Hmm, that depends. You single?” He chuckled. “Nah, I’m free. If you want to shoot your shot.”

I laughed. I remembered meeting one of Parker’s boyfriends a couple of months ago at an office party. Parker was openly bisexual, or at least that’s what he’d told me, despite the fact I’d never seen him dating any women. I’d heard through the grapevine that there were more than a few ladies at work who were pining after him, though. His 6’5” build, gorgeous smile, and earring studs probably had a lot to do with it. 

“Do you think Lance is cute?” I asked. “Be honest.”

“Yes,” he said instantly. “You know who he reminds me of? Cole Sprouse. A less grungy Riverdale version of him.”

“That was oddly specific,” I mused. “Which might be just as well, because I have an odd proposition to throw at you.”

“Oh yeah?”

A sudden, unexpected fantasy had taken hold over me, the depths of which I didn’t dare to say out loud to Parker right now. Truth be told, I was getting horny just thinking about it. And soon, it could all become reality. 

I just had to ask. 

“I think Lance would really like you too,” I said. “Or more specifically, something you have…”


CHAPTER 9

Over the next few weeks, Lance completely turned over a new leaf. He helped with the wedding arrangements, and most of the time I didn’t even have to ask. He also kept the house clean and cooked my meals—they were a little bland, but nothing a little extra salt couldn’t fix. For the time being. I was still very grateful. 

We had a wonderful joint bachelor/bachelorette party with our family and friends. The big day was dawning closer, and instead of feeling stressed out and anxious like I thought I would be, I felt elated.

I was going to marry my best friend.

Lance was going to be an amazing husband.

It was weird. Chastity had made him so much more attractive that I was feeling stupidly horny most days. I spent late nights reading my own erotica and masturbating while Lance was sleeping, imagining how wild it would be for us to be intimate again the day I was going to unlock him. I had orgasms that I could only describe as otherworldly and magical. 

And then...Friday night arrived.

Friday night was going to be special. 

It was the night I was going to turn my fiancé into a full-blown woman.

As I drove home after a tiring day of work, I was feeling excited—probably way more than I should’ve been. For whatever mystical reason, the idea of turning Lance into a woman and having him do my bidding had been really turning me on. To the point I saw that I’d left a wet spot on the car seat once I’d got out.  

Once I was home I wasted no time. After his evening chores, I brought Lance to the bedroom and we started making out. Weeks without sexual contact had made him a little skittish and he was probably desperate for a release by now—but to be honest, so was I.

We kissed furiously. I took my time exploring his body and, once he got naked, reached down to play with his locked cock and balls. He moaned loudly into my ear and nuzzled my earlobe. My finger went down his back and over the soft bump of his ass. I was greeted with smooth flesh and the cushiony little opening of his asshole.  

No buttplug rammed up in there. Just a tight, empty, puckering hole—a very inviting hole, I had to admit.

“Babe, wanna try something frisky today?” he murmured after a while.

“Sure,” I said casually. “What do you have in mind?”

He looked at me a little shyly. “If you want to, maybe we could try the panties again like last time?” he said. “Since you said you find it hot and all,” he added. His voice had a slight tremble.

I smirked.

“Well, I was thinking of panties as more of a one-time thing,” I said. “Don’t you want to try something new?”

“I do,” he said hurriedly. He went back to kissing my neck. “Whatever. I just wanted to do it for you, that’s all. But I wouldn’t mind you unlocking me for just one night.”

“Not right now,” I said firmly. “But maybe later tonight.” I winked at him and bit down on my lip, as if I was thinking hard. 

“Tell you what. I did go to the store the other day to surprise you with some sexy bridal lingerie,” I continued. “But now that you brought up the panties, I think that could be a great idea. I don’t know why, but I think I want to dress you up as a bride. A naughty way to celebrate our impending wedding, don’t you think?”

Lance did a double take. “Yeah, babe,” he said.

I bit down hard on my lip to stop myself from laughing. 

He was trying so hard to contain his excitement. 

I went to the closet and rummaged through the bag of lingerie that I’d brought that day.

Lance’s eyes almost bulged out of his head when he saw that I had a sexy pearly bra in my hands, not just panties.

“Strip,” I said. “We need to do something really important before your skin touches these precious garments. Go to the bathroom and run the shower.”

"Why?" he asked.

I kissed him on the lips. "Because tonight's a special night and I want us to go all the way," I said.

