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1  – The Dominatrix 

Karlene Adair was a dominatrix. 

She was not any dominatrix; not someone men could find in the personals or pop-ups on fe�sh sites. At five foot ten, Karlene was slim, intelligent and beau�ful. She could have been anything she wanted: a supermodel, A-list film star, an academic or a celebrity therapist. She chose to be a discrete ball-breaking mistress to the rich and powerful. Her single purpose was to turn wealthy men into her compliant litle sissy girls. Mistress Karlene excelled at her work. 

She peered down at the sissy cowering at her feet. This was becoming too easy. Where were the chal enges these days? This outwardly asser�ve male reduced to a weeping pansy. Too easy. 

Karlene twisted her long slim fingers before her client’s panic-fil ed eyes. She preferred the term client, this was a�er all, a professional rela�onship. They received their feminisa�on and punishment, she received their money and a whole lot of pleasure. 

Karlene’s nails were long and red; the talons of a professional predator. 

They moved over the shivering body of this once-powerful male at her feet. 

Now he was a docile sissy. She had removed his body hair; his arms, legs and chest were as smooth as a young girl’s. 

Karlene had dressed him in a frilly litle-girls’ party dress with frilly pan�es. 

They showed under the dress. It was too short to cover them. Their dresses always were. She loved pu�ng her sissies in litle girls’ clothes. Some�mes it might be pink bal erina skirts, other �mes schoolgirl skirts and blouses. Her favourite was the princess dress; she saved that for special occasions. 

She had pushed white ankle socks onto her sissy’s large feet, fol owed by cute white shoes with a single buckle. She used an online store for outsize litle girls’ shoes. She pulled his hair into two small sissy pigtails on the side of his head using pink bows. 

Karlene sighed, this was what life was all about. Her lithe fingers played with his litle dick through his pan�es. It was as hard as a rod. A small rod. 

Sissy’s face had a pained look of ecstasy. She loved his look of uter humilia�on. She wrapped a hand around his shaved balls through the pan�es. The sissy gasped, pan�ng, breathless. They so loved her playing with their litle cli�es. She squeezed hard and he squealed like a baby piglet. She let go when his eyes watered. Was he crying? She hoped so. 

She dug her fingers inside his pan�es and scratched her fingernails up and down his litle erec�on. It was obvious he was desperate to cum. She stopped and gazed into his tearful eyes, eyes ful  of intense desire and love for her. Her face inches away, her lips parted, her breath on his. She knew he wanted to kiss her, to feel her tongue. He should know beter. 

He calmed down, his need to cum had receded. She pulled down his pan�es and circled a damp forefinger over the end of his erec�on, bringing him to the brink again. Then she stopped. This was such good fun. He wept in his despera�on to cum, he pleaded with her. A drop of pre-cum sissy juice oozed from the end of his litle erec�on penis. She let the bead of pre-cum drop onto the end of her finger. She waved it back and forth in front of his eyes. It hypno�sed him. 

She pushed his mouth open. “Open your mouth sissy and put out your tongue.” 

She wiped the end of her cum-covered finger onto the end of his tongue. 

She closed his mouth, making him swallow. 

“Training and for the cum of other pansies. Or maybe real men? Let’s see.” 

She trained them hard un�l they were obsequious, subservient litle girls. 

Then it was the �me to take them to play with her experienced sissies. This one wasn’t ready yet. There was �me. Making her sissies play together was the biggest fun of all. She loved to guide her new sissy’s erect cocks into the open wai�ng mouths of her experienced sissies. The first �me was best, the look of distaste as another sissy put lips around their precious litle cocketes: priceless. She turned them around and guided their hard 

cocketes into her new pansy-girl’s �ght firm arse. That’s what sissy vaginas were for. 

Soon she would be leaving this city for new challenges. She wanted to widen her client base in a new city, a new pool of poten�al clients. To find someone who might be more of a chal enge. For now, she needed this new sissy well trained. She went back to work on his erec�on, playing, taun�ng, bringing him to the brink then le�ng him down. 

Then she’d lock him up in a �ght cage and �ckle it through the bars. 

He’d drizzle out. Another ruined orgasm, how deligh�ul. 



2  – The Target 

Karlene Adair arrived in the new city that morning. She was looking for new vic�ms to transform into sissy pansies who would pay her for the privilege. 

She first spent the day setling into her new city centre penthouse apartment. It covered the en�re top floor of a twenty-storey tower of shining steel and dark glass. Her re�nue of sissies and pansies paid for the place. In the evening, she was going to hunt for local men to transform into new clients. A lady had to fuel her passions and there was no �me to lose. 

She entered the Coffee Bean, an upmarket coffee bar in the business area in the early a�ernoon. A so� murmur of voices bubbled over low background jazz music. She sat at a circular marble-topped table next to a plate glass window running the length of the café. The backwards words the Coffee Bean were etched in large brown wri�ng on the glass. The image of a roasted bean replaced the ‘ a’  in Bean .  

A sign over the marble counter said bar service. She cal ed a young man cleaning the tables. He came over, a cloth in one hand, a name tag on his chest announcing him as Wayne. 

“Wayne dear, would you bring me a small coffee, skimmed milk, no sugar.” 

“I’m awful y sorry, madam,” Wayne said. “But the Coffee Bean is counter service.” 

“Yes, Wayne, I know.” She glared. “Just get it, would you? There’s a good boy.” 

He scampered away. He returned with her drink. Mistress Karlene acknowledged him with a small nod. The boy waited, his eyes falling over her long legs and breast. 

“You may go.” Karlene waved him away with a flick of her fingers. 

She intended to scour the internet on her phone for new male targets in the city: the rich, the famous and the powerful. 

Wayne hadn’t cleared her table yet and a free local newspaper lay open across the surface. She was about to cal  Wayne back when a large colour 

photo caught her aten�on. She picked it up, holding the pages open double width. Karlene recognised the man in the photo. 

He was a litle grey around the temples these days, she thought it suited him. He was wearing a dark-blue suit that screamed expensive and made-tomeasure. His dark-brown hair was long, over his ears and collar. He had fil ed out. Not fat, but the weight that comes with maturity and gym work. 

And success. He grinned into the camera with a look of confidence and power. The headline stated: 

LOCAL ENTREPRENEUR OPENS NEW HQ IN CITY 

There was no doubt who the local entrepreneur was: Paul Paige, from her col ege days. Or as she had cal ed him back then:  Pansy Paul. 

He had been her first, the star�ng pistol on her race to transform wealthy men into sissies. 

A smal  smile spread across her wide sensual lips, a hint of perfect white teeth peeked through. She s�l  thought of him as  little Pansy Paul.  At five foot six, he was four inches shorter than her. That was before she put heels on. 

Who would have guessed Paul Paige was a pansy from this newspaper photo? Beneath the expensive suit and asser�ve smile, this successful businessman had a �ny dick and a sissy disposi�on. 

How many men compensated for lack of size through over-achievement? 

Karlene knew the answer well enough. 

Well, well, how long had it been? Ten years? They had been students together, twenty-one years old and about to start out in life. The warm memories of Pansy Paul in their final semesters at college ran through her mind. They had met in their MBA classes and dated for the final two semesters. They both graduated with dis�nc�on and went their separate ways. 

Paul had been serious and business-like. And conserva�ve. She had brought out something else: his latent sissy-girl tendencies. She wondered if anyone else had found his sissy side. 

She thought she wouldn’t know anyone in this city. She had been wrong, she did know someone a�er al . Who would have thought?  Little Pansy Paul. He had been her first, she had made him her pansy princess during their college romance. 

Karlene sat back on her chair, a flume of thin steam rose from her dark coffee. Spits of rain hit against the plate-glass café window, brown leaves swirled in a mini-tornado thrown up by gusts of wind. People pushed by along the damp concrete footpath, heads down, oblivious to anything in their focus to get home. Cars nudged forward nose to tail, windscreen wipers flapping brake lights red. 

A smile spread across her round face. She licked the botom of her lip, like a Persian cat about to devour fresh cream.  Pansy would be her fresh cream. 

No need to search the internet, fate had played its hand. Here was a ready pansy served up on a plate for her. 

She liked them wealthy and small down below, like Pansy Paul. It made things so much easier when they had �ny cocks and litle Pansy Paul had the 

�niest dick she had ever seen. Before or since. She grinned at the memory. 

He had more of a clity than a dick. 

It had been pure chance she’d gone into the Coffee Bean that a�ernoon. It was des�ny  spo�ng Pansy Paul’s happy and unaware face as it peered at her from a free newspaper discarded by a busy customer. 

She read the ar�cle with relish. He had opened his new company headquarters as his business was expanding. Interes�ng, Pansy had become wealthy. The ar�cle said he headed a $50M turnover business called Cochin Inc. growing at 20% a year. She sat up, she smelled money and fun. A flurry of excitement surged in her chest. She recognised the feeling. She had it every �me she started the hunt. 

The ar�cle said he was married. This was not unexpected, he was a good looking man. And wealthy. A wife was never an obstacle, Karlene had yet to meet any wife who could match her in looks, confidence and sexual allure. 

The wife would be an element of guilt for Pansy for a few moments. 

Karlene’s allure would entrance Pansy as it did for all sissies. 

Instead of searching for the rich and powerful of the city, she searched for Cochin Inc. on her phone browser. The new headquarters address came up. 

Ten walk minutes from where she was in the heart of the business district. 

Perfect. 

The ar�cle said Paul Paige was holding the inaugural board mee�ng there this a�ernoon. She would make a surprise visit to litle Pansy. Surprises are best, they put her target sissy men on the back foot immediately. She got up and moved across the Coffee Bean like a predator falcon gliding on a thermal. 

Her long metal earrings jangled as she strode with her natural assured confidence. Four-inch spike heels clicked like a �me bomb against the �led floor. Male customers glanced up to fol ow her swivel ing botom. Her legs extended forever from her short dress. Her thick dark hair flayed around bare light brown-skinned shoulders. It flowed down her back like windswept ocean waves at dusk. She spoted the male onlookers from her peripheral vision, the saliva�ng male masses. They all came under her sensuous ero�c spell. 

Mistress Karlene Adair: intelligent, beau�ful, an animal sensuality. Like a panther on the prowl. She narrowed her eyes; she was a heartbreaker, a vixen and a ball-breaking dominatrix. She never needed an appointment with anyone. Ever. 

Especially litle Pansy Paul with the �ny cockete. 





3  — The Tempta�on 

Karlene sat, cool and control ed, her back as straight as a board. She perched on the edge of a black leather Barcelona chair in the soul ess recep�on area of 

Cochin Inc. Karlene’s eyes flickered imperiously, surveying, taking it all in. She shook back her mane of long swirling brown hair and ran her fine hands through it. 

A young fair-haired recep�onist in a dark-blue corporate jacket sat behind a tall wooden desk. The jacket was butoned up. Behind her, Cochin Inc. was writen in 18-inch metal leters against a backdrop of modern city skyscrapers. 

“Mr Paige is coming to meet you now. His board mee�ng has just finished,” the recep�onist said as if announcing the next train at a sta�on. 

A double door to the side sprung open. Several men and women in dark suits burst through, foreheads creased in discussion. They passed her, heading to the li�s. The eyes of each man fell over Karlene as they walked by. Paul Paige fol owed, his face alive with a broad smile, his arms wide. 

Karlene smiled at him sweetly, appraising and analysing him. She was in hun�ng mode and here was her prey. Not as one of her sissies, but she was there to rekindle what they had a college. A rela�onship, albeit with Karlene in control and Paul as her sissy in the bedroom. She wouldn’t want to embarrass him in public as she o�en did with the others. In private, well, that was another story. 

“Karlene, so good to see you again,” he said as he stood back to take her in. 

“Ten years? What a wonderful surprise to see you? How did you find me? 

What are you doing in town?” He looked at her over again. “Why didn’t you call?” 

“So many ques�ons, so many clichés.” 

Paul Paige’s face flashed surprise. She smiled and he relaxed. 

The main thing for her was Pansy was pleased to see her. Rekindling their affair would be so much easier. He was more formal and reserved than she remembered him as a student. She would change that, she wanted to see the litle sissy in Pansy Paul Paige again. As soon as possible. She shivered at the thought. 

He looked her over and down her body, setling a moment too long on the tops of her large breasts, �ght and exposed by a low-cut top. His 5� 6ins height put them at his eye-level with her, she stood 6� 1in in four-inch heels. 

Male lust, it was there with al  of them, even litle Pansy. He may be a big important businessman here, but he would always be litle Pansy to her. 

“It’s nice to see you again, Paul,” she said, bi�ng back the word  Pansy. 

She didn’t want to humiliate him in front of his recep�onist. No, she s�ll cared for him, humilia�on in public was for the others. She would wait for privacy before she called him Pansy again. Karlene balled her hands �ght at the prospect. Her move to the new city was paying dividends on the first day. 

Pansy Paul. Or he would be again soon. 

He put an arm on her bare back, her short mini dress was cut away behind from neck to the smal  of her back. His eyes setled on the top of the round botom. She never al owed sissies to touch her. For Pansy, she made an excep�on. He was small in height and small in dick, but he had personality and she liked that. 

“Come with me, Karlene, let’s go to my private room. We can catch up on the past ten years.” 

He looked at his watch. She could see his nervousness beneath the confident smooth exterior. 

“Sure,” she said, her smile broadening. 

Men liked to play the big macho man. She took them to where she wanted them and where they wanted to go: sissies. 

Paul turned towards the recep�onist. “You can leave now, Vicky, everyone’s le� for the evening.” 

The recep�onist stood and thanked him, grabbed a bag and coat from under the desk and headed for the li�s. Karlene followed Paul through the door. 

There was no ques�on, he would be desperate to date her. They al  were. 

Most didn’t get that far, their fate was mostly to be a sissy to play with and to entertain her. Pansy Paul was going to be both. 

He had fil ed out a litle since col ege days, as hinted from his newspaper photo, but he was s�ll slim. He looked defined. He had been skinny, the way she preferred her men. She would take him back to being slimmer, muscles had no place in her world, sissies had to be feminine. That was easy. 

He showed her through the deserted offices, past a desk next to a dark door. 

Paul Page, CEO Cochin Inc. was writen large on the door in silver leters. He had succeeded, as he had planned. Karlene knew beneath all his business leader bravado, he was a litle pansy in bed. 

They entered a large room, set in the corner of the fourteenth floor. Floor to ceiling windows lined two sides of the room. A cream leather sofa sat along one glass wall and an oval mahogany mee�ng table with six chairs sat in the middle of the room. 

Paul went to the sofa and sat. Karlene sat next to him and she let her leg brush against his. He didn’t move so she put it back hard against his leg and leant into him. His musky a�ershave was strong and masculine. She would change this to a sweet feminine perfume or an eau-de-cologne. 

Panic shot over his face then disappeared. She had him ratled, her beauty and close aten�on on him was having the effect she wanted and expected. 

She had been in offices and rooms like this many �mes before, with powerful businessmen, poli�cians and TV stars. All of them over-compensated for their �ny cocks and stature with false macho bravado. She had broken them al  into demure litle sissy girls, emasculated into becoming her pansy princesses. And they paid her for the privilege. And it was certainly a privilege for them to spend �me in the presence of Mistress Karlene. Karlene, the bal -breaker and creator of sissies. It was what her life was for. 

Karlene followed Paul’s lips as he described his work. Karlene nodded at the right places and smiled when he did. Every so o�en she placed a long slim hand on his knee and le� it there a few moments. She crossed her legs, her small dress rode up, exposing her slender bare thighs. His eyes darted to them as he spoke. She let a single shoe dangle from a toe. His eyes widened. 

“You’ve done so well, Paul-y.” Karlene’s voice was so�, demure and breathless. “I can’t believe we were so young back then in col ege.” 

Paul was different to the others, she liked him a lot at col ege. He s�l  had something that made her not want to be so demanding as with the others. 