I led him to the bathroom. I already had a plan for what I was going to do to him—I wanted to make him the perfect sexy girl for me. I first made him scrub his entire body and used my Charlotte Tilbury Goddess Mask on his face. Then I slathered hair removal cream all over him and pretty soon he had nice, clean skin. After that I told him to rub every inch of his body with my favorite Bath & Body Works body cream—the one with the sexy Mad About You scent.

He came out looking like a plucked chicken. 

A surprisingly pretty plucked chicken. 

And he smelled pretty darn amazing.

When I told Lance to sit at the vanity, he gave me a dazed look.

“What are you going to do?” he asked in total disbelief.

“Just wait and see, pumpkin,” I cooed.

I did a soft purple eye look with a little shimmer and applied a pinkish nude color on his lips so he would look like a blushing bride. Then I brought out the brown wig. At this point he was looking totally confused and skeptical and on the brink of realizing that something was totally off.

"Where did you get all this stuff from?" he asked. "Did you buy it all for yourself? What do you need a wig for when you have all that...haiiir..." His voice trailed off when he caught the demonic glint on my face. 

“Well,” I snapped. I hadn’t expected to do the reveal this early on, but now was as good a time as any. “I bought all of this because someone’s been using my shit when I’m not at home and reading some very naughty erotica.”

Lance gave a tiny yelp and jumped out of the chair. I grabbed his arm and sat him right back down. I could feel goosebumps all over his shaved skin. He was literally shaking.

“It's over,” I said with an evil smile. “Your little act is up…sissy.”

Lance’s ribs caved in and out, like he was about to have a panic attack. “You mean you know?”  he asked. “How did you...how could you...” 

He turned his eyes away from me with disdain. Like he still wanted to deny it. 

I rolled my eyes. “Lance, relax. It's okay. If you must know, I'm into it as well. But you should've told me a long time ago...way before you were stealing my underwear and stuff and god knows what else. And splurging on butt plugs with my money.”

Lance looked like he was about to faint when I said the word ‘butt plugs’.

“You...you...you violated my trust!” he said, his shoulders shuddering. “How could you, Kat?” 

“Well, how do you think I felt when I stumbled across all the Kindle erotica you were reading?” I asked very calmly, crossing my arms. “I had to figure out whether you were even attracted to me. I had to figure out if you were okay with us even getting married. If you were gay. Do you know the amount of stress that put me under?”

“Well, that's exactly why I didn't say anything!” he said.

“I don’t think you get it, Lance. I’m going to be your wife soon,” I said. “Don't you think I have a right to know you have a really big kink before we tie the knot?”

Lance was quiet for the longest time, his pink lips contorting into all sorts of shapes as he thought about it. Then he sighed and said, “You're right. You had a right to know. I'm sorry.” He took my hands in his. His were really clammy. “I think I was just scared I’d lose you. A part of me thinks you’re too good for me, you know.” He sighed again. “But yeah, that was so wrong of me. And I shouldn't have ignored your needs in bed. The sissy thing? It’s a part of me, yes. But it’s also sort of like an addiction. It’s hard to explain.”

“Well, I understand a lot more about it now than I did a long time ago,” I said. “Thanks to Beth.”

“Your sister?”

“That's a story for another time,” I said, having no desire to tell him that my sister had also seen him naked and jerking off on camera. “Anyway, let's get back to making you a sissy bride. My sissy bride.”

I finished the bridal look on him by securing the wig and delicately attaching a veil using a sheer scarf I had. I helped him step into his brand new underwear and hooked the pocket bra behind his back, before slipping in Beth’s breast forms. Then he wiggled on my beautiful pair of white floral lace stockings and stepped into my glittering high heels. 

Lance actually looked pretty hot after the makeover. He was staring at himself in the mirror with the cheekiest fucking grin on his face. He began twerking in front of his reflection so I took the opportunity to go to the bathroom, where I undressed and put on my strap-on cock.

When I stepped out, he froze mid-dance to stare at the gigantic black head protruding from my hips. His jaw dropped.

“I have a confession to make,” I said coolly. “A few weeks ago, I set up a camera in our bedroom so I could see what you were up to when I wasn’t home.” I held up my hand when Lance tried to speak. “That's when I saw you do something really awful with my grandma’s veil. That was supposed to be my wedding veil, you sneaky fucking thief.” 

I whirled the dildo in Lance's face.

“It’s payback time,” I said, narrowing my eyes at him. “Bitch.”


CHAPTER 10

Lance stared at the black three-headed dildo with his hands trembling over his mouth. His mouth closed, opened, and then closed again. I wasn’t sure if it was because he was scared or in complete shock. Probably a little of both.

“You want to suck my cock, pretty bride?” I asked. “And don’t even think about lying this time.”

Lance swallowed hard. “I...I’m sorry about your veil,” he said. 

“Sorry won’t cut it this time, sweetie. Get down on your knees,” I ordered. “And open your fucking mouth!”

His hands wavered down and his rosy lips parted just a bit, and I took the opportunity to ram the dildo right through it. He uttered a cry of agony as his jaw was stretched open and the cock filled the space in his mouth. There was no way the whole thing could fit him. But that didn’t mean I wasn’t going to try.  

I began fucking his mouth, bucking my hips like a horse on the loose. Having a dick gave me a weird, trippy feeling. There were moments when I didn’t even register that the person on the other end was Lance. And having all that power converge on the contraption fitted to my waist? That was exhilarating. 

My arms stooped down to squeeze her nipples through the bra. Lance’s breasts jiggled up and down. His cries of agony had slowly begun to morph into cries of lust.

He was totally loving the degradation.

Not for long. Not with what I had in mind.   

“Suck faster, sissy!” I leered at him as I swiveled the hot silicone head in and out of his mouth.

“Mmmhphh!” Lance cried. Strings of drool were dripping from the edges of his open mouth. His prettiness had disappeared, replaced with a wild look of desperation. 

“You like having a cock down your throat?” I asked.

Lance whimpered once again into my dildo.

I pulled the strap-on out of his mouth and locked his eyes into mine.

“Answer me when you're spoken to,” I said sharply.

“I-I do,” he groaned.

“Do you want to be fucked by a real fat cock?” I asked, trying to ignore the pounding arousal between my own legs. “Yes or no?”

His eyes circled the entire room and then fell down to the floor. “Yes,” he finally admitted.

“Do you want to be fucked from both ends by two big fat cocks? Yes or no?”

“Oh god,” he moaned.

I slapped him hard on one cheek.

“I hope you’ll learn to follow basic instructions,” I said. “Or I’ll tear you a new asshole.”

“Yes,” he whispered to the floor. “I want to be torn apart by two big fat cocks.”

“Mmmm!” I said, shoving my tits into Lance’s face. I got the key out from my chain and reached down to unlock his chastity cage. 

He began jerking off pretty much immediately. “Oh, fuck yeah,” he groaned, spanking it so vigorously I thought he would squirt in two seconds flat.

I gave him another slap.

“Did I say you could do that? Fucking bitch!” I said. “Hands off your dirty dick at once or I’ll lock you right back up again.” 

Lance’s cheeks burned red. “I’m sorry, babe.”

“No more babe for you, darling,” I said. “You’ll call me Miss. Is that clear?”

Lance nodded. “Yes, Miss,” he said meekly. 

“And you’ll be Lulu. That’s a pretty name for you, don’t you think?”

“Yes, Miss,” he said. 

The doorbell rang. Lance’s eyes were wide open as he stared at me.

“Who could that be?” he asked. 

I smiled. “Oh, don’t worry, pretty thing,” I said, grabbing my kimono off the bed. I unstrapped my cock and slipped the kimono on, tying it around my waist. “Follow me.”

“What? Like this?” he asked. There was genuine fear in his eyes. 

I disappeared to the front door without giving him an answer. 

I opened the door and there was Parker, looking even more like a caveman than I remembered. He wore a dark blue shirt and his ripped jeans seemed to be screaming for mercy as they stretched across the wide expanse of his thighs. He’d cleaned up his beard a little, and his cologne smelled nice. He handed me a bouquet of fresh roses.

“For you,” he said, grinning.

“Why, how mighty sweet of you,” I said.

I’d always known that Parker had a bit of a crush on me. But apart from the occasional light flirting, he’d been gentleman enough not to be inappropriate at work. 

But today, all of that was about to change. Thanks to Lance. 

I glanced back and saw two timid-looking eyes peering out from behind the wall of our entrance hallway. 

“Come on out, Lulu. It’s okay,” I called out. “Don’t be shy!”