This would be different to the others. He would become a sissy, of course, but she would be caring and though�ul. 

Karlene shuffled up closer to him and leant in, her lips close to his ear. She placed her hand on his knee and kept it there. She looked into his eyes, 

�l�ng her head, giving him �me to take in her expensive perfume. Her �ght dress rode up further, exposing a hint of her �ny white pan�es. Her hair tumbled over her face, thick brown and shining. 

“You look like you keep fit,” Karlene said, as she ran a long fine hand down along his arm, squeezing his bicep. 

Karlene hummed and her fingers danced down his arm, past his hand and onto the side of his hips. Paul glanced towards the door, his eyes wide in panic as if he expected to see someone outside. He was swea�ng and he placed a finger inside his shirt collar and ran it around his neck. 

She smiled again, a wide smirk. She had him on the back foot. He would not be able to resist her, they never could. Her dominant al ure. It was �me to move in. 

“Do you remember our �me together at col ege, Paul?” 

He looked flustered. She saw his memories were flooding back. Her eyes widened in fake innocence. 

“Do you remember what I cal ed you?” 

He squirmed on the sofa. His face creased up, his eyes like slits. She could see he remembered. 

“I cal ed you litle Pansy Princess.” Karlene’s hand moved closer to his crotch. 

“And I called you litle because your �ny cock is so small, like a girl’s clity. 

And pansy because.” She looked to the ceiling in thought. “Because you were so feminine.” 

He cringed in horror. 

“Do you remember, Pansy?” 

Karlene’s voice was so�, as if she were being kind to him. She believed bestowing the name  Little Pansy on him was an act of kindness, something honourable for her to do for him. 

Her litle finger twitched over his fly. His face flushed, he breathed in and held his breath. Another of her fingers joined the first, rubbing so�ly over his trouser fly. She thought she felt his erec�on under the zipper. It wasn’t obvious, his penis was so small. 

“And do you remember you used to cry like a litle girl?” 

Karlene’s voice remained gentle, teasing but loving. He said  yes,  his voice a distant dry croak, his throat caught. 

“Do you remember when I’d straddle you, si�ng on top of you, trying to find the feeling from your �ny girly clity. And you’d cry. Just like the pansy girl you are. My princess. Her  hand moved over his flies and she pushed her palm into his erec�on. “I want you to be my pansy princess again. My litle sissy girl.” 

“Karlene,” he said through dry lips. “I’m married.” 

Karlene kneaded his erec�on through his trousers. He hadn’t pushed her away. She hooked the zipper between two finger�ps and slid it down. Paul watched her fingers, a sigh of pleasure escaped, but his face was in turmoil. 

Karlene registered his comment about being married; her smile con�nued without a break. 

“I was caring to you, Pansy. Do you remember? I wil  be caring to you again, my prety princess.” 

A strong resolve swept across his face and he sat up and went to move away, 

“Yes, I remember Karlene, it was ten years ago. A lot has changed since then. 

We’re no longer young students, we’re now thirty-years-old. And I’m happily married.” 

Karlene slid her litle finger inside the open fly and touched his penis through his underpants. He was rock hard. She wasn’t surprised, she never failed, it’s how she controlled all her sissies and how she would break Pansy Paul again. 

She raised her other hand and stroked his face. Her lips moved closer to his, brushing the side of his mouth. Her hand slipped inside his trouser fly, her hands fondled him through the striped coton boxers. He froze, she saw he was torn. It was �me to take him. This was just like old �mes. 

He would be her Pansy Princess again. 





4  — The Rejec�on 

She flipped the fly of Paul’s boxer shorts open and looked down. His litle cock was hard and proud, poin�ng upright like a �ny s�ck, lost among the folds of so� underwear. It was so cute, so girly; she felt a catch in her throat, this is what she lived for. This man, proud and confident, reduced to a frozen sissy with a small hard dick. 

She looked into his frightened eyes and brushed his cheek with her lips. He froze, unable to move as her hand meandered over his face, the other on his litle cockete. His eyes swivelled to the door again as Karlene put a thumb and forefinger on the end of his litle cock. She rubbed the foreskin down and back up. Her light touch was expert and gentle. Her other hand rubbed his ear and then across to his lips. She parted his lips and pushed in to touch his tongue. 

Paul’s eyes glazed, as if he were in a spel . He groaned, his body s�ffened. He pul ed away. His face flushed red, his breathing became faster, his mouth set 

�ght. 

“What are we doing, Karlene?” He looked away from her. “We’re not at col ege any more.” 

Karlene kept her thumb and forefinger on the end of his litle penis. “What’s the problem, my prety princess?” 

“I told you, Karlene, I’m married. I have a stunning wife. She’s called Gemma and she’s a supermodel.” His words tumbled out like boulders rolling down a hil . “I adore her. We married three years ago. We’re in love. Sorry, Karlene. I can’t do this. It’s wonderful, you’re wonderful. In any other circumstances, I would fall for you again. But it’s wrong. I can’t.” 

He picked up his phone and flicked through the photos. He chose one and pushed an image of a tall blond beau�ful lady into her face. His flies were s�ll open and his �ny erec�on firm in excitement. Karlene’s fingers s�ll worked at his foreskin with gentle, light touches. 

His face was a mix of relief and pride. Karlene dropped his litle cock. It stood up, like a �ny spring bud. 

She sat straight, looked at the screen and put a hand around the phone. 

“She’s prety, Pansy, but there’s no need to worry my litle girl, this wil  be our secret. I’ve never told anyone you’re a pansy princess. Your Gemma need never know.” 

Paul cleared his throat. “Gemma and I have a tradi�onal marriage and sex is great. We are loyal and we respect each other completely. There are no problems of any kind in our rela�onship. It’s perfect and I don’t want to do anything to ruin what we have. I appreciate the offer, I do. But I can’t do this.” 

“You can do it, Princess. These are excuses.” Karlene said. 

He stood up. He poked away his litle cock and zipped up his fly. He made to go to the door. Karlene put on an exaggerated look of disappointment. 

“I’ll be seeing  little clitty  again soon, Princess, you can count on it.” 

He looked away in embarrassment. “We have guests coming tonight. 

Gemma and I. At our home.” He glanced at his watch again to emphasise the point. “I need to go.” 

Karlene’s face was so� and unlined. A small grin reappeared on her lips. She ran the �p of her tongue over the top and then the botom of her full wide lips. 

“That’s OK, sweet Princess, I completely understand.” She crossed one leg over the other and sat back. “Don’t worry, I can finish what I started when you have more �me, my sweet Pansy.” 

Karlene stood and walked up to him. She saw his eyes flow over her breasts, her dusky fleshy mounds were large and firm. His body s�ffened, his face wary as she moved in close and ran a hand over his face cheek and down his arm. Her fingers ran down his side and down to his bum. She touched his bum cheek and pulled him close. 

“You, Pansy, are my litle princess.” Her voice was firm. “I have lots of pansies to play with.” She fixed his eyes with hers and put her lush wide lips to one of his ears. “But you, Pansy Princess, were always my favourite. The special one.” 

She allowed the hint of a grin. She shook her mane of thick dark hair back and her earrings jingled like �ny bells. Karlene moved back, allowing him to head for the door again. He wiped his forehead with the back of a hand. 

“Pansy?” 

He turned back to face her, his hands on the door handle, his eyes dar�ng with nerves wai�ng for her to speak. 

Karlene put her head to one side and said in a voice �nged with syrup. “My litle Pansy Princess, there is no escape. Wife or no wife.” 

He rushed out the door. Karlene shrugged her shoulders and smirked. 

She had given him the chance to date her on her terms. He had rejected her. 

She would have made him her pansy princess and treated him with love and care. Now al  bets were off. Not only would she make him into a pansy princess, but now she would go a whole lot further than she had gone before. Nothing was out of bounds now. Nothing. No one rejects Karlene Adair without consequences. 

Karlene held her hands together in excitement. Vengeance was such good fun; this was the challenge she had sought. 





5  —  The Training 

The buzzer sounded on Karlene’s intercom. It was 2 pm sharp; Paul Paige’s wife Gemma was dead on �me. Karlene liked punctuality, it showed a firm and confident personality. Karlene buzzed Gemma up to her city-centre penthouse apartment, on the twen�eth floor. She opened the door and le� 

it ajar. 

Karlene had a sixth sense about Gemma and her senses rarely let her down. 

Her senses told her there was a dormant but dominant goddess inside Gemma. The goddess needed awakening. Gemma had to be dominant to be with Pansy Paul even if she didn’t realise it. Yet. 

In truth, it was there in most women. Litle Pansy Paul was so in love with his wife and this meant there was something strong inside her. 

Karlene had called Paul the morning a�er their encounter at his offices. She explained she wanted to get to know his wife. Karlene had told him how she was new to the city and wanted to find female friends. She added that Gemma must be a wonderful lady if he was so much in love with her so she would love to be friends with his lovely lady. 

Paul arranged for Gemma and Karlene to meet. Karlene smiled, Pansy Paul always did as he was told by strong confident women. She guessed Gemma got her own way too. The dormant Dominant. 

Two days a�er Karlene’s encounter with Paul at his office, she would be mee�ng his beau�ful wife. Knowing Paul was not available as a roman�c date, he was now her next target. She would turn this powerful businessman who rejected her into a sweet litle girly sissy. She would put him in girl’s party dresses, cheerleader ou�its and schoolgirl uniforms. 

This �me she would add cuckolding to the mix. She hadn’t done that before. 

She would use Gemma as her weapon. She warmed to the idea when thinking through her approach. Gemma must be frustrated with his litle dick. 

Karlene rubbed her hands together, this �me her approach would be different. A fresh approach to feminisa�on by adding cuckolding. Paul and Gemma’s strong rela�onship meant she had to recruit Gemma as a catalyst for his transforma�on. His transforma�on into an adorable litle sissy girl. 

Karlene loved a challenge. Cuckolding and making him Gemma’s sissy would be an act of care. A gi� from her to Gemma. Paul’s evident love for Gemma would be the key as he will want to please her. 

Karlene had led Gemma to believe they would be having a friendly chat over coffee at her home. It was true Karlene wanted a female friend, but it was to share her voca�on in life. Karlene had invited Gemma to seduce her into becoming a heartbreaking, cuckolding Goddess. Karlene was going to demonstrate the benefits of having a well-hung, sexy, powerful boyfriend. 

And to have Paul as her cuckold sissy princess. Once Gemma experiences an eleven-inch cock inside her, there would be no going back. What is there not to love about that scenario? 

Gemma was going to experience a whole new world of love, affec�on and power. Karlene could not contain her excitement at the prospects of her plan. She paced the floor by the open front door, wai�ng for it to begin. 

Karlene heard footsteps echo in the marbled passageway outside her door. 

Gemma appeared in the doorway, a sweet open smile lit her round fairskinned face. A look of innocence and naivety flickered in her eyes. Good. 

Gemma was in a black dress with black glossy high heeled shoes. Her blond hair had a styled windswept look. She looked as if she had just stepped off the cover of a fashion magazine. 

Karlene stepped backwards away from the entrance. Gemma strode towards her. She walked with one foot in front of the other, as if walking on an invisible �ghtrope. Karlene noted her calm and assured manner. And beau�ful. Gemma took Karlene’s fingers and shook her hand. 

Gemma was a touch taller than Karlene, making her around five-ten in bare feet. Sheer light tan stockings glistened on her slim, well-defined legs. Long model’s legs. Her dress was fi�ies style, flared out from a small waist with white polka dots. The top of her dress held her large round breasts in �ght. 

They spilled out from a low-cut front, in much the same way as Karlene’s. 

Pansy Paul liked big boobs, that was clear. She could work with this trait. This weakness. Maybe she would give him big boobs too? Now there’s an idea. 

Gemma smiled as if she were in a toothpaste commercial. Her enormous round blue eyes sparkled like two searchlights across an ocean. Blond hair rested on her bare shoulders, which were muscled and defined like an Olympic swimmer. 

Karlene showed Gemma across the open-plan floor to her corner sofa. 

Gemma sunk into the so� black leather. Karlene sat beside her. 

A watery October sun flickered across the floor. It peered in through the floor to ceiling windows that ran around two sides of the room. Twenty stories below them, vehicles lined up along the wide streets, hustling and chugging forward. Triple-glazed windows blocked the autumnal chill of the wind blowing off the slow wide river in the distance. 

“So,” Karlene began, she took Gemma’s hands in hers. “Do tell me about yourself, the woman who stole Paul’s heart.” She held on to the thought of him as Pansy Paul. 

Gemma’s face beamed. Karlene warmed to her wholesome look. Naive but strong. A strange mix. 

Gemma explained she had been a professional supermodel. She said at thirty-six, she found it difficult to find work, there were so many other young models coming in. She spent much of her �me these days at the gym, keeping trim in case work came in. Otherwise, she socialised, o�en at Paul’s business events. 

She said she guessed she had a nice �me, and she had the best man in the world as her husband. Maybe it wasn’t fulfilling when Paul was not at home with her, she had so much more to offer. Paul earned more than enough money for her not to have to work. He provided for her, he cared for her. 

Karlene listened to Gemma with interest, she liked her. 

Gemma told her they had met at a business show, fal en in love and married within eight weeks. As she spoke about their marriage, Karlene saw how much they loved each other. She would use this to cuckold Pansy Paul. 

“Paul is always working to make a beter life for us both. For me. He wants the best for me, nothing is too much trouble for him if it makes me happy.” 

This was music to Karlene’s ears. Once she had turned Gemma into the dominant goddess, Paul would be unable to refuse her anything. This made things easier. 

“He’s so loving when at home.” 

Gemma looked up at Karlene, her eyes fresh, large and deep blue. Her skin was pure and unlined. 

“He brings me flowers, he takes me to dinner, he cal s me throughout the day. He’s so though�ul. I couldn’t have found a beter husband.” 

“Yes, yes, I’m sure he is wonderful,” Karlene said, her face turning serious. 

“But how are things? Sexually?” 

Karlene spoted a flash of annoyance on Gemma’s face. It passed in an instant and Gemma’s face returned to her happy smile. Karlene guessed this was the weak spot, here was something to jemmy open wider. 

“Remember, Gemma, I once dated Paul so I know he’s not so big.” She pointed to her crotch and whispered conspiratorially, “Not so big down below.” 

Karlene put two fingers up together with a smal  gap between them. 

Gemma’s face showed surprise. Another hint of anger flashed before her smile returned. 

“Everything is wonderful, Karlene. I have no complaints.” Gemma said. 

Karlene saw Gemma wasn’t being honest. There was something in her face, her smile was too watery, her eyes hid a touch of sadness. 

Karlene persisted. “Yes I’m sure, darling, but I remember him more as a litle girl in bed, back in college days. I used to call him litle Pansy Paul.” She watched Gemma. “Small down below and shorter than me in height.” 

The annoyance flashed back in Gemma’s face again then went back to her fixed smile. “No honestly, Karlene, it’s great, he’s great. I have zero complaints about anything to do with Paul. He’s perfect.” 

Karlene nodded, she had opened the first crack in their so-called perfect marriage. The crack she would widen and lead to Gemma taking a lover. 

Gemma the Goddess and Pansy Paul her cuckold. 

“So tell me, Karlene,” Gemma said. “What is it you do?” She looked around and waved a hand in the air. “It looks to me you’re doing prety well for yourself. This is some place. What is it? $4,000 a week rental?” 

“I wouldn’t know about the rental darling, I bought it outright.” 

“So what is it you do to afford a penthouse apartment in the centre of the city worth millions? Paul was vague about you and your work.” 

Karlene rubbed her chin and pursed her lips. “I’m a professional dominatrix. 

“The room went silent. “I emasculate men with big wal ets and litle dicks. I turn them into submissive sissy princesses. They pay me because of their infatua�on with me and a single-minded desire to please me. 