After a good while, a hesitant Lance came sashaying down the hallway looking like a vision. Small pink lips, big eyes, the veil flying up and down behind his beautiful long brown hair as he took each step.   

Parker let out a low whistle. “That’s the sissy bride, huh?” he said. 

The sissy and the caveman stood side by side, Lance looking like he could be swallowed whole at any moment by Parker’s lustful smile. I’d never seen Parker look at someone quite that way before, and it was quite sexy to see. Lance shrank back towards the wall, his breasts bouncing through his see-through bra. 

“Can’t wait to have my way with you,” Parker said, his voice ominously low and hoarse. “But before I do that, will you allow me to kiss your beautiful wife?” He pressed himself towards me, running a giant hand through the silk of the kimono hugging the curve of my waist. He kissed me on my cheek before Lance could ever respond, his eyes never breaking from his gaze. 

Oh fuck, I thought. He’s good. 

“Cat got your tongue?” Parker asked with a grunt, before kissing me on the lips this time. 

“Uhhh…” Lance squeaked. He tried to cover his panties with his hands, but the tip of his meat was hanging lewdly out from the delicate lace.

“Mmm I think my sissy bride Lulu definitely wants to see me fuck my hot friend,” I sang. I kissed Parker back, tasting the salty warmth of his tongue. My hand cupped the bulge protruding from his pants. 

It was rock hard. Like cement. 

“Katie,” Parker whispered, dragging at the zipper of his jeans. “I’ve been waiting for this forever. Get rid of that fucking robe. I want to see what you’ve been hiding under there.”

He pulled on the loose knot. The cold air from the draft hit my bare body. Parker’s hungry eyes traveled from my aching breasts to the landing strip of my crotch. He reached out from behind me and hoisted me into the air, escorting me to the couch in our living room. There, he sat me down and teased my thighs apart. His breath hitched when he saw the opening of my freshly shaved pussy.

At that moment, seeing Lance behind him, his half-naked, feminized body frozen in shame, his sissy clit peeking out from the bridal underwear, did something crazy to me. 

I was about to be fucked raw by Parker’s huge phallus while my fiancé watched, and he could do absolutely nothing about it. 

I’d wanted to keep a straight face for at least a while longer, but I was already losing it.  


CHAPTER 11

Parker swooped down in between my legs. His desire for me, primal and dripping with heat, slammed into me with that first lick. His tongue flicked back and forth on my clit and I cried out as the pleasure began to build. I was so horny already with Lance watching us be passionate with each other.

“Lulu? Lulu, you there, babe?” I moaned. “Could you lube him up for me? Get him ready for my wet pussy?”

He inched forward and sank to his knees like an obedient pet. 

“Taste my sweaty balls, slut,” Parker growled. He twisted his hips to the side and his engorged cock almost smacked into Lance’s pretty nose. “You’ll make yourself home on my plums while I show your wife a good fucking time.”

My fiancé’s head disappeared underneath Parker’s legs. His pink lips gently suckled on those swollen balls while one small hand gripped the base of his massive cock. Parker’s thighs widened even further, his hot musk floating up to my nostrils. I could see Lance flinch and screw up his nose before his tongue glided bravely across his plump nuts. He was trying so hard not to gag.

I’m not going to lie. That was pretty hot to watch. 

I stroked the long dark wig with my toes as Parker worked his magic on my pussy. Minutes later Lance had spread himself across the floor, propping his head up with his elbows as he gave Parker’s cock all the enthusiasm and attention it deserved. His sissy clit was now completely out of his panties, dangling down to the carpet. It was, of course, no match to the caveman’s, but it was small and thick and pulsing, a testament to his true cock-loving nature.

The pressure on my clit was now becoming unbearable.

“Put it in me, Parker!” I gasped. “Please fuck me with your enormous cock, please fuck me, oh please, oh please…”

Parker lowered his head towards Lance, showering him with my pussy breath. “When was the last time you fucked your fiancée, sissy?” he barked.

“I…I haven’t…I couldn’t,” Lance mewed.

“How dare you ignore your beautiful wife, you fucking pussy,” he said. “You know she’s been waiting for a grown man’s cock like mine her whole life? You know she’s never gonna want you after I’m done with her, sissy. Now watch how a real man pleasures her…”

Pleasure roiled up from inside me as Parker pierced me with the tip of his penis. The penis that Lance had gotten nice and slippery for me. His rough hands clamped down tight on either side of my hips to hold me in place before his meat dug deep into me. There was no way Lance’s puny cock could reach those depths even if he tried. 

I was so wet now, it was ridiculous. Parker hissed like a dog in heat as he fucked me, and the loud, wet noises of our intercourse filled my ears. I squealed. I wanted my sissy fiancé to see how much I was enjoying being fucked by a true man.

“You see that, Lulu?” I moaned. “See how wet I am for him? Oh god…his cock feels so fucking good!”

Lance entered my field of vision. I saw his body bent forward, fingers half-inserted into his panties as he rubbed his rod, his glazed eyes staring at us as he soaked in the scene in front of him. One bra strap had fallen down to his pits. The veil was nowhere to be seen. His eyes were lasered in on my quenched cunt, and he was probably reveling in the fact that another man’s penis was darting in and out of his soulmate’s pussy...the pussy he’d been denied for so long.

God. Was he really that pathetic?

“Aw, look at my sad sissy! Jerking off in a corner all by herself!” I said.

I went back to squealing. Parker’s arms had my legs leveled up in the air as he grunted and fucked me with beastlike energy. I knew he was close by the way his cock was twitching inside me.

“Lulu babe, look!” I cried. “He’s about to cum inside me! We’re both about to cum at the same time! Oh yes, oh YES!”

And at that moment I screamed. I screamed because it felt so fucking good. Parker’s seed burst deep inside me, causing my pussy walls to ache and thump and churn. As my orgasm billowed and blossomed, I could make out Lance, now completely still as he watched me.

I crashed down to earth, my body still reverberating from the pleasures I’d just experienced.

I turned around to see Lance’s deflated, neglected face. 

“Want to clean it up, Lulu?” I asked. “Your first taste of cum? Or how about a cum and pussy juice cocktail? Yummm!”

He was by my side again. I was expecting him to mew again like a pet, but instead he was breathing very quietly, helplessly, as he slunk to his knees. The other bra strap fell down to his side. The perfect degraded bride, I thought. 

Lance took a deep breath and stared at my leaking, swollen pussy. Then he took a lick—no, it was more like a slurp. A loud slurp. His lips were instantly covered with cum. I forced his head down there again. Having him do such a vile thing was such a turn-on. I was drunk with ecstasy...was it ecstasy? No...it was something more. It was power. The complete power I held over him, even as he was forced to suck another man’s cum and sweat out of me.

And as he sucked, I became horny again. The night had only just started, and I was already having so much fun. 

Parker came around and slapped Lance’s ass while his head was in between my legs.

“Lulu honey, you wanted a real cock in your ass?” I murmured. “You’re going to get it now. Parker, fuck her while she gets a good taste of cum, please. I think my vag juices are enough for lube.”

Parker got down on his knees and positioned himself behind Lance’s butt. One hand gripped his waist, the other squeezed his upper back. He was like a tower, and up from the couch, I had the most amazing view. Lance’s virgin ass was about to get obliterated. 

I held my breath as Parker brought the panties down and entered Lance. He uttered a stifled scream, his breath hot on my sex. His knees trembled, and his head finally emerged out of my pussy. He moaned, his horny but frightened eyes meeting mine. 

Parker took his cock out and tried to penetrate him again, this time going a little deeper. 

“Ah fuck, she’s a tight one,” Parker mumbled. “Guess you never put those fifty butt plugs to good use, huh?”

Lance went red. 

“Head down in my pussy,” I said sharply. “Eat me out while you get wrecked.”

Lance vacuumed all the fluid out from me like a good girl, then started to lick me out. He had clearly learned a thing or two from observing Parker, and his technique had improved already.  I sank further back into the couch, moaning as I saw my fiance’s ass be abused while his sissy tongue pleasured me. 

Lance’s head emerged again to take a breath and I scolded him. “Don’t you dare take your mouth off my pussy,” I said. “Keep licking.”

Parker carved right into Lance’s ass again, causing his breasts to wobble. He cried out and his body shuddered. All he could do was lick me and take it. Eventually, the entirety of Parker’s dick had vanished into his depths. I wondered how that felt.

It didn’t take me all that long to find out, because I heard soft, shivering whimpers of pleasure from Lance. He was getting rammed deep in the ass now, and it was probably hitting his prostate. The whimpers soon turned into helpless cries of euphoria. Even his mouth tensed on my pussy as he tried to held on and be a good little sissy.