This is how I can afford a mul�million-dollar penthouse in the city.” 

Gemma’s mouth dropped open like a broken ventriloquist’s doll. 

Karlene leant in and took Gemma’s hand in both of hers. “I have a passion, Gemma darling, a calling. I do as I please with these small-cocked wealthy men. And they give me money, lots of money.” 

Gemma stared at Karlene with disbelief. 

“I love having real men and boyfriends with big developed muscles on their 6� 4in bodies. The pansies serve me while I’m taking advantage of real men. 

Cleaning up and that kind of thing.” Karlene looked at the ceiling, thoughts of passionate nights passing through her mind. Sissies running around at her barked instruc�ons  “It’s all very discrete, of course, in private. Some of these sissies are wel -known men in the media, in business and in top-class sports.” 

Karlene watched Gemma’s astonishment. 

“You can’t imagine the pleasure I get from my work. It’s as if my body becomes fil ed with energy, like I’m being super-charged. To see those oncepowerful men creeping around as my litle pansy girls.” Karlene sighed in pleasure. It was �me to plant the seed. “I’m sure once you’ve experienced a rock-hard eleven-inch black cock, filling your pussy, in your throat-,” 

Karlene’s finger touched Gemma’s lips. “Once you’ve experienced it, there’s no going back, darling.” 

Gemma was mute. 





6  — The Beginning 

“I’m never cruel.” Karlene con�nued. “The pansy sissies want this, They want to be litle girls, sissies. They might not realise it at first, I grant you that. I have found most men have a litle pansy girl inside them wai�ng for the right person to bring it out. This is where I come in.” 

A moment passed. Gemma’s �ght shocked face dissolved into a wide grin. 

“Karlene, you’re such a joker. Paul told me you liked to joke and to shock and tease. Especial y about sexual maters.” 

Gemma chuckled but her eyes were not smiling. Karlene could see Gemma didn’t if she was joking or not. 

“Remember darling, I dated Paul in col ege. He was a litle pansy girl in bed.” 

Gemma fidgeted, showing her discomfort. She pulled her hand away from Karlene’s and stood up, her gaze shi�ed to the sky outside the picture windows. Karlene noted Gemma hadn’t rejected her confession out of hand. 

She hadn’t stormed out, she was thinking about what she’d heard. 

Something had intrigued her about Karlene’s lifestyle. 

Gemma turned back to face her. “This is all something of a shock to me. 

I live a tradi�onal life with a wonderful man. I can’t begin to comprehend this, this, this–.” 

She walked to the window and swung back. Her blond hair flowed around her neck, flicking her bare shoulders. The sun lit a glowing halo around her head. 

“I don’t know what to cal  it. Perversion?” She folded her arms, her breasts bulging. “I have Paul, he’s enough for me. I can’t imagine doing these things to men. To Paul. Or having another man, even if he were six-four with a massive cock. I only want Paul. There could never be anyone else for me.” 

Gemma stared out of the window, her thoughts had turned to her husband. 

Karlene needed to push a litle harder. What fun this was and what a chal enge Gemma was. Al  the sissy men she had ever met had been so� clay 

for her to mould. This �me she had a real chal enge. That’s why she had come to this city, it had al  become too easy. 

“Let me tell you about my hot male studs,” Karlene said. “I have a couple of 6�. 4in. black boyfriends, all rippling hard muscles, testosterone overload, smal  brains and giant cocks. Have you ever felt an eleven-inch cock inside you?” Karlene waited to give effect to what she was saying. “I guess not, with Pansy Paul’s �ny litle clity ratling around inside you.” 

Gemma stomped to the sofa and picked up her handbag. “Enough, Karlene. 

How dare you insult my husband and insinuate our sex life is lacking. Paul is not a pansy. Everything is perfect, he is perfect, our marriage is perfect.” 

She marched to the front door, her shoes clatered on the hardwood floor. 

She stopped at the front door. 

“Karlene.” She composed herself. “I think there’s something wrong with you.” 

Gemma wiped a tear from her eye with the back of her hand. Karlene guessed this would happen. She had gone in a litle hard, but she wanted to s�r Gemma into a reac�on to so�en her up. 

“Now, let me out.” Gemma stamped a foot on the wooden floor like an angry child. It echoed around the quiet apartment. 

Karlene got up and walked towards Gemma, her arms open. “Gemma, darling, I didn’t mean to upset you. I’m so sorry. Please forgive me.” 

Karlene laid an arm across Gemma’s strong shoulders. Skin touched skin. She kissed Gemma’s cheek. Gemma looked confused, she hadn’t expected that reac�on. 

“Gemma, darling, it’s my work, I don’t do anything bad. Everything I do is consensual, sort of, and private. Come back and sit down with me. Please? 

Give me a chance to explain a litle more. Hear me out.” 

Karlene took Gemma’s hand and led her back to the sofa. Gemma’s face was set in a look of petulance and she made a show of reluctance by dragging her feet. They sat back down and Karlene kept both her hands wrapped around Gemma’s hand. 

Gemma spoke. “I would never hurt my husband. Ever. I love him. The idea of having sex with someone else is abhorrent. Abhorrent.” She shook her head. 

“And to turn men into sissy girls?” She shook her head again. 

Karlene’s thumb rubbed Gemma’s hands. “I wouldn’t expect anything different from you, darling. It’s wonderful how much you love each other.” 

Gemma sobbed. Karlene guided Gemma’s head onto her shoulder, rubbing her hair. Karlene rested a hand on Gemma’s thigh, an inch above her knee. 

Gemma’s stockings were so� and smooth. Karlene swayed her finger�ps up and down Gemma’s leg, down to her knee and back up to her dress hem. It soothed her and Gemma’s sobs stopped. 

Karlene rubbed her fingers up and back down to Gemma’s knee. The next 

�me she went higher, pushing the hem above paterned stocking tops. 

Gemma put her hand on Karlene’s, stopping her from going further. She didn’t push her away, she kept her hand over Karlene’s. 

Karlene put her lips to Gemma’s ear, through so� shiny fair hair. She whispered. “It’s so hot to turn a powerful man into a litle pansy princess, a cuckold sissy. And it’s what they want. Everybody gets something from it.” 

Gemma relaxed and closed her eyes. Karlene pul ed her hand out of Gemma’s and moved it to her inner thigh. Her skin was delicate and uncovered by stockings. She moved a single finger�p in circling mo�ons on the so� white skin above her stocking top. She moved up, moving the dress hem with her fingers, hin�ng but not touching the two lip mounds outlined in the white pan�es. Gemma’s dress was above her pan�es, black suspender straps showed stark against Gemma’s light skin. 

“I tease and deny powerful men. I whisper to them they are litle girls. 

Sissies. Can you imagine how ero�c that is?” 

Gemma nodded, her eyes closed. She arched her back. 

“The trick is to seduce them but never al ow them to cum. Denial is key, darling. When they are desperate to cum, I stop on the cusp and I tell them to talk like litle girls. They do this thinking they will be permited to cum. 

Some�mes I like them to develop a cute lisp – y eth pleasth, Mistreth 

 Manitha, I want to be a pwitty pwinceth.  Of course, they can never cum.” 

Gemma sighed, her eyes remained closed �ght. 

“I speak to them as if they were litle girls because they are litle girls. I tease and deny them un�l they are reduced to tears. I take their litle foreskins on their litle cocketes in my two fingers. I rub it up and down to the point of climax again. I some�mes scratch a fingernail up and down the back of their litle cli�es or rub their litle hole at the end. It drives them crazy. They will do whatever I ask at this point.” 

The back of Karlene’s hand brushed against Gemma’s vagina lips as she made circles on her inner thigh. Karlene’s lips brushed Gemma’s ear and she kissed it. 

“Her litle cockete is on the brink of burs�ng out sissy juice. Sissy arches her back and I take my fingers away. Again.” 

Gemma gasped. Karlene was pul ing her in. 

“I tell the sissies they have to beg like good litle girls. They beg, they cry out. 

I watch as their cocketes lose the point of ejacula�on and then I start again. 

Some�mes a litle drop oozes out. I run a single finger under their cli�es, from base to end, al  the �me telling them they are good litle girls, prety pansies. I want them to admit they are going to be sweet princesses. Al  the while I run my fingers along their �ny cli�es, so� and slow. Then when they are about to burst again. I stop. I give them a moment to calm down and I start all over again. It’s exquisite.” 

Gemma’s legs opened, her mouth parted. Her breath became slow, as if she were asleep. 

“They become so desperate, they weep like pansy girls. I tell them to let it out, they are sweet pansies and it’s good to cry like the litle girls they are. I smile at them and whisper in their ears. It’s so important to be gentle and caring with them. To a point. Then I’m not, but that’s another story.” 

Karlene’s circling finger brushed up against Gemma’s vagina lips. Her legs were wide apart, her head lolled. 

“At this stage, my hand �ghtens on their girly balls. I twist hard. The sissies squeal and cry. I rub a hand down their cheeks and wipe their tears away with a caring finger. I tell them they can cry, they are sissy princesses and they should let it all out. They need to cry. I smile at them, I rub their cheeks, they feel beter. I then slap them hard across the face. With each slap, I whisper what a cute pansy they are, a sissy who will watch their wife with a real man. Maybe I wil  al ow them going to swallow a real man’s cum. They are sissy girls, so why not?” 

Karlene’s finger pushed through Gemma’s light white pan�es par�ng her damp vagina lips. Karlene felt the s�cky warmth. 

“Then I tell them they wil  have to learn to rub their cli�es like the litle girls they are. I teach them to put a finger on the end and to rub the end of their litle missy cli�es. They are litle girls and so I tell them they have to masturbate like the litle gay sissies they are.” 

Through the pan�es, Karlene found the engorged bud at the top of Gemma’s vagina. She brushed against it with the end of her finger. Gemma made a low whine, sucking in through her teeth. 

“And you can do this with Paul too, darling. He’s also a sweet litle pansy girl.” 

Gemma’s eyes were closed. she shook her head and said in a so� voice. 

“No, Paul is my man, he’s not a litle g—. She never finished her sentence. 

She gave out a long slow oooooh. 

Karlene’s plan was going according to plan, she had Gemma feeling weak. It was �me to close in on the final stage of her plan; the awakening of Gemma as a dominant Goddess and the transforma�on of Paul into a pansy princess. 



7  — The Affair 

Gemma opened her eyes. She looked around as if not sure where she was. 

“Paul loves me and he cares for me, Karlene. I love him like crazy, I adore him.” 

Karlene con�nued to caress her clitoris, Gemma lay back, in a state of abandon. 

“Yes I know, he loves you,” Karlene said. “But Gemma, darling, does he sa�sfy you with his �ny clity?” 

Gemma giggled, a low sexy sound. “Paul is a wonderful loving husband.” She hesitated. “Not completely in bed, I accept that. But it’s a smal  price to pay for how he is in everything else.” 

Karlene’s fingers moved away from Gemma’s clitoris and she pushed one finger inside her. “Do you like my finger, Gemma darling, it’s bigger than Paul’s litle pansy dick. His litle girly clity.” 

Gemma smiled, her eyes distant, as Karlene withdrew her finger and reinserted it again. She pushed in a litle further inside, circling as she moved it in and out. 

“You could have something much bigger, much firmer inside you. A real cock, a real man’s big hard erec�on.” 

Gemma put her hand on Karlene’s. “No, I couldn’t do that, not to my Paul.” 

Karlene put the end of her thumb onto Gemma’s swollen bud while her forefinger remained inside her. “Have you ever heard of cuckolding, darling?” 

Gemma shook her head but was no longer listening. Karlene loved the way Gemma groaned and twisted in enjoyment. She would return to the theme of large cock, tall muscled men and cuckolding in a while. Gemma would understand, it was a mater of �me. She would be introducing her to someone special soon. Someone tall, broad-shouldered with sculptured muscles and a long thick cock. Soon. 

Karlene pressed her hand against Gemma. Her finger danced inside Gemma’s wet vagina, a thumb worked on her clitoris, circling and kneading against it, gentle and slow. Gemma’s eyes rolled and she closed them again. 

“Imagine, Gemma my darling,” Karlene whispered in her ear. “You, a strong beau�ful goddess, turning your sissy husband into the litle girl he needs to become. Teasing him, denying him un�l he accepts he’s a pansy princess. You then cuckold him with a big tall man with a body like carved black marble and an enormous thick black cock. Your Pansy Paul will weep, knowing you’re now sa�sfied sexual y. He wil  cry tears of joy for you and tears of shame he can’t sa�sfy you in that way. Your litle Pansy only wants what’s best for you, he loves you. He wil  cry at his own failure, knowing he’s just a silly litle pansy girl.” 

Gemma arched her back, Karlene’s fingers fli�ng and moving, damp and so�. 

“How enchan�ng does that sound, Gemma darling? How hot, how exci�ng. Your Paul, a pansy princess wearing a litle girl’s party dress. It will be white, short and frill. His pan�es will be showing and he will be in ankle socks and have a pink bow in his hair. He will watch as your new boyfriend mounts you, pushing his giant cock deep inside you. Then just as your stud is about to cum, you pull away. You slide down his body as Pansy watches. You pull your stud’s swollen, engorged cock towards your lips,  your smooth porcelain-white hands gripped �ght around it. You poke out your tongue to lap at the end of the straining erec�on. You rub your slim long fingers down the sha�, moving more quickly, your long nails dig into his full balls. 

Pansy’s face will be horrified as you close your lips around the end of the cock. Your stud will move his hips, sliding his cock in and out, fucking your mouth. It’s now ful  of eleven inches of erect cock, down to your throat. 

Imagine it when the stud jerks. You pull your lips away from your stud’s raging erec�on and your mouth open wide. You take your stud’s straining erec�on and hold it to your open lips. 

Pansy sees your stud shoot jets of viscous white fluid into your open mouth. 

It falls onto your tongue and around your mouth, again and again un�l your stud has expended his load and slumps, exhausted, sa�ated. 

You turn to your Pansy Paul who will be transfixed by what he saw. Loving and ha�ng it at the same �me. You slap his face and tell him he can never sa�sfy you like your new boyfriend. 

Gemma squealed a short high sexual sound. 

“You want this, Gemma darling, I know you do. Tel  me you want it.” 

Gemma groaned. Karlene’s fingers twisted, twirled and flicked inside her. 

Karlene felt Gemma s�ffen in climax. “Yes, yes, I want this.” She groaned. “I can’t do it to him, I shouldn’t.” She twisted in pleasure. “But I want it.” 

Karlene sat up. “Then I will teach you how to turn your husband into a cuckold pansy princess.” 





8  — The Goddess 

“Today, Gemma darling, you will learn how to be a sexy goddess.” 

It was two days since Gemma had last been in Karlene’s apartment. Gemma had returned for the training. She was prepared to turn her husband into a cuckold pansy. Karlene guessed Gemma s�l  had some reserva�ons about what she was proposing. She knew Gemma liked the concept of being a dominant sexy goddess. She wasn’t so sure about doing anything that might hurt or upset her husband. This was understandable and she had to overcome that hurdle. A small hurdle. 

It was morning and Gemma sat on the large sofa looking up at Karlene. They hadn’t men�oned the in�mate �me they had spent last �me. Gemma appeared to consider that something so in�mate between two strong atrac�ve women was not being unfaithful. That was a good sign. 

Karlene needed to be on the move, she was ful  of energy. She paced the floor in front of Gemma. Karlene was graceful, measured and feline, a dark brooding panther on the prowl. She preferred to teach Gemma at her own home. It was her territory, her lair, and there would be no reminders of Gemma’s almost perfect marriage to Paul. Perfect except for his performance in bed with the �ny dick of his. 

Gemma had changed her clothing style under Karlene’s instruc�ons. 

Karlene had sent a long text of instruc�ons explaining if Gemma was to become a sexy goddess, she needed to look the part. Today she was less the professional supermodel, more the stunning seduc�ve sensual Goddess. 