I came for the second time. This time, it was even stronger, wetter, lasting for what felt like ages. My body shook for minutes even after the orgasm dissipated.

I wasn’t even close to being done for tonight. I was still so horny!


CHAPTER 12

In my extreme state of horniness, a dirty thought occured to me.

“Lulu, I want you to taste Parker’s dick, the one that was just in your ass,” I ordered.

For some reason, the thought of my fiancé blowing a penis that had just been inside his fuck hole was oh so hot. 

Lance’s sweet but ruined face looked up at me. 

“Miss, please...oh please…” he whimpered. “Let me have just a little dignity.”

I laughed at him. “Sorry, sissies don’t get a choice. And have you looked at yourself in the mirror lately? What dignity? Turn around, sweetie. I want you to make that cock squirt, or you’ll have another thing coming.”

“Come to daddy, baby,” Parker said huskily and Lance blushed. He turned around and began to suck on the cock head like it was a nipple. He coughed into it, and Parker bumped his mouth with his rock-hard rod until he took it in again. 

I took the opportunity to rush upstairs and put on Beth’s strap-on.

This was going to be my special moment. 

I was going to stretch my fiancé’s ass open while he orally serviced another man.

The thought of that made me wet all over again. 

Only a few weeks ago, I’d been totally oblivious to Lance’s sissy fetish. Now, not only was I playing into his kinks, I was actually digging it. Life was strange. 

There was one small thing trickling at the back of my mind though. It was weird how awkward Lance was around Parker. Parker’s sheer size was intimidating, sure, but it was almost as if Lance was shy. His cheeks were always flushed and his eyes were kind of...bright and sparkly. I knew that look. It was how he looked at me when we first started dating. 

I was probably overthinking it. 

When I went downstairs, Lance was just laying there, on his knees with his ass looking all tiny, his lips cradled around Parker’s cock. I lubed up my three-headed dildo with a little spit. I straddled my thighs around his own, spread open his butt cheeks and peered down at his hole. It was crinkled and a soft ashy brown, and it was gaping a little after being stretched by Parker’s cock. 

So vulnerable. So inviting. 

I angled the dildo into his sissy pussy and pushed. There was a slight ‘pop’ as the topmost head pushed past his sphincter. It took all my self-control not to thrust the whole thing in, but oh did I want to. Lance would let me know later that the experience of each head entering him was like losing his anal virginity all over again. 

“Easy does it,” I said, applying a little more pressure.

I felt another satisfying ‘pop’ as the second head went in. There was a howl from Lance, and then the sounds of his muffled moans. He looked pretty sexy being stuffed by my huge dildo. There was one more head to go. Even though he was gaping a little, I realized that inside, Lance was still as tight as a drum. 

I slid the dildo back out a bit, grunted, and gave another push. Lance’s entire body went stock-still. And then suddenly he moved, his ass springing back. The entire dildo disappeared into his hole. 

“Oh please oh please oh please…” he breathed, but his sentence was cut short by Parker’s cock. 

“Sissies take in the ass and shut the fuck up,” he growled. 

I started to push and gyrate my hips, enjoying the sight of the thing extending out of me digging and stretching out his hole. It took me a while to get into a good rhythm. I spanked his butt cheeks and bolted my fingers to his lower hips. Soon enough, the noises that poured out of Lance were unrecognizable. He was whimpering and crying and groaning like a girl, as if he didn’t have the capacity to process the sheer pleasure that was building up inside his core.

I reached down and grabbed his balls.

Lance’s body jerked forward.

I laughed and gave his hard little dick a squeeze.

I think that was too much for him, because he came. Cum shot out of him like a sticky froth, depositing it in my palm.

Slowly, I pulled the dildo out.

“Alright, eat that up,” I said, letting his cum ooze to the floor. “Your destruction isn’t over yet, sissy.”

Parker and I both began slapping Lance’s ass, watching it wobble as he bent over and licked his cum. Pretty soon his whole butt was red.

“Do you think we can make Lulu cum one more time?” I asked Parker mischievously. 

“I bet we can,” he said. 

Once Lance finished eating his mess, I settled back on the couch. I ordered him to crawl forward and spread his legs wide open and lay them up on the couch, with his butt still down on the floor. 

I spit on my palm and grabbed hold of his cock. I began to massage his shaft up and down. 

“Look at your little three-inch sissy dicky,” I said. “It’s so fucking small. You should be ashamed of your dick.”

I tightened my grip and continued stimulating him. He was erect in a matter of seconds. Parker was bent over his face, grunting and jerking himself off.  

“You know you’re a slut.” The words came out of me slowly and deliberately. I needed each word to hit him like a rock. “And what’s more, you’re a sissy slut. You know after tonight you can never go back again right? You’ll have to wear lingerie and girly clothes forever, and everyone will know what a sissy you are.”

I spit once again into both my palms before stroking his cock and balls again. Beneath me, Lance writhed and moaned in his girly voice.  

“You want to know how pathetic you are? Cocks turn you on! I can’t fucking believe how much you like cocks. There’s no way you’re straight, I can promise you that. You like things up your ass a little too much!”

As soon as I said that I dug two fingers deep into his asshole. I wanted total control over how I was going to stimulate him. With my left hand I began massaging his cock faster and faster. With my right, I probed around in his core until I thought I hit the spot. I knew I’d succeeded when Lance let out whimpers of pleasure. 

“I’m gonna cum,” Parker said, leaning forward a bit more to angle his drip straight into Lance’s mouth.

“Cum now, Lulu!” I urged, pleasuring him even faster. “You’re not a man! You were never a man! Look at you wearing panties and a bra, with your fat boobs jiggling about!” I applied more pressure to his asshole, feeling the power in my fingers as I twisted them even deeper inside. “Prove to me you’re a pathetic sissy! Prove it and cum now while you enjoy the taste of another man’s seed!”

It worked. Lance squirted for the second time that night while taking Parker’s massive load down his throat. He closed his eyes and cried out like he was having a seizure. His sissy milk jutted out marvelously and poured down on himself and began running down towards his chest.

“Wow,” I breathed. “What a loser.”

I took hold of his legs and placed them gingerly on the carpet. Then I cradled my fiancé in my arms and kissed him on the lips. He was sticky and completely disheveled but somehow still looked very feminine.

“That was great,” I said.

“Uh-huh.” Lance didn’t look like he could speak anytime soon. “Yer...yer liked?”

“Liked? I loved it,” I said, smiling down at him. “I feel like a damn queen.”


EPILOGUE

Two months later

We touched down at Pearson and the first thing Lance did when we reached the arrivals terminal was disappear into the men’s room. He came out with his eyes lined, lashes covered with mascara, and glossy lips. Draped around his shoulders was a pretty red shawl.

“A little too excited to go home, are we?” I teased. “Is it because Parker’s coming to pick us up?”

Lance reddened.

We held hands and headed out into the sunshine, our bags in tow. There was Parker, with his giant smile and very comparable stature. I squinted. Maybe it was the lighting, but did he get cuter?

“How was the honeymoon?” he asked, giving me a kiss on the cheek.

“Amazing,” I said. 

Both our wedding and honeymoon couldn’t have been more perfect. My beautiful mom proudly walked me down the aisle, and I felt like a princess in my garden-themed dress and my grandmother’s lace veil. Lance stole some of the spotlight too—and no, he wasn’t wearing a dress—but he looked like the most handsome prince on earth. My prince. I was the only one in the room that knew his little secret…the tight, sexy panties hiding underneath his tuxedo.

The ceremony went as smooth as silk and after that we both literally headed to the dance floor and everyone just danced the night away. Soon after that, we flew to Mauritius where we honeymooned for a week at an all-inclusive beach resort. We had a magical time exploring our new sexual identities. Lance, as it turned out, might be into both men and women. And—this was the true shocker—I just might dig the idea of dominating a sexy woman too.

Lance stood shyly by my side, staring adorably up at Parker, waiting for my instructions. I smiled at him.

“You may kiss him, Lulu,” I said.

He wrapped his arms around Parker’s neck and kissed him on the cheek. Parker bent down and kissed him back, this time on the lips.

“I’ve missed my sissy missy,” he murmured. “I’ll be seeing you soon, and that ass better be trained by now.”

Lance giggled like a schoolgirl.

Parker drove us home and settled us in as newlyweds. We’d both had such a good time but were now feeling pretty drained. We had our showers and then collapsed into our comfy bed.

We were back to our old lives now, but everything was tinged with an exciting new layer.

“Alright, so since our honeymoon is officially over,” I cooed. “I have something for you.”