Gemma looked the part today. Stage one completed, �ck. 

Gemma wore a short white dress, it clung �ght over her breasts. It showed off her long legs, slim and long. A low-cut top displayed acres of Gemma’s firm large breasts, a hidden bra pushing her cleavage up �ght. Her breasts were like two massive plums pushed together. Her bare arms were defined and her shoulders sporty. Her �me in the gym had been well-spent. She had pulled her blond shoulder-length hair lower over her forehead. It added a touch of mystery and allure. 

Today, Gemma was more sexual and sensual. The previous chat had worked. 

Karlene had dressed in her dominatrix clothing. Not for her the black leather or latex. She was far too subtle to need the obvious. She believed you had to look the part, as wel  as act it. Karlene was more colourful than Gemma. Her skirt was a golden metallic-effect material and even shorter than Gemma’s. The skirt had a bright thick waistband, six-inch-long strips of golden material hung. As she walked her legs protruded through, showing her long slim light-brown legs. 

She wore a top which was like a bra. It was in the same metal effect as the skirt and  like two golden hub caps on her boobs. Matching strips of material hung from the bra. Her waist was long and slender. Her bare shoulders were covered by abundant luxuriant hair. A pair of large hanging earrings hung from her small ears and clinked together like wind chimes whenever she moved her head. 

“Today, Gemma darling, I wil  also teach you how to make a strong, successful man into your litle sissy girl. I will describe my methods and techniques which I have learnt and refined over the past ten years. You wil learn how to tease and deny him. This is an important control method. You will learn to use your sexy female wiles and your beau�ful hands to force a man to behave like a litle pansy. Are you ready, darling?” 

Gemma looked up at Karlene, a sudden look of concern on her face. “Yes, but—,” 

Karlene paced the floor in front of the seated Gemma. “But what, darling?” 

Gemma pursed her wide pronounced lips. “I do love the idea, of course I do. 

But maybe not to do it to Paul? I’m not sure I’d like that.” 

Karlene stopped pacing and stood s�ll. “OK, darling, I sense you’re not yet convinced about the necessity to turn Paul into your obedient sissy. You will learn it is for the best. For now, let’s start your training and we’ll come back to the Paul issue later. OK, darling?” 

Gemma’s face brightened. Karlene was going to have to work harder than she had thought to get Gemma to turn Paul into a pansy. She knew Gemma would accept it in the end. In the mean�me she would tread careful y, she didn’t want to scare her off. One smal  step at a �me. 

Karlene opened her arms out. “Let’s begin. By the end of the day, you wil have al  you need to become the super-sexy-vixen goddess I know you are. 

You will be equipped to fulfil your des�ny in turning powerful men into sissy girls. “Karlene waited for an objec�on. None came, she wanted to plant her next idea into the training. “And as a sissy,  he wil  crave to please and do anything you tell him. Including playing with other sissies.” 

Gemma moved her head. She didn’t comprehend. 

Karlene started pacing again. “Yes dear, sissies so love to play with each other’s litle poppets.” 

“Poppets?” 

“Their litle winkies, dear.” 

“But we’re not talking about Paul, are we?” 

“We’ll see, darling, we’ll see.” The idea was planted. 

Gemma scrunched her eyes and accepted the compromise. Karlene had parked Gemma’s concerns un�l later. Karlene began to pace the floor again, explaining and demonstra�ng her techniques for becoming a sexy goddess. 

She began by explaining that Gemma had to now wear sexy skimpy clothes. 

This new style needed to be her daily wear. It was a way to tease and deny, to make the litle pansies more desperate. 

“So your first task is to put away your supermodel clothing. You need to invest in a new wardrobe of sexier, more revealing clothes. Secondly, you wil become even more sensuous in your movements and way of speaking. 

You’re already sensuous, darling, and now you’re going to become even more so.” 

Karlene explained that once Gemma was dressed ero�cal y, she had to put the new sissy into litle girls’ clothes. It was important for Gemma to be 

sensual, luscious and voluptuous when transforming her sissy as she undressed him. 

“They wil  want to grope you, to touch you as they wil  be desperate for you,” Karlene explained. “Don’t let them. Once you have undressed them, hold their balls and squeeze them. Hard. Twist them. Make the litle pansy squeal like the litle girl he is. It’s how males are, my darling Gemma. A switch goes in their litle heads when confronted by a sexy goddess, like you. 

Paul will be no different.” 

“But I thought we weren’t talking about Paul?” 

“I’m talking about all men, darling, and this includes Paul. That was all I meant.” 

Gemma nodded with a confused expression. Gemma was s�l  on her guard when it came to her husband. 

“So, let him remain naked for a few moments. Pul  on his �ny prick and tell him how smal  his litle cockete is. Tell him it’s prety and cute. You’d be surprised, but it will turn the litle sissy on. Call his litle penis a  clitty. 

Because he is a girl now, he has a clity not a cock. Men have cocks, sissy pansies have cli�es. 

You’ll tell him to put his arms up in the air. Let him stand there in front of you, naked with a litle erec�on poking into the air. It will look so funny, you won’t be able to resist giggling at it. Poin�ng at the cute prety clity, al  hard and desperate. Then you’ll pull a litle girl’s style coton dress over his raised arms and head. It will be in white or pink and with lots of frills. I find pu�ng them in clothes suitable for six-year-old girls is the most suitable a�re for my sissies. 

He’ll feel the so� feminine material and want to cum as it flicks against the hard litle clity. He wil  be in a state of intense despera�on. It’s where you want him to be. Don’t let him cum, ever. Tell him what  pretty little girl  he is, Goddess’s  pretty pansy princess. 

The dress should never cover his litle clity; his dress must always be too short. Remember, they are litle girls.” 

A wide grin came over Gemma’s so� face. The corner of Karlene’s lips curled in victory, she was ge�ng through. Karlene’s eyes sparkled. Gemma looked on in wonder and Karlene felt a spurt of electric exhilara�on throughout her body. It was always this way before she turned a powerful man into a sissy pansy. Pansy Paul’s fate was close. 

Soon she would have Gemma ready to turn Paul into the litle girl he was des�ned to become. His beau�ful sexy vixen of a wife would do this to him. 

Karlene would be there to guide her when it happened. And bathe in her vengeance. 





9  — The Disdain 

Karlene decided it was �me for a break; �me for Gemma to take in the lesson so far. Karlene grabbed two glasses of water from her kitchen and brought them back. Two ice blocks clinked in the botoms of each glass. A slice of cucumber floated around circular ripples on the tops. The two ladies sipped on the ice-cool water in silence. 

The rain clouds were clearing. The sun was glin�ng through the tripleglazed glass windows cas�ng sharp beams across the room. Motes danced in the sha�s of sunlight. 

They drained their glasses together, throwing back rich luscious hair in unison. They placed the empty glasses down on the walnut coffee table. It was �me to con�nue with the lesson, refreshed and ready to restart. 

“So you have put your sissy in a litle girl’s dress. He wil  look prety and cute. 

You should con�nue to play with his litle clity and girly balls. Put your sexy hands under his skirt and fiddle, tease and play about with their litle   clity. 

They love this and it makes them desperate. 

He’l  cry real tears. Don’t think for one moment crying is a bad thing, it’s not. 

It’s how we want a sissy pansy to be. You’ll use a so� sweet tone and tell sissy  she is a good litle girl.  She is your sissy princess and it’s good for her to weep like a litle girl. Because litle girls cry, don’t they. You must always reinforce the fact he has become a sissy pansy princess. I stress, you need to do this through repe��on and demonstra�on.” 

Gemma swallowed, her mouth was dry. 

“Be rough and be gentle with his clity,” Karlene said. “Stroke it lovingly, let it get excited, then pul  hard and twist one way and the other. Al  the �me you should be smiling, talking, telling  her how prety  she is, how  she  is your adorable litle girl, She’s your cute cuckold princess. 

 She will squeal and cry more, but will be in awe of you. She will be desperate for you,  she will be like so� clay in your sexy hands. 

 She will put out  he r arms, your litle girl will reach out, trying to caress you, trying to touch you. You need to bat  her away with a loving disdain. You don’t need to be cruel. You’re a loving caring Goddess and you’re doing all this for  her. Because  she is a pansy princess, she is not a real man. 

You’ll be gentle and caring, but you also need to be firm and strict with your litle girl too. A�er all,  she is no more than a pansy princess. 

Remember, Gemma darling, you’re doing a man with a small dick a massive favour. Powerful men with litle dicks are so much beter when they become litle girls. Paul is not a man, he’s a pansy, a sissy. He no longer admits it, but he did before he met you. Ten years ago, he admited it to me as he wept and failed to sa�sfy me sexually. He will admit it again, Gemma darling. It’s what he is. A pansy princess.” 

Gemma went to speak and Karlene held up a hand of apology. “I know you didn’t want to bring Paul into this, but he was such a good girl back in college. It’s how he is and should be again. You need to hear this and understand it, Gemma darling. Paul should be a  pansy princess again. It’s his des�ny. It’s for him to show his love for you and your love for him. Make him a sissy girl again, Gemma.” 

Before Gemma could reply, Karlene con�nued to explain her techniques. She had planted the seed again of Paul being a sissy. 

“So now you have Paul in prety litle girls’ dresses with prety ankle socks. 

You will force him to talk and giggle like a litle girl.” 

“Paul?” Gemma interrupted. “I thought you were talking about powerful men in general? Paul’s not part of this.” 

“I’m making it more personal, darling. Building pictures in your mind.” “In what way?” Gemma’s voice showed a touch of irrita�on. 

“Don’t worry, darling, just absorb what I’m teaching you.” Karlene con�nued. 

“You will make him speak like a litle girl by using your fine sexy hands and fingers to play with his sissy clity and pansy balls. Tease and give pain un�l he speaks like a litle girl.” 

“But who’s him, Karlene? Who exactly are we talking about here? 

Paul?” 

   Karlene made a brushing movement with an elegant hand.   “ You want to get him to tell you he wants to be a sissy-girl who plays with other sissies.” 

Gemma looked confused. “Why do we want him to play with other sissies, Karlene?” 

Karlene sat down next to Gemma and took her hand. “Because it’s what al powerful and important men with litle girly dicks want.” She thought for a moment. “It’s what we want them to want too.” 

Gemma nodded. 

“I tease my sissy pansies about   my big hot boyfriends and how they can’t be like them. Because they are litle girls. Paul wil  learn to love seeing you enjoy yourself with a real man.” 

Karlene waited a moment to see if Gemma no�ced she had used Paul’s name again. Gemma said nothing. She con�nued. 

“You should then tell him  little sissies play with each other’s clitties while real men make love with you. Your Pansy wil  learn to love the taste of sissy juice and he wil  love to swal ow every drop. You see, my dear. Paul is a litle Pansy. But I think you know already.” 

“You’re talking about my Paul, Karlene. I told you not to. I won’t do that to him and he would never agree to it.” Gemma shuddered. “My Paul? Playing with other men? No. He’s not like that. He only wants me, not some sissy of yours with a small dick. He’s not a pansy, he’s an important local businessman.” 

Karlene took Gemma’s smooth hand in both of hers. She rubbed her long white fingers with her own smooth dark fingers. 

“Your hands are perfect tools for the task ahead of you. You can control any so-called powerful man and turn him into a litle girl. I imagine Paul is already entranced by your hands, am I right Gemma?” 

Gemma looked down with a sheepish grin. “Yes.” Her voice was low. 

“I thought so. You can start soon with your husband, litle Pansy Paul.” 

Gemma snapped her hands away, her face hard, her forehead creased. 

Something in her eyes told Karlene Gemma was exaggera�ng her anger. Was she finally ge�ng through to her? She thought so. 

It was �me for the close. 





10 — The Trainee 

It was �me for Karlene to push home the advantage she had carved out. 

“Imagine, Gemma darling, how sexy it would be to use your sexy hands to take your sissy’s trembling hands and force them to touch up other sissies. 

To push her hands around a litle erect clity-like penis and rub it slowly up and down like a good princess.” 

Karlene squeezed Gemma’s hand. She didn’t pul  it away, her eyes were wide, her lips parted. 

“And all the while, you tell your Pansy Paul how you want her to be friendly with another prety sissy. You tell her how you know she wants their clity in her mouth. It’s what sissies want.” 

Gemma was listening enraptured, looking into Karlene’s eyes. Gemma’s free hand closed around Karlene’s and they locked together in a mutual goal. 

Gemma never contradicted Karlene’s use of female pronouns  her and  she for Paul. 

“I make my sissies kiss and hug each other like the sweet litle girls I have made them. I teach them to and blush and giggle when they do it. It’s how they must behave once they become sissy girls. It’s how you wil  now make Paul. We’ll show her how to swoon for a prety litle clity.” 

Karlene clasped Gemma’s hands �ghter. 

“You’ll force Pansy Paul’s head to come close to a prety sissy’s lips, to hug her and to lock lips with her. And all the while, you and your hunky boyfriend will be watching them.” 

Gemma sat back. “What hunky boyfriend?” 

Karlene kept hold of her hands. “You need a real man, Gemma darling. A real man can take care of your sexual needs in the way Pansy Paul never has and never could. And it’s for Paul too. He wil  want to be cuckolded by you, he knows he can’t give you what you want.” 

“Real y, Karlene?” Gemma was wide-eyed. 

“Yes of course. And you’ll rub litle-girl Paul’s sissy cockete with the litle cockete of another sissy. You and your boyfriend will watch and laugh and call Pansy Paul a naughty litle girl.” 

Karlene held Gemma’s hand up. 

“You will use these sexy hands to make Pansy get down on her knees. You’ll use one of these elegant hands to push her mouth onto the sissy’s clity. 

Your other hand—.” 

Karlene changed hands and raised Gemma’s other hand. 

“This hand will hold your stud’s cock. You will make Pansy swallow all your other sissy’s juice, licking the end clean making sure there are no drips. 

Like a lollipop.” 

Karlene licked her lips. 

“You, my sexy friend, Goddess Gemma, wil  use words of encouragement, telling Pansy  there’s a good little girl  as she swallows the sissy juice. Tell her  a good sissy must always swallow her sissy girlfriend’s juice like a sil y obedient pansy.  As she licks up the last drop of cum, you wil tell Pansy how grateful  she should be. You will tell  her  she had been hiding in her litle sissy closet for far too long. Any you,” Karlene pointed at Gemma. “Pansy’s hot sexy wife has dragged her out into the open.” 

Gemma sat wide-eyed in fascina�on. 

“Once Pansy has finished, you will make her say  thank you sir  to your hot stud. Thanking him for allowing her to swallow sissy juice. You will then make Pansy tell you and your hot boyfriend how much  she loves being a sweet princess for you both.” 

Gemma looked back at Karlene in wonder. A flee�ng smirk passed Karlene’s lips, she knew she finally had Gemma’s full buy-in. 

“You wil  be a sexy dominant goddess, Gemma dear. You wil  transform Pansy Paul into a sissy princess.” Karlene �ghtened her grip around Gemma’s hand. “Pansy wil  become a much beter person because she wil  be a litle 

sissy girl. She will become your princess to tease and play with. You’ll be doing all this for your love for Pansy.  She will complain at first, but don’t let it put you off. It’s what  she wants even if  she doesn’t realise it at first.  She will understand in �me and she will thank you for what you have done to  her. 

And don’t worry, Gemma darling, I will be there to guide you.” 

Gemma stared at Karlene with her mouth in a wide circle of wonder. 

Karlene’s plan had worked to perfec�on. Now to consolidate the process and teach Gemma her next stage: how to make her husband into the perfect cuckold princess. 

Karlene moved up close to Gemma’s dreamy face. She could smell her rich sweet perfume, the faint tang of minty toothpaste. She gazed at the �ny laughter lines around the outside corners of Gemma’s large blue eyes. They were the only lines on a face that seemed to be made of porcelain. 

“So, Gemma darling, are you ready? Ready to turn your husband into a litle sissy girl princess?” 





11 — The Breakthrough 

Gemma sat up. She had been relaxing, listening to Karlene, taking in her words. 

“Karlene, I am curious. What you have told me does appeal. And what you have told me about Paul rings true.” 

Karlene felt a surge of excitement inside her. She fought the desire to wave her arms in the air, to shout woo-hoo in celebra�on. Her tac�cs had worked. 

“I think it’s �me to stop calling her Paul and use Pansy. It’s what I named her in college and it’s more appropriate, wouldn’t you say?” 

Gemma’s face was set seriously and hard. Karlene saw something had changed inside her. She didn’t dispute her renaming sugges�on. She guessed tGemma was about to unload some of her secrets. She had gained Gemma’s trust. 

“You are right, Karlene, Paul is a bit of a girly.” 

Karlene’s eyebrows raised. “Paul? Or did you mean Pansy?” 

The two women laughed together, a shared joke, a shared experience. 

“Don’t get me wrong,” Gemma said. “He’s the most wonderful man in the world. A loving and caring husband, but—.” 

Karlene stared at Gemma, unblinking, nodding gently. She didn’t want to interrupt her now she was about to unload. She rubbed a hand down Gemma’s bare arm. 

Gemma looked down, her cheeks flushed red. “He some�mes cries like a litle girl when we have sex.” 

She wiped an eye with one long delicate finger. Was there a tear? Gemma looked up, her face as dry, it had been a flee�ng image. Gemma looked stronger, as if something had changed inside her. She was more confident and asser�ve. In control of her emo�ons. 

“Paul, Pansy.” Gemma giggled nervously at saying her husband’s new sissy name. “Pansy is submissive in bed, I have to take charge, I have to be on top. 

He cums in two or three minutes. It’s unsa�sfying. You were right, Karlene, sex with Pansy is unsa�sfying.” She looked up. “I love him, her, deeply and now I know what I need to do. I can become the dominant Goddess you spoke about. It’s how I am and I have always felt it. I guess I just needed you to show me how.” 

Karlene rubbed Gemma’s arm again. “Yes, you are an alluring Goddess, darling, I saw it from the moment we met. You wil  drag Pansy Paul out of his litle girl closet. We wil  do it together, I’ll be there for you, Gemma darling, to help, guide and support you. You won’t need to do it alone, you have my full support.” 

They were united in their shared objec�ve, their sexy hands entwined. 

“Now you need to think of Paul as a girl. Her name is Pansy. Use only female pronouns,  her, she. From now on, no more references to her as a male. 

She is now a  sissy, a g irl,  a  pansy princess.  OK?” 

“OK, Karlene.” 

Karlene saw a new light burning in Gemma’s eyes. She had experienced an epiphany. 

“And Gemma, you must always remember, your pansy princess will struggle and fight back. She won’t want you to transform her into a sissy at first. 

You’re going to have to force her with a loving, but firm direc�on. Are you ready to do this? To push her to what is best for her?” 

Gemma nodded, her hair flailing over her face in her enthusiasm. 

“Good. Resistance is normal, they all do it or pretend to do it. You will have to work through this phase. It will be difficult for you. You’ll need to be strong. You’ll have second thoughts when Pansy weeps and wails and complains she doesn’t want to be a girl.” 

Gemma nodded. 

“This will spice up your own sex life, Gemma, and give you both a new thrill and an exci�ng life together. You as the Goddess and your husband as the sissy .  I know you’re going to be the hotest heartbreaking wife in the world. 

Believe me, darling.” 

“Thank you, Karlene, you’re such a good friend.” 

The two women held hands in mutual respect. Two dominant ladies, two stunning goddesses. 

“I understand what I need to do, I don’t know where to start?” 

“OK, Gemma, this is the approach. It’s a set of stages you need to take.” 

Karlene got up and walked to a wri�ng desk in the far corner of the large room. She picked up a notepad and a pencil and returned. Gemma watched her, the eager student. Karlene passed her the book and pencil. She told her to make a list of what she needed to do to prepare for her husband’s transforma�on into a sissy princess. 

“The first thing you need to do is to give your sissy of a husband her own pink princess bedroom.” 

Gemma looked up then back down and wrote: 

 1. 

 Give my little girl her own pretty bedroom.  

“You wil  choose a smal  bedroom in your home and get a decorator in to paint it girly pink. You’ll buy a single bed with a white frame and a so� pink headboard. You will buy bed clothes designed for litle girls. The sheets will be pink, the pillow covers pink with large floppy frills. The bed covers will be in pinks and whites and other pastel colours. You should choose covers with images of cats, drawings of princesses and prety litle girls. They should be the type of covers girly princesses love. Maybe they are the type of thing you had when you were eight years old?” 

Gemma nodded and added to her list, her tongue protruding from her lips in concentra�on: 

 2. 

 Paint bedroom walls light pink.  

 3. 

 Get a single bed, with a soft pink headboard and white frame.  

 4. 

 Pink frilly bed clothes suitable for little girls.  

 5. 

 A bed-cover with pictures of cats, cartoon princesses and cute littlegirls 

Karlene was pleased to see Gemma concentra�ng and taking her teaching seriously by taking notes. 

“I suggest you buy so� cuddly toys and dol s to scater over the bed. Litle girls like that kind of thing. Some prety cushions too, with litle cats or cute dogs on them.” 

Gemma scribbled in her notebook, head down, concentra�ng. 

 6. 

 Soft toys for Pansy.  

Karlene con�nued. “You’ll need a litle girl’s wardrobe unit for her new prety girl’s clothes. It needs to be a smal  double with a ful -length mirror on the door so she can see how prety she looks dressed up as a sissy princess.” 

Gemma wrote furiously. 

 7. 

 Little girl’s wardrobe 

“Once you have had her bedroom decorated and furnished, you will fill it with girly magazines. Pansy is now a girl and she needs to be reminded regularly. You will put up posters around the walls of cartoon princesses, cute animals and good looking young men. It would be nice if some of the men were naked. 

Never forget, darling, as a cuckold sissy Pansy’s days of having sex with you or any other woman are over. She wil  only be able to ejaculate with other sissies. So, you wil  need to fil  Pansy’s life with constant reminders she is a sissy girl.” 

Karlene waited while Gemma finished adding to her to-do list. 

 8. 

 Girl’s magazines 

 9. 

 Photos and posters of cute animals and young men.  

“We need to talk about ge�ng you a hot sexy boyfriend. A real man for a goddess like you.” 

Gemma stopped wri�ng and looked up from her notepad. Karlene spoted a flicker of doubt flash through Gemma’s eyes. This next step was possibly the biggest of all. She was now going to ask Gemma to cuckold the man she 

loved. It was an important step so she had to push on and overcome Gemma’s doubt. She had Gemma’s aten�on, she couldn’t lose her now. 

“You have to show your pansy husband that not only is  she a sissy princess, but also  she is not man enough for you. This is why you have to take a real man.” 

Karlene paused. The apartment was in silence. 

“She is not man enough sexually.  She needs to see and hear you being sexually aroused, pleasured and sa�sfied by a real man. It’s the only way  she will understand and accept her place in life as your sissy princess.” 

Gemma scratched an ear with the flat end of her pencil. She was thinking about this informa�on and considering the implica�ons. Karlene felt she could hear the cogs of Gemma’s mind turning over. She knew a flicker of conflict remained in Gemma’s mind over taking a lover and cuckolding her husband. 

Karlene pushed on, she couldn’t give Gemma �me to dwell on this. She was so close to closing her plan. 

“Gemma, dear, I know the perfect boyfriend for you. Someone looking for a new girlfriend. He’ll be perfect for you.” 

Gemma perked up. “Who, what’s he like? Tell me more.” An�cipa�on burned in her wide blue eyes. 

“In �me, Gemma darling, in �me.” 

Karlene didn’t yet want to disclose that although the man she had in mind for Gemma was a yoga instructor, he was also a former porn star. She might baulk at this informa�on. Once she saw him, it wouldn’t mater because he was big and well-hung. Gemma looked disappointed, wan�ng to know more about this mysterious new boyfriend Karlene had found for her. 

“You will love him, darling, I can guarantee it. Anyway, you will love having a sexy hunky boyfriend so much, you will want to move him into your master bedroom. That way, Pansy will beter see and comprehend  her  inadequacy as a man.  She will understand  she is a  sissy princess.  She will see through the 

physical comparison with your hot stud what  she is: just a litle sissy in a short prety dress. 

Gemma put the pencil between her lips. Her lips circled around the pencil. 

Karlene had an image of Gemma’s luscious sensual lips around her husband’s litle dick. The pencil was about the same girth. It was much longer though. It was no surprise Gemma had jumped at her plan for feminising her husband. 

“Gemma dear, if you have any doubts, imagine this pencil is Pansy’s  clitty, feminine and insignificant. You feel nothing when it’s inside you. Then imagine your lips are around an erect eleven-inch cock; hard, firm and filling your mouth. Imagine protruding into your cheek, �ckling your tonsils. 

Imagine your tongue around the thick masculine head of cock.” 

Karlene sat next to Gemma and caressed her cheek. “Sounds good, doesn’t it.” 

Gemma thought for a second. Her face hardened in determina�on. “Yes it does.” She took the pencil out of her mouth. 

“I know the perfect man for you, Gemma darling. I know you’ll love him and of course, he’ll adore you. You’re sexy and beau�ful, far too much of a sexy Goddess for a litle sissy pansy to sa�sfy. You need this real man. And he needs you.” 

Gemma thought for a moment. “Thank you, Karlene, for showing me the real Paul. I suppose I did know what he was like, if I’m honest. He is a litle girl.” 

Karlene creased her eyes and forehead. “He?” 

Gemma giggled. “Oh yes, I mean  her.” She smiled an al uring sexy smile, a new sexual desire was spreading over her. “I submerged the fact  she  had a 

�ny penis and  she cried whenever we had sex. I tried to push to the back of my mind that  she came too quickly and didn’t sa�sfy me. You have shown me  she is a  little girl and  a sissy.  She will become my pansy princess. She buried this femininity inside  her and we must bring it out.” 

Karlene added, “And remember, darling, this is for both of you. You are now the alluring Goddess Gemma. Soon, Princess Pansy will become the litle sissy she closed up inside for too long. She wil , once again. become the pansy I knew from col ege.” 

Gemma sat determined and placed her hands on her knees. “So we’re ready then? When do we start?” 

“Not quite, Gemma dear. There is a final stage we have touched on but haven’t yet discussed in detail. Let’s take a break and con�nue a�er lunch. 

We’ll go out. I know a nice litle French restaurant over the road. We’ll con�nue the final lesson this a�ernoon.” 

Karlene got up and went to the front door and grabbed her coat. Gemma joined her and put on her coat. Karlene opened the front door of her apartment and looked back at Gemma. 

“The final stage of this lesson, my beau�ful sensual friend, is the final element. It will complete your Pansy’s flowering into a sissy princess and you into the sexy alluring Goddess.” 

Gemma held her hands together and rubbed them as if washing them. “Oh do tell me now.” 

“A�er lunch, darling.” Karlene smiled and walked through the door. Gemma followed. Karlene clicked the door shut behind them. She couldn’t disguise the smile on her face. Her plan to turn Paul Paige into a cuckold sissy was in train. And his wife was going to make it happen. 





12 — The Final Stage 

The two women returned from lunch. They stood looking through the books in Karlene’s oak bookcase. Gemma pul ed out a paperback,  How I Feminised My Husband  by Lady Alexa. She skimmed through it and placed it back. She took out another,  Feminized and Pretty 3, also by Lady Alexa. 

“My favourite author,” Karlene said. “I get many of my ideas from her books. 

I also find them rather hot, if I may be so open.” 

Gemma was reading some passages. 

“Please take a couple, Gemma darling. I think you’d enjoy them.” 

Gemma thanked Karlene and held on to  Feminized and Pretty. “This one looks like fun.” 

Gemma had changed, a sense of power and assurance rising over her. 

Karlene watched her with sa�sfac�on at a job well done so far. Karlene had not discussed her teaching over lunch, she preferred to relax and get to know her new friend beter. And to keep her powder dry for the final lesson; the cuckolding of Paul Paige. 

The final stage was a crucial one for her plan. The complete transforma�on of Paul Paige from successful powerful business leader to a cuckold sissy. A sissy who sucks on other sissy cli�es and watches while his wife has sex with real men. 

Karlene braced in an�cipa�on, wrapping herself with her long slim arms. Her fingers held her arms, long red nails against light brown blemish-free skin. 

Karlene let the silence grow. There had been a downpour during their lunch. 

They had chated as they ate. Men in the restaurant turned their heads and swivelled their eyes towards them throughout their lunch. The waiter had hovered too long, asking if everything was OK, if they were enjoying lunch. 

He had been too aten�ve, his eyes on stalks at the sensuous couple. They were two stunning atrac�ve young ladies in skimpy sexy clothes in a heated humid restaurant. Outside, beyond the steamed-up windows, the rain had fallen. 

Karlene looked across the room and watched the grey clouds racing across the sky. Gemma broke the silence. 

“The final stage then Karlene? Tell me?” 

Karlene put both her arms out full length and held Gemma’s upper arms. 

She stared into her eyes. 

“You’ll need to fol ow my teaching to the leter, darling. This final stage is the roof over the en�re process we’ve spoken about. Without it, everything else is an empty shell. This final stage is fundamental.” 

Gemma waited with an�cipa�on. 

“Karlene said. “Let’s sit. I’m going to teach you how to make your husband into a real sissy. It’s not just words, neither is it a game. We wil  be making your Pansy Paul into a real full-�me sissy. Pansy wil  be walking the walk, as the rather crude but appropriate phrase goes.” 

Karlene guided Gemma back to the sofa. Gemma sat, Karlene remained standing. She felt energised talking about turning powerful men into gay sissies. This was even more personal: she was talking about Pansy Paul. 

Pansy Paul who had rejected her advances to be her date. She rubbed her hands in an�cipa�on of her vengeance. 

“Gemma, darling, we’ve spoken about how you need to have a real man as a boyfriend. How you need to be sexually sa�ated in the way a goddess like you should be. And we’ve spoken about how Pansy will learn to play with other sissies.” 

Gemma didn’t object. Karlene knew she had persuaded Gemma on her plan. 

She pressed on. 

“This final stage, darling, comes a�er we have turned Pansy into a gay sissy princess. We’ve spoken about how  she will play with other sissies like a good girl.” 

Gemma nodded agreement, her face open and ready. 

Karlene’s eyes narrowed. “What do you think is s�l  missing, Gemma dearie?” 

“I don’t know, Karlene. It al  seems prety good. What on Earth more could we do to him, sorry I mean  her.” 

Karlene breathed in. “For this final stage, you need to cuckold Pansy.” 

Karlene let this news sink in. 

“You have to cuckold Pansy. She has to see or hear you having passionate loving sex with your new hunky boyfriend. This will be the concluding act of Pansy’s transforma�on into a girly princess and your transforma�on into the alluring Goddess.” 

Karlene frowned, furrowing her forehead to show Gemma this was an important point. 

“This is what you’ll learn this a�ernoon. How to cuckold your pansy princess. 

Are you ready?” 

“I’m ready,” said Gemma. 





13 — The Big Lesson 

“You will introduce Pansy to your new boyfriend. Before your boyfriend arrives, we will shave litle-girl Pansy’s en�re body. We will strip her naked and remove every hair from below her neck. You can’t have a litle pansy girl with a hairy body, can we? She must have a smooth clear girly clity, litle girls do not have pubic hair.” 

Karlene shivered theatrically. 

“We wil  then dress Pansy in the most litle girly type of clothing possible. 

We’ll spray lots of perfume over her and make her face up with lips�ck and eyeshadow. We will put Her in the cutest litle pink dress. Chiffon is nice, it’s so fine and feminine. Her dress wil  be so short it won’t cover her pan�es. It will be full of frilly sissy pleats and folds. I will provide something for her with wri�ng on the front of the chest. It will say  Mummy’s little princess,  or something similar. She will look so cute. I have plenty of litle girls’ clothing, I wil  give you a suitcase to take home with you tonight.” 

Gemma listened with her mouth open in wonder. 

“Pansy wil  have cute white shoes, flat or low heels because she’s a litle girl. 

Only real women have sexy heels. They will have straps that buckle up. 

We’ll put a huge pink bow in her hair. What do you think, darling?” 

Gemma put her hands between her knees, her short skirt was high up her thighs and her cheeks were flushed with sexual desire. The idea of cuckolding her soon-to-be pansy-princess was proving a huge turn on to Gemma. 

“We wil  make Pansy curtsey like a good litle girl. This is so she can greet your sexy boyfriend correctly. She will hold out the hem of her litle dress with two fingers of each hand. She will dip one leg behind the other and bend down, her head bowed. We wil  make her prac�ce this over and over. If she’s not delicate enough, you’ll tell her she’s a naughty, bad girl and slap her legs with a sweet smile on your face. When she curtsies well,  you’ll tell her she’s a good litle princess and stroke her face and her litle clity. 

You have to programme her to understand reward and punishment. Bad behaviour gets a spank. Good behaviour gets a gentle stroke on her �ny clity.” 

Karlene mimed the curtsey movement for Gemma. “This is what we’re looking for from Pansy.” 

Gemma laughed, throwing back her head. Karlene liked to see her so relaxed. 

“But that’s not all, darling. You will keep telling her  she’s such a  sweet pansy, a cute princess with a  tiny clitty.  She will blush. This is good,  she has to blush when she curtsies to your boyfriend, she’s a litle girl and he’s a big strong masculine man. 

When you   tell her off, you say  naughty girl.  She must blush and say sorry Goddess Gemma. Spank  her bare legs, then rub them to relieve the s�nging while  she cries. When  she is good and you praise her, telling her she’s a  good pansy princess.  Make her   blush and giggle. Make her curtsey over and over and over un�l she gets it right, all the �me blushing and giggling. And don’t forget the reward when she does it well. You stroke her face and �ckle and fondle her litle clity as a reward. If she fails, slap her face, her legs and her clity and pussy balls.” 

Gemma beamed with a broad smile. “I’m looking forward to this, Karlene, it all sounds excellent.” 

“We now have your Pansy husband in prety princess clothes. She can curtsey like a good sissy and she blushes and giggles. We force her to stand in front of your new boyfriend and curtsey. She will address your boyfriend as Sir.” 

“Sir?” Gemma said. 

“Pansy must call him Sir, and you are Goddess Gemma. She is to call me Mistress Karlene” 

“That’s a bit odd, isn’t it? Goddess?” 

No, Goddess is a perfect �tle, she will be your sissy girl, what else should she call you?” 

Gemma pondered this and agreed. 

“When your hunky boyfriend arrives, Pansy will curtsey and she must giggle and blush. She must swivel from side to side holding out her prety dress. 

We need to plan this and ensure Pansy follows our instruc�ons. She will be threatened with spanks if she doesn’t do as we tel  her. 

Pansy will explain to your boyfriend that since she’s a  pansy  princess  with a little clitty, she  can’t sa�sfy Goddess Gemma. She wil  say Goddess Gemma deserves a real man. Therefore she, Pansy Princess, gives Sir full permission to have sex with Goddess Gemma and to romance her. You, Gemma, wil  tel Pansy to say this while balancing in a low curtsey. She will have one leg behind the other, her prety pink dress hanging over her smooth hairless legs. She wil  be blushing deeply, looking at the floor.” 

Gemma’s eyes were wide like dinner plates, her mouth a perfect O. 

“It’s natural you, Gemma my dear, will fall in love with your real-man boyfriend. You will send Pansy to stand outside behind your bedroom door. 

You will consummate your love while Pansy Princess waits behind the door listening to your love-making. She will hear your laughter, your breathing as it becomes heavier and heavier. The grunts of your boyfriend as he enters you. The noise of the bed as your love-making becomes more fran�c in your passion. Then you’l  cum together, both of you calling out and saying you love each other.” 

Gemma was breathing heavily at Karlene’s words. “This is the final stage?” 

“Not quite, Gemma darling, we’re part-way through the final stage of your training. You see, there are more du�es a sissy cuckold has to perform.” 

Gemma’s hands were on her long legs, her eyes half-closed. She ran her fingers over her light thighs towards her crotch, enjoying the feel and the touch. “Tell me the rest, Karlene.” 

“Every �me you make love to your hunky boyfriend, you will call Pansy back into your master bedroom. Or maybe she is there watching. One of her 

cuckold du�es is to clean up a�er you and Sir have finished making love. 

Pansy will clean you both with a perfumed cloth. Her job is to wipe away your boyfriend’s s�cky cum from between your legs and around your swollen labia. All the while, your boyfriend will be lying naked on top of the covers. His massive cock is now limp and expended, laying across one of his long massive thighs.” 

Gemma’s eyes were closed, imaging the scene they would soon play out for real. 

“Then Pansy must be made to clean Sir’s limp penis, wiping away the last dribbles of his cum. I know you and your boyfriend will become aroused by this, by your power over Pansy. 

I will arrange for one of my pre�er sissies to join us. Lily. I’ll bring Lily into the bedroom. You wil  take Pansy and press her lips to Lily’s. Do it gently, with care, with love. Your hands will be so� around Pansy’s face, prodding pushing stroking. Open her mouth to lock onto Lily’s lips, hugging her feeling her breasts. Pansy may not realise at first Lily is a sissy, not a real girl. I had a lot of work done on her. Pansy will find out though. You see, darling, Lily s�ll has her clity. I thought I’d keep it, it’s more fun that way. And she has a big one. Eight inches. Imagine, a girly sissy with an eight-inch clity.” 

Karlene explained she will strip Lily down to her pan�es. Pansy may not no�ce Lily has a clity as it’s not small like Pansy’s. Gemma, you wil  take Pansy’s head again and push it down Lily’s body. Press Pansy’s lips pressed against Lily’s small feminine body. You will bring Pansy’s mouth to Lily’s clity through her pan�es. I’m sure she will fight but we’ll hold her there and remove Lily’s pan�es. We’ll push Pansy’s lips over your Lily’s foreskin and make her lick around her clity head. It will be engorged, swol en, a drop of pre-cum sissy juice oozing from the end.” 

Gemma watched in astonishment 

“Pansy’s mouth will flow over Lily’s enormous s�ff clity-cock. Pansy will take it in her mouth un�l she gags as it touches the back of her throat. Then she will move her mouth up to the end of his cock. Her lips will brush the end and her tongue will lap out against the end, licking. Gemma, you will guide 

Pansy’s head back down over the strong firm clity-cock again. Then pull Pansy up by her hair. Push her up and down, faster and faster, guiding Pansy by her hair. I’ll be taking photos. 

You will see Lily jerk and you will see her clity cock pulsing cum deep into Pansy’s mouth. You make Pansy swal ow every drop. I some�mes find it useful to hold their noses. Pansy may have grey-white cum around her lips. 

You’ll tell her to lick it away with her tongue and swallow every bit.” 

“Karlene, you tell a great story. Will this happen though? I’m damp hearing your words, your descrip�ons. 

“It’s going to happen. Next week, Gemma.” 

“I don’t think I can wait, Karlene.” Gemma’s eyes were part closed and she swayed on the sofa to the sound of an unheard tune. 

“And now the pièce-de-resistance. Pansy is a girl. She has to be entered.” 

Gemma eagerly waited to hear. 





14 —  The Recovery 

“Lily wil  need a few minutes to recover, it’s natural. She wil  have just shot a bucket load of cum into Pansy’s mouth. We make Pansy help her by telling Pansy to stroke her clity-cock and giving it litle sweet kisses. Make her kiss around and along the sides and on the end of it. I know Lily well, she recovers quickly, especially when another sissy is giving her clity such tender sweet affec�on. You would never believe Lily used to be a macho businessman. She’s now got a smaller waist and beter �ts than me.” 

Gemma listened, her breathing increased. 

“You turn Pansy around and make her kneel on all fours on the bed. You guide her with your hands; be gentle. Your fingers will slide over Pansy’s body, manoeuvring her into the posi�on you want her. I find it works well when you take their clity and use it like a joys�ck to put them where you want them. Then if they don’t go where you want or they are too slow, you can squeeze their girly bal s hard. Make her eyes water. 

It works so much beter this way since Pansy will feel your loving care and know you’re doing it for her. She’l  realise she’s just a sissy princess who has to take cli�es in her orifices. It’s what she’s there for.” 

Gemma’s eyes were unblinking, concentra�ng on Karlene’s every word. 

Karlene con�nued. “And you’ll smear gel around Pansy’s rear hole, your fingers wet and slimy moulding her litle bum cheeks. You’ll smear it around her anus, I’m sure by now she will be shaking with fear and an�cipa�on. 

You’ll push two fingers inside her, thick dollops of gel lining her insides, ready for the show. 

You remove your fingers and, with one hand stroking Pansy’s �ny clity, you take your Lily’s re-energised erec�on with your other hand. Your fingers grip around it and you guide it into Pansy’s rear hole. Your hand slides to the small of Lily’s back. You push against it and she moves forward and her erect clity slides in to the hilt. She slaps against Pansy’s bum cheeks. Pansy will feel ful  and she wil  be. I’ll take more photos. 

You guide Lily back and forth, in deep then back to the end, then thrust back in. Pansy might be complaining but ignore her. She’s a sissy and she needs to be penetrated. You eventual y see Lily start to orgasm. Your hand remains on her back so she cums strong and urgently into Pansy. A full eight inches deep. 

You let Lily withdraw and lay back to recover. Her white cum oozes out from Pansy’s �ght hole in gloopy drops. You will have broken Pansy’s sissy virginity. 

You tell sissy to thank your boyfriend for watching her have sex with Lily. 

By this �me, it is �me for Pansy to go to her prety pink bedroom. She wil  sleep with Lily. I’ll give you a litle cock cage for Pansy. She wil  never be permited to cum. When she’s not performing for your and your boyfriend’s entertainment, she will be locked up. You tell her to curtsey goodnight to Sir and to you, Goddess Gemma. Pansy might protest; she is desperate to cum. 

Out of love, you wil  need to slap her. She wil  never cum again.  ”  

Karlene picked up the large cloth dol  from the end of the sofa. “Imagine this is your litle-girl Pansy. You hit her like this, darling.” 

Karlene slapped the doll’s face front hand and back hand across the doll’s face several �mes. She pulled back and raised her hand. She pulled her arm back and slapped the doll where Pansy’s genitals would be. Karlene spoke to the Pansy doll in a flat calm loving voice, telling her to go to bed like a good litle pansy girl. And Goddess and Sir will come and tuck her into her prety pink sheets with her new friend Lily. Gemma watched in wonder. 

Karlene no�ced she was looking at Karlene’s hands. 

“Now, Gemma darling, look at my face as I slap your pansy girl.” 

Gemma looked into Karlene’s eyes. Karlene resumed her whacks on the dol , talking to it as if it were Pansy. Her face is a kind, so� face, a small smile ligh�ng her lips. 

“Pansy might burst into tears. You tell litle Pansy-girl how she is being a silly girl and a naughty princess. You tell her how litle girls should be obedient, sweet princesses. They can no longer have sex with their sexy beau�ful 

wives. Sex with a Goddess is only for your boyfriend. Or boyfriends. You tell her she mustn’t upset Sir. 

You pull Pansy-girl to her bedroom by her clity as she cries out. You clamp your hand around her litle girly balls. You make her bend over by her prety girly bed as you spank her un�l she weeps more. Once she’s distraught, you kiss her on the cheek, tell her  there, there, pretty pansy.  

You remove her litle dress, shoes and socks and pull a short pink nigh�e over her head. It has the cartoon image of a blond-haired princess on it, with hair flowing down her back. I will join you and take more photos of Pansy. 

She’ll be in her prety nigh�e, her eyes red and watery from crying. 

You tuck your litle girl of a husband in bed and I take some more photos of her in the bed cuddling with Lily. We’ll tell them to kiss for a while. I then tell her with a hint of sternness she needs her beauty sleep. At the same �me you stroke her head and cheek lovingly. You wipe a tear away with one finger. 

We leave and I lock her bedroom door. We don’t want her wandering around the house, she has to stay put while you have a hot, steamy long sex session with your new boyfriend. I know you will fall in love with him, it’s inevitable, he’s perfect for you. You declare your love for him, as you make love in different posi�ons, your screams and groans carrying to litle pansygirl’s room where she weeps into the pil ow, holding onto Lily. 

You make love again with your boyfriend, deligh�ng in the sensa�ons of his enormous cock. You whisper in his ear, how adorable your sweet princess husband is and what a litle girl she is. You tell him how you’ve fallen in love with him and his eleven-inch cock. You adore having a real man. He’s a man who can finally sa�sfy you in the way your sissy husband never could. This is because she’s just a litle girl. Cute, adorable and sweet, but a litle pansy girl who can’t raise it. 

Now Gemma, you are ready. Let’s do this.” 

15 — The Power 

The power to mould a man into a humiliated sissy-girl was what life was about. It was life. Gemma had le� Karlene’s apartment a few minutes ago, looking different. Her cheeks glowed with a new vigour and she acted more asser�ve. She had slipped into the role of Sexy Goddess with ease. 

It was a dark evening, Karlene’s lessons had taken al  day. It had been worth every moment. Her plan for Paul Paige was about to unfold. If she couldn’t date him, she would turn him into a real Pansy. In truth, that was beter. 

Twice he had turned down the chance to be with her, col ege and a few days ago. There wouldn’t be a third chance. 

Karlene stood by her picture window. Tall imposing glass and steel buildings lined the streets. She watched the wide slow river running through the centre of the city. Concrete bridges thronged with people and vehicles. The slow powerful �de moved to the sea, like the blood in her veins running to her heart. Powerful and unstoppable. The energy of the current coursed through her body. 

Turning men into sissy princesses was her life, her reason for being. And soon it would be Paul Paige who was to become the litle pansy-girl he had kept his sissy locked up inside. It was a façade she was about to break down. 

Her plan was ready to execute, Gemma was ready and it was �me. 

The building windows twinkled in the night like thousands of mini stars. A crescent moon was rising through dark shadowy clouds. By this �me next week, her plan would begin. Gemma will have the unsuspec�ng Pansy’s new sissy bedroom decorated and furnished for a sissy princess. 

Poor Pansy Paul, he had no idea of the fate about to befall him. Karlene thought of Pansy as a litle girl, she had ever since college. And now Pansy’s hot Goddess of a wife Gemma thought the same. Paul Paige, the former businessman, was to become Pansy, the sissy princess. 

One week from now, Princess Pansy would start on the path to being a litle girl in prety dresses. She would be obedient, speaking high and gentle, blushing and giggling like litle girls do. 

Karlene shivered at her thought. She wasn’t cold, it was the power rush. It was beter than an orgasm from being screwed by her 6� 4in muscled boyfriend, Daniel and his eleven-inch cock. No, that wasn’t right, she corrected herself. Daniel never screwed her; she screwed Daniel.    And others like him. 





16 — The Beginning of the End Today was the day Paul Paige would cease to exist. He would be reborn as Pansy, the sissy princess. Like a prety buterfly emerging from a chrysalis. 

Karlene wanted to over-power Pansy with her majesty. Pansy was deeply in love with Gemma but she, Dominatrix Karlene Adair, would be the power behind Gemma. 

Karlene’s long chestnut-brown flowed and waved over her shoulders and down to the smal  of her back. Her low-cut golden crop top sparkled in the light from the window. A diamond stud glinted from her exposed belly buton like a single small unblinking eye. Her smooth skin shimmered like milk chocolate. A matching golden skirt hung from slender hips, it looked as if it might fall down. But never will. It shimmied as her slim smooth legs poked through between the fine ver�cal strips of metal ic-like material. She paced the floor by the windows, drawing power from the vibrance of the city beneath her feet. Pansy would soon be there as a weeping sissy beneath her feet. And beneath Gemma’s. 

Karlene had an ally in her quest, in her reason for living. She had never before had a partner-in-crime. Was it a crime? No, it was a service. 

Karlene would see her passion for transforming powerful men into obedient pansies put into ac�on through a pupil: Gemma the Goddess. 

Pansy Paul was the perfect target: wealthy, good-looking, confident and powerful. Soon he was to become a weak, weeping sissy. Karlene felt damp with excitement, it was what turned her on. 

Gemma was uncommonly in love with her husband. Even so, Karlene knew she had managed to convince Gemma of the need to turn him into a sissy princess. Nevertheless, Karlene would keep an eye on her; to keep Gemma on the straight and narrow path. The path to making and keeping her husband as a sissy-girl. That’s where Daniel came in. A 6� 4in former porn star and yoga instructor, rippling muscle and eleven-inch cock. A�er suffering Pansy’s four-inch dick for three years, Gemma was lus�ng a�er some long 

hard meat. She would make the call to Daniel, Gemma was going to adore him. And his eleven-inch cock. 

Karlene checked her watch, nearly 5 pm, it was �me to leave. The teaching was over, it was �me for ac�on. She slipped her overcoat over her skimpy clothes and le� her apartment. She closed her front door with a gentle click. 

Oh sweet unsuspec�ng Pansy Paul. If you only knew what was about to hit you this evening. 





17 — The Surprise 

The sound of rubber crunching on gravel announced Paul’s arrival. The car pulled up outside the front window with a sliding scrunch. 

Karlene was si�ng next to Gemma on a wide four-seater sofa in the living room of Paul and Gemma Paige’s home in the suburbs. 

Autumn was sliding into winter and a mo�on detector light came on, the drizzle seemed to hang in the air like mist. 

Inside, the living room was bathed in low light from a single uplighter in the corner. The furniture was large and dark, a thick carpet covered the floor. 

Warmth flowed from three large white radiators. Karlene had her hands on her bare thighs. Her skirt hung loose and short, her top low-cut. She knew she looked stunning and sexual. That was the point, Gemma grinned at her and Karlene detected a trace of nerves in her eyes. 

It’s not every evening you turn your husband into a sissy princess. The car engine outside died and a door slammed. A�er several seconds, the metal ic scratch of a metal key in the front latch echoed through the silent house. 

Karlene took Gemma’s hand, it felt warm and s�cky. Gemma was nervous, it was understandable. 

Gemma was dressed in a �ght red dress, thin straps held it up around her broad shoulders. 36DD breasts spil ed from a low-cut top. The dress outlined her lean shaped thighs. Her earrings and necklace glinted heavy with 24-carat gold. If she hadn’t been so elegant, she might have passed for a high-class hooker. She had been to the hairdresser’s in the a�ernoon to have her thick blond hair restyled. Her straightened hair rested on top of bare strong shoulders. She wore black shoes with four-inch thin heels, like two ice picks. 

This was the new-look Gemma. Sensual, hot and unavailable to her husband. 

“The teaching is over, Gemma darling. It’s your �me to be the sexy, heartbreaking, hot wife Goddess I taught you to be.” 

The two women looked into each other’s eyes, a memory of those shared moments last week. Gemma sat up straight, an inner strength flowing 

through her. Karlene’s eyes fell over Gemma. She was stunning tonight and Karlene’s stomach turned over. 

“It’s �me to enact our plan. Exactly as I outlined. By the end of the evening, Pansy wil  be your sweet sissy princess.” She leant across and planted a so� 

kiss on Gemma’s lips. They lingered a while, the �ps of their tongues gently licking against each other’s lips. 

They moved apart, eyes locked. “I’m ready.” Gemma’s voice was clear and strong. 

Paul’s voice carried through from the hallway. “Gemma honey? 

Gemma?” 

“In here, Paul.” 

The door swung open and Paul marched in, small, slim and confident. He carried himself upright, as if trying to find an extra inch of height. His hair was brushed back and swirled over his tailored dark-blue suit an inch or two below his collar. His vague centre par�ng and length was dated, but worked and gave him a certain style. White double shirt cuffs protruded a precise one inch from each sleeve. Heavy square gold cufflinks glinted under the glow of the ceiling lamp. He stopped dead, the smile faded from his face like mel�ng buter. His eyes swung from Gemma to Karlene and back, his face creased in surprise. 

“Karlene?” He looked at each one again. “What are you doing here?” 

Gemma slid along the wide sofa away from Karlene without replying. She pated the empty space she had vacated. She grinned a sweet symmetric smile, her perfect white teeth gleamed bright white. 

Paul hesitated for a short moment, his eyes rested on his wife’s chalkwhite pan�es visible beneath her short �ght hem. Karlene could see he was confused by his wife’s change of clothing style. Supermodel in the morning to high-class hooker by evening. 

He walked towards the two ladies, his eyes fixed on Gemma’s crotch, his approach slow and careful. Gemma pated the sofa again and looked up and 

bated her eyes. Karlene stroked her fingers through the length of her chestnut mane of rich brown hair. 

Paul’s eyebrows creased �ght as he pondered the scenario, but the sight of the two sensa�onal women drew him in. He didn’t suspect anything untoward and sat down. The two ladies slid into him, close, their legs against his. Gemma’s hand fel  onto his lap and slid up to his crotch. His eyes swivel ed to Karlene then back to Gemma. He tried to speak but Gemma leaned across and her lips locked onto his. 

“Relax, Paul-y. This is going to be the night that changes your life.” 

Karlene’s eyes widened. “Forever.” 



18 — The New Pansy 

Karlene ran her fingernails down Paul’s arm as Gemma’s tongue pressed deep into his mouth. Her hand pressed over his penis and kneaded into it. 

Paul’s eyes flicked around the room, wild and wide. 

Gemma broke from his lips and put her mouth to his ear and ran them down to his neck and kissed it. Her hand pushed harder into his crotch. 

“Oh, you’re pleased to see me, Pauly, you’re al  hard.” 

She placed one arm around his neck and hugged him closer. 

“Gemma, what are you doing? Karlene’s here. What is this?” 

Paul was breathless, but he didn’t push Gemma’s hand away from his trouser front. She moved her hand over his flies onto his hard litle dick. She slipped his flies down with a smooth movement and pushed her hand inside. 

“Gemma, what on Earth are you up to? You can’t do that in front of Karlene.” 

“Oh don’t worry about Karlene, she’s fine with this. More than you’d ever know. We thought we’d surprise you, my love. Think of it as a special treat.” 

Gemma looked up at Karlene, a single eyebrow raised in conspiracy. 

“Paul, I’m going to do this to you out of my love for you,” Gemma whispered in his ear. 

As he tried to speak, Karlene’s hand fell from his arm and onto his thigh. He jumped. She squeezed his thigh through his trousers and inched toward the open fly. 

“Yes relax Pauly, lay back and let us look a�er you.” Karlene’s lips brushed close to his and away again. 

“You’re warm, my love, let me take your jacket.” Gemma pul ed him forward and slipped off his jacket. She let it drop behind the sofa. 

Karlene’s hand replaced Gemma’s inside his fly. She located his litle erec�on. She flicked it with her litle finger through his underpants. 

“What do we have here, litle Paul-y? I remember this litle fellow.” 

He let out a smal  groan of pleasure. Karlene flicked the buton open at the top of his trousers, le�ng them spil  open. His litle erec�on pointed out. 

Karlene’s eyes fell on it. She turned back to Gemma. “He has such a �ny litle 

�nkie. What is it, two inches so�, four erect? I remember when it’s so�, you can’t see it properly.” 

Paul tried to sit up, a pang of annoyance at Karlene’s slight. Gemma guided him back with a single hand on his chest and whispered, “Schhhhhh, my love. Relax. Enjoy.” 

His eyes stared out and swivelled around, uncomprehending at what was happening to him. He sat back against the sofa as instructed. Loving and ha�ng things happening at the same �me. Gemma put both her hands on his �e, undid it and pouted as she undid it. She pulled on one end and it slipped through his collar and out. She dropped it behind her onto his jacket. 

Karlene put a thumb and forefinger on the end of his erec�on. She pulled back his foreskin and pushed it back, rubbing it up and down in a slow gentle mo�on. Up and down, light and delicate. His tense expression faded, his eyes flutered. 

Gemma pushed her fingers between his shirt butons and flicked them open one by one. She undid half of the butons and then kissed the hairs on his chest. A smal  noise emanated from somewhere deep in his throat. She pushed her fingers through his chest hair. 

“These wil  have to go.” 

He went to get up. “What?” 

Gemma ignored his ques�on and undid the remainder of the butons. She pul ed the shirt from the sleeves and dropped it on top of his �e and jacket behind her. 

His eyes closed. Karlene knew they had him, he was in their control. Karlene got up from the sofa and knelt at his feet. She blew on his litle erec�on. She undid his shoelaces and pul ed off each shoe followed by his socks. She took his trouser legs and tugged on them. 

“No, you can’t be serious.” Paul sat up again. “This is wonderful, but Gemma, it isn’t right.” 

Gemma ran a hand over his chest and kissed his lips. “Botom up Pauly, let Karlene remove your trousers. We want to see your sexy legs. 

He li�ed his bum as if in a trance and Karlene pul ed his trousers off. He sat back in only his black boxer shorts. They were open at the front, his litle erec�on poking through. 

Karlene and Gemma stopped what they were doing and stood up together. Karlene unzipped her skirt and let it drop to the floor. She li�ed her top over her head and dropped that too. She stood in small black g-string pan�es and a matching bra. The bra had a small frill at the top and pushed up a pair of large smooth breasts. 

Paul’s eyes went as wide as plates. His mouth pursed in wonder. Gemma turned her back to Karlene who unzipped her. Gemma wriggled out of her 

�ght red dress and kicked it away. She stood in a white g-string and a �ght bra around her 36DD breasts. Paul’s tongue lolled in his open mouth. 

Karlene knelt back down and pushed Paul’s legs open. He had swallowed the idea this was going to be a threesome. She slid between his legs and ran her hands over his calves and then up to his thighs. His litle erec�on twitched. 

“Such prety legs.” Karlene ran her finger over his calves, up over his thighs to the shape of his balls inside the boxer shorts. 

Gemma sat next to him, her hand glided over his chest. She hummed. “Such a smal  flat chest my love.” She cupped her hand over one smal  chest muscle and ran a finger around the outline. “You need something here, my love.” 

Karlene’s hand went back up to his erec�on. She ran her forefinger over the exposed end. “Yes Gemma, he’s so cute. Look at this litle clity.” 

“Stand up my lover.” Gemma purred. 

He was in a state of ecstasy. His sexy wife and sexy Karlene were seducing him. He stood up, not wan�ng this to stop. It was a dream. 

Karlene placed two fingers in the elas�c waistband of his boxers. She fixed eyes with him. She edged the waistband down litle by litle. Paul gasped. 

She pul ed the boxers down over his litle erec�on. It sprung as she passed the waistband over it. He stepped out of them and stood naked. 

Karlene moved him to face the sofa and the two ladies sat back down and faced his erect penis. Gemma ran a finger underneath it in a �ckling mo�on. 

“It’s so sweet.” She looked up at him, innocence writen on her face. 

He coughed in complaint, not keen on Gemma referring to his manhood as sweet. Gemma took it between two fingers and rol ed it like a cigarete. 

“It’s so girly.” Karlene put her fingers to his balls and squeezed lightly. 

“Why do you have such litle girly parts, Pansy?” She inspected his balls. 

“These are such small girly balls.” 

Paul looked hurt. “There’s no need to be so cruel, ladies. And stop with the Pansy name. That was a phase years ago. It’s gone.” 

“Shhhh, sweet Pansy,” whispered Gemma as she stroked his erec�on with two fingers then scratched her fingernails lightly over it as Karlene fondled his balls. 

“I used to call his litle dick  Miss Clitty  when we were in college. It’s not a man’s cock. I used to tell him  Miss Clitty was small, prety and cute. It’s more like a girl’s clity. He liked that, Pansy-girl with the cute miss clity. It made him very hard. It got to three and a half inches hard. Or maybe four?” 

Paul’s erec�on s�ffened and twitched. 

“Oh, she likes us calling her sissy and a girl.” 

Gemma’s lips were an inch from his erec�on. “I think she must be because her love-making skil s in the bedroom leave a lot to be desired.” 

Karlene squeezed his balls as if squeezing a tennis ball before serving. 

Gemma ran her fingers up and down his erec�on. He groaned in the pleasure of their aten�on, but his eyes told a different story. He was worried about the turn the conversa�on had taken. 

“Yes,” Gemma said, warming to the theme. “Pansy is such a litle girl and a sissy. When we make love I’m always on top. She lays back like a litle girl.” 

She looked up at him, smiled and pulled gently on his erec�on. “And she cums too quickly. What fun is that for me? Making love with a sissygirl.” She pouted in fake annoyance. 

Paul said. “Stop calling me  she and  her.” 

They ignored him. Karlene’s hands flowed over his tes�cles. “I see Gemma, darling. It’s as if he’s been hiding in his litle sissy closet for too long.” Karlene stopped touching his balls and stood up to face him. “But don’t worry, Mistress Karlene is here to help Goddess Gemma improve the situa�on.” 

Karlene stroked Paul’s face with affec�on, then flicked his erec�on with a litle swipe. 

“You’ve been such a naughty litle girl.” 

She put her hands to her bare hips and looked down at him. Her face in his, her huge dusky breasts below his chin. She li�ed one hand from a hip and placed a single finger under his chin and raised it. 

“You are a sissy princess and are–.” She removed her finger and pointed between his eyes. She added sweetly in a low sexy voice. “Uterly incapable of sexually sa�sfying your gorgeous goddess of a wife.” 

Paul began to tremble, he was uncomfortable with the turn of events. 

But, at the same �me, he was enjoying it. His erec�on was firm and strong. 

His wife and Karlene were beau�ful, sexy and clad in skimpy lingerie underwear. Gemma stood up next to Karlene. She giggled like a young girl and smiled with love at Paul. She put her head to one side and a hand to her hip. She ruffled her blond hair, her eyes wide and full dancing with mischief. 

Karlene ran a hand over his forehead and wiped his sweat. He put his hands down to cover his erec�on and his embarrassment. Gemma pul ed them away with a sweet smile. 

“We want to see litle  miss clitty  because it’s so cute and girly.” Gemma looked him up and down, her grin widening, her eyes sparkling. “You’re such 

a litle girl.” She giggled so�ly. “We’re going to cal  you Pansy, as Karlene did at college. What do you think Karlene?” 

“What the hell is going on?” Paul said. 

Karlene walked round behind him. “Yes. Pansy. It’s a good name for a sissy princess.” Karlene moved like a ballet dancer, her long bare legs pacing around him. Karlene spoted Paul’s eyes move down to her botom. The gstring disappeared between her taut cheeks, as if she were naked apart from a thin string at the top of her hips. The front part of her pan�es was a sliver of sa�n material. It barely hid her jewels from his view. She didn’t plan to show him, it was enough to know what he was missing and would never get. 

Paul shuffled, his discomfort showing. “Please Gemma.” He turned to face Karlene. “Karlene, please, can I get dressed? This has gone far enough.” 

He shivered; it was warm in the room. 

“Yes, of course,” Karlene said. She grinned, this was going well. 

Gemma smiled at him, her face ful  of affec�on. She began to stroke his erec�on again, slow and gentle. Her face glowed with kindness and love. He was confused. The two women glanced at each other and back at Paul. 

“Be a good litle sissy girl. Wait here.” Karlene pointed to the spot where he was standing. 

“I’ll go and get your clothes.” She watched him for a long moment. 

“You’re going to look so prety.” 



19 —  The Depila�on 

Karlene returned to the living room, she held a white electric razor with the cord trailing. She carried pink clothing over the other arm, a pair of large white sandals dangled from her fingers and a wide happy expression covered her face. 

Paul’s eyes flowed over her tall lithe body. She was clad only in her small gstring and �ght bra. Her voluminous breasts spilled out, large, smooth and invi�ng. And untouchable. Karlene placed the clothes on the sofa in a small folded pile. She placed a small black suitcase box next to them. On the top of the pile of clothes were a pair of pan�es in shocking pink. Beneath them was a matching bra. Karlene saw Paul look at the lingerie with a lus�ul expression. Good, he hadn’t yet understood what they were doing to him. 

Or why. 

Paul stood mo�onless while Gemma flicked at the end of his litle straining erec�on with a single fingernail. She stopped and held it up with one fingernail as she told him how cute it was. “It’s   prety and feminine. A litle girl’s clity.  ”  

“And far too hairy.” Karlene looked over his body. She rubbed her fingers together as if touching something dirty. 

She plugged the shaver into a wall socket by the corner uplighter. 

Gemma led Paul with a hand gripped on his genitals. Karlene pushed the start buton and the razor buzzed like a bee collec�ng pollen on a warm summer day. She pressed it to Paul’s leg and circled up and down. 

For a moment he didn’t react. He tried to pul  away. “What?” He said. 

“Shush dear,” Gemma whispered, her hand �ghtening on his balls. 

“Is this part of the sex game?” His voice trembled, his eyes dreamy. 

“Sex game?” Gemma asked. 

“Yes it’s part of the sex game,” Karlene cut in. “Just relax and enjoy.” 

She shaved his legs and arms and chest. Short dark hairs covered his feet and the carpet around him in a small circle. She moved to his balls. He pulled back. Gemma’s fingernails dug into his balls and his eyes watered. 

“Let Karlene shave your litle bit sweetheart. Or I’ll be squeezing your litle girly plums a whole lot harder.” 

Karlene shaved his balls, penis and pubes clean. 

Gemma led him back to the sofa, he remained compliant, caught between pleasure and a feeling this was wrong. Karlene picked up the shocking pink pan�es and stretched them out in front of his face. They were like a smal pair of shorts but made of fine see-through coton. A �ny white frill ran outlined the legs and the top of the �ny pan�es. A smal  red bow was on the front. Karlene knelt on the floor and li�ed one of Paul’s feet, her hand held his ankle with a light gentle grip. Gemma wrapped her hand around his litle dick, holding it loosely, she rubbed a thumb along the top lovingly, absentmindedly. His face was so� and sexual. 

“Let me do it, Karlene,” Gemma said with a so� tone. 

The two ladies’ gentle approach had lul ed Paul into a lack of awareness of what was happening. He thought this was going to be a threesome. 

Karlene stood, a look of success at Gemma’s enthusiasm at their task. 

“Of course.” 

Gemma took the pink pan�es from Karlene and hunched down and put her slim hand on Paul’s calf. “Li� your leg, honey,” she said as if pu�ng girl’s pan�es on her husband was a normal occurrence. 

Paul looked at her, bemused. He al owed her to li� his leg. She slipped the pan�es over then pul ed his foot to the floor. “Other leg, sweetheart,” she said, her voice caring and loving. She rubbed a hand over his smooth legs. 

“So smooth and feminine.” 

Her so� words hypno�sed Paul and he did what she said without argument. 

Gemma drew the pan�es up his legs, her long nails teasing against his skin as she raised them over his knees. Karlene hadn’t expected him to be so 

compliant, Gemma’s affec�onate approach had subdued any fight he may have had. 

She tugged the pan�es up to his litle balls and erect dick. The pink frilly waistband snagged underneath his erec�on. 

“Let me help.” Karlene lent in and poked it inside the elas�c frill then cupped her hand around his balls and tucked them inside too. Her eyes twinkled at Gemma. “Teamwork,” she said. 

Paul remained in a daze as Gemma tugged the pan�es up �ght and stood back to take in her husband in pan�es. The pan�es were �ght around Pansy’s genitals and bum. A small lump protruded at the front and a small rounded shape hung below it. Otherwise, the fit looked feminine. 

Karlene put a hand on his hip and inspected his behind. The pan�es halfcovered his bum cheeks. The botom half of his pale bum cheeks looked as if they had never seen the sun. So� pink enveloped the top half of his cheeks, dots of pale skin showed through the �ny gaps between the fabric. 

Pansy looked down then up. “Yes they are prety, but why have you put these on me?” 

Karlene looked surprised. “Because you’re a girl. What an odd ques�on, Pansy.” 

His mouth opened and shut. He didn’t know what was going on. Karlene saw the confusion writen on his face. Was this a fun sex game? Or something else. The two women were being gentle with him, but were they being nice to him? He was about to find out. 

Gemma put her arms around him from behind. She pressed her boobs into his back. Her hand went down to his erec�on and she ran her hand over it through his pan�es. “These are sexy, sweetheart.” 

Paul con�nued to enjoy the aten�on and was le�ng the ladies do what they wished. For now. Karlene noted the loving approach was working well. 

Gemma was being genuine, she loved him. For Karlene, it was a tac�c. 

Karlene passed Gemma the matching pink bra. She pulled it around Paul’s slim chest. Gemma had provided Karlene with his measurements. He 

remained transfixed by their aten�on. Karlene put a hand on his erec�on and cupped it and his litle balls, kneading them like so� dough balls. 

Gemma atached the bra clasp against her husband’s back, her fingers twis�ng the small clasps into the hooks. She ran a hand down his back, over the bra strap and to his bum. She grabbed a panty filled bum cheek in one hand and squeezed and pinched it. The pan�es were like a pink skin over Paul’s firm bum cheeks. 

Gemma joined Karlene facing him and they perused Paul’s appearance. 

His pan�es moulded themselves around his litle erec�on, the shape clear. 

His small almond-like balls outlined the �ght material, like the lips of a real vagina. 

Paul came out of his trance at that moment. “What have you done?” A sharp touch of anger in his voice. 

Gemma hugged him. “You look so lovely, my sweetheart, my prety princess.” 

“Princess?” He complained, but made no move to push his wife away. 

Gemma nuzzled his neck, her hands swimming over his bum cheeks feeling the so� pan�es. 

Karlene picked up a powder-pink dress. “Time for the prety dress.” 

Gemma untangled herself from Paul. 

Karlene held the dress up to him, placing it against his shoulders. It covered the top half of his pink pan�es, the smal  bulge showed. He looked down at it in horror and tried to move back. Gemma held his arm, digging her fingers in. He stopped. 

Karlene grabbed at his balls. She �ghtened. He winced, a tear formed in both eyes and dripped from the corners, sliding down each cheek. Karlene wasn’t sure if it was from his humilia�on or the pressure she maintained on his balls. Maybe both. She �ghtened and twisted. 

“We’ve now seen litle Pansy with her litle Miss Clity. Now it’s �me to meet prety princess Pansy.” She squeezed his bal s harder. “We’re going to dress 

you up as the litle girl you are. You’re going to be prety in a litle girl’s party dress. You’re not a real man, you’re a litle pansy girl.” 

Gemma planted a so� kiss in the corner of his bemused lips. “Won’t that be fun, my cute pansy? I love you, especially as a girl.” 

He shook his head. “Gemma, honey, what are you doing?” He turned to Karlene. “What have you done to my wife?” 

Karlene opened up the rear zip of the dress. “I reminded Gemma she was a stunning Goddess and you are a pansy princess. Nothing she didn’t know, she just needed reminding.” She held the dress above his head. “Hands up, sissy.” 

“I wil  not,” he said. 

Gemma let go of his arm and slid her hand down to his erec�on, keeping her face close to his. She kissed his cheek again and grabbed his balls through the pan�es, squeezing them. Her fingers pressed into the so� delicate sacks and touched her finger�ps against his inner sacks, not wan�ng to hurt him. 

Too much. Not yet. 

“Hands up Pansy, like Karlene asked you nicely.” 

Gemma’s fingers dug into his bal s. He let out a squeal. Her hand �ghtened and he held his breath. He raised his hands and Gemma smiled and kissed him with a light brush of her lips. 

“Good girl.” 

Karlene pulled the powder pink coton dress over his head and tugged on in. 

It sat perfectly on his shoulders, it had a flat white collar and short puffed sleeves. Paul looked down at his chest and read the wri�ng on the front. 

“Mommy’s Litle Princess” 
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“And that’s what you are,” 

Gemma said. “Mommy’s litle 

pansy princess.” She tweaked 

his cheek with her thumb and 

forefinger. “My good litle 

 cutey-wutey pansy in a  cutey-

 wutey litle girl’s party dress.” 

Gemma screwed up her nose 

and eyes in a kind smile. 

His face bloomed into a deep 

magenta shade. “I do not 

want to wear this stupid 

dress, Gemma. What are you 

doing? Is this some kind of 

prank?” 

Karlene tweaked his erec�on 

hard with a finger and thumb. He groaned 

“Ow.” 

“Pansy-wansy doesn’t want her  pwitty party  dwess?” She tweaked harder. 

“What do you think a pansy sissy should wear? A male suit, long grey trousers and black shoes?” She looked him in the eye and laughed once. 

“No, a pansy princess like you should always wear prety pansy party dresses.” 

He looked to the floor, his face glowed hot with shame, a shiver shot through him. His body trembled, a tear came to the corner of each eye. 

“There’s a good sissy, let the tears come. Sissy-girls cry, there’s nothing to be ashamed of.” Karlene said. 

She knelt and picked two white socks from the clothes pile. She pushed them onto both feet. They finished at his ankle in pink frills. Karlene rubbed her hand up his smooth white leg. 

“The other sissy is going to love you looking prety and enchan�ng in your pansy dress.” 

Paul’s trembling mouth tried to say something. Gemma put an ear to his mouth. “Don’t be shy Pansy, tell us.” 

“What other sissy, what are you talking about?” His voice was low and raspy. 

Karlene’s hands went to his girly balls and she stroked them. Gemma’s hand touched the front of his pan�es, his erec�on, rubbing. Karlene’s other hand stroked his hair. 

“You’re a sissy-girl and other sissies are going to love you. Literally.” 

Karlene let go of him and picked up the sandals. She pushed them on his feet. She did up the straps while Gemma kept him calm caressing his erec�on. She stopped as soon as he seemed on the brink of cumming. She looked at him with a wide engaging smile. 

“No making a mess, naughty pansy.” She slapped his erec�on playfully. Then she slapped it again and giggled each �me. “It’s such a cute litle miss clity, so prety covered in pink girly pan�es.” She looked at him with love. “I want to squish it up.” She twisted and pulled on it, her face full of love. And mischief. 

Karlene pushed his feet into the sandals and buckled up the straps. 

Gemma said. “Prety shoes for a prety pansy.” 

Karlene picked up a pink Alice band with a small pink bow atached to the top. She slid it into his hair. Paul put his hands to his head and squealed 

“no.” 

Gemma took his hands gently and rubbed them in hers. “Now, now sissy girl, calm down, calm down. We’re making you prety, I’m doing this for love. You know how much I love you, Pansy?” 

He mumbled he thought she did. 

Gemma put on a face of fake disappointment. She slapped his cheek playfully then shook his erec�on. “How can you doubt I love you, Princess? 

You know I do.” She stroked his face. 

Karlene grabbed the side of his hair and pulled it into a four-inch-long pigtail. 

She flicked a pink band into the base. She repeated it on the other side while Gemma kept him docile by stroking his erec�on and whispering she loved her pansy princess. 

Karlene unclipped and opened the black miniature suitcase-like box. It was full of coloured eyeshadows, eyeliner pencils, tubes of face makeup and several tubes of lips�ck. 

Paul peered inside the box then looked up at his wife. He shook his head. 

Gemma tapped him on the arm with a fist. “Sil y Pansy, don’t be so shy. 

I’m going to make you up like a prety litle girl. What’s the mater with you? 

Anyone would think you don’t want to be a prety princess.” 

He didn’t get the chance to reply. Karlene picked up a wide brush and dabbed at tan-coloured make-up and dabbed it around his face. He moved his head away. Gemma squeezed hard on his genitals and held her hand in 

�ght. He breathed in as if in difficulty. 

“Don’t struggle, girly, you know you want to look prety for us. And for those prety sissies, you’re going to meet. 

Paul’s eyes widened with a mix of pain and terror. Gemma let out her grip, but her hand remained �ght around his balls. Karlene put the brush down and picked up a pencil. She flicked it against his eyelashes, making them dark and look longer. She took a thin s�ck with a small pad on the end and dabbed it in a green eyeliner shade. She ran it over his eyelids and dabbed it in with another brush. 

As she worked, Gemma and Karlene talked about how Goddess Gemma needed to be sexually sa�sfied by a real man. They discussed how  Pansy’s litle girly parts paled in comparison to those of real men. How his silly litle four inches looked when compared to a real man’s cock at ten or eleven inches. Even other sissies had bigger cli�es than Pansy’s litle penis. 

Paul became upset. Gemma calmed her husband down as Karlene worked on his makeup. Gemma kissed his lips lightly, kneading his balls with light finger�ps. He shivered, asking for them to stop what they were doing. He squealed like a nervous girl. Gemma stroked his balls telling him how much 

she loved him. It was just he was a pansy with a �ny miss clity and  she had to learn what  she was. 

Karlene picked up a lips�ck in shocking bright red. “Pucker up girly.” 

Gemma squeezed hard on his bal s. He groaned and puckered. Karlene spread the lips�ck over his lips and told him to push his lips together. She showed him how. 

Karlene stood back and admired her work. 

“I’d say she’s ready, Gemma.” 

Anguish etched in Paul’s face. His litle side pigtails swung with his head movements, his chiffon dress swished and brushed around the �ny lump in his pan�es. 

“Yes, she is,” said Karlene. “And now we need to get ready.” 

“Ready for what?” Paul’s desperate voice was a tone higher than normal. 

Karlene and Gemma smiled at him as a reply. Gemma grabbed his balls and pulled him towards the door, his face in despair. 

“Follow me, my pansy princess.” 

He had no choice, Gemma’s hand clamped �ght around his litle balls. 

He had no idea what was wai�ng for him next. 





20 — The Princess 

Karlene led them up the stairs and into Paul and Gemma’s master bedroom. 

Gemma tugged Paul by his bal s as if they were a pet’s lead. Karlene glanced back several �mes, aware he was watching her bare ass wiggle. That was good, it increased his desire and despera�on., these were the tools she used to control them and do her bidding. 

They entered Paul and Gemma’s marital bedroom. Gemma dropped hold of his balls absent-mindedly. Karlene saw his litle erec�on hard and strong through the pan�es. He had been hard for around an hour, he would be feeling desperate to cum. That was not going to happen. 

Gemma looked him up and down, her innocent face alive with wonder. Her bra held the promise of nipples, somehow remaining inside the cup. The arced tops of her dark areola invited him, her rounded mounds alluring. 

Paul’s hand pushed out towards one of his wife’s breasts, involuntarily, a reac�on. Gemma’s hand swiped it away without breaking her innocent smile. “Naughty Pansy, no touching.” Gemma’s voice was smooth like velvet. 

“You’re my wife, Gemma.” Paul fidgeted in discomfort. He crossed his legs, as if he wanted to pee. 

Karlene’s face carried a confident playful smile. “Litle pansies don’t touch goddesses.” Karlene stared hard at him. He withered beneath her strong brown eyes and so� velvet voice. 

“Mistress Karlene,” Karlene said. 

Incomprehension