This time, Lance obediently pulled down his panties. 

I took his limp little penis in my hands and fastened his new chastity cage around it, closing the shiny padlock in with a satisfying ‘click’.

Somehow I was feeling horny again. I glanced at Lance.

“How about we let off some steam?” I said, spreading my legs open.

He dove in between my thighs and served me with his tongue, working around and over my clit with his fingers curved inside me to stimulate that perfect little spot. I came. Hard.

“Your turn,” I said. “Bend over, sissy.”

He giggled and propped his ass all the way up. He knew what was coming.

As I buckled on my strap-on, I thought dreamily about how there was no way I’d ever get tired of pegging my husband.

Feminizing him had started off as just sex. But now, it had blossomed into something more. It was like he’d unwrapped a gift. The role reversal was perfect for us, and I’d come to understand that it was really what we made of it. There were no rules really. No guidebook. Just my likes and preferences merging with his, so we could create that bubble of fantasy that was perfect just for us. 

And our relationship with Parker…well, he’s what I’d call the sprinkle of icing on our cake. We were happy with that arrangement for now, just doing what we felt comfortable with and trying out what we were okay to explore. It didn’t hurt that Lance had the biggest crush on him.

No one apart from me, Beth, my mother, and Parker knew about Lance’s crossdressing side. That’s how we decided to play it for now. It could change in the future, though. Never say never, right? We didn’t have all the answers now but at least we could figure it out—together!


THE END


Thank you for reading!

Lots of love, Rae


Also by Rae Robinson:

My Bossy Girlfriend: A Femdom Sissy Maid Story
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When Mitch’s girlfriend Hailey left him behind to go to college, he knew that their long-distance relationship was never going to pan out. With her beauty, brains, and downright sauciness, it was only a matter of time before some college hunk would come in and swoop her away.

Four years later though, despite his worries, Hailey’s unexpectedly stuck by him. And not just that, she’s moving back into town and into his apartment. Mitch is ecstatic.

But that’s when he learns just how bossy and dominating she’s actually become.

It starts with an innocent back scrub that evolves into him having to clean and cook her meals just the way she likes it. Soon, Mitch will be asked to wear a sexy French maid’s uniform, pump his chest, and strut around in red lipstick and high heels while doing his maid chores and entertaining Hailey’s very hot girlfriends.

As Mitch descends into his new life of servitude and extreme sissy submission to his beautiful girlfriend, what he fears most is that his love for her might know no bounds…

***

Feeling hot and bothered? Get started reading now!
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Also by Rae Robinson:

Put In Her Panties: 5-Book XXX Erotica Bundle
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“Take off your robe,” she said. “I just want you in these heels and undergarments.”

My breath caught in my throat.

I was about to be shamed and degraded, wearing things only a stripper would dare to wear...

Grab these five FIERY tales of femdom feminization, sissification, and crossdressing at this exclusive discount price!

These scary dominant women were just waiting for sissies like you to feminize, doll up and play with—all for their own amusement. You’ll be put into sexy bras, panties, corsets, stockings, heels, makeup and much, much more, and trained to serve their unspeakably taboo needs.

Terrified yet? Pay attention, because if you mess up, you might just be stretched wide open and stuffed far beyond your own limits…

Oh, sweetie! Are you crying?

No time for tears now, I’m afraid.

Buckle up, sissy, your pleasure and pain training is just about to start…

This hot five-book erotica bundle includes:

Serving The MILF

From Husband To Lesbian Lover

Pleasing Mistress Vera

Becoming Her Sissy Doll

Sweet Little Sissy Maid

***

Feeling hot and bothered? Get started reading now!
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Keep up with Rae Robinson!

MY AUTHOR PAGE

(AKA your never-ending treasure trove of feminization fantasies!)

To check out all my hot new releases, be sure to visit my Amazon Author Page!


Keep up with Rae Robinson!

MY NEWSLETTER

Want exclusive email updates, announcements, and hot new releases? Sign up for my newsletter! You’ll also get to download Transformed By His Online Date, a never-before-published, too-risqué-for-Amazon story!


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

A full-time content writer by day and an erotica writer by night, Rae Robinson writes all kinds of dirty stories when the doors are locked and anything can happen. Her main interests include femdom, sissification, and feminization. She particularly loves exploring the intersection between sexuality and self-identity.
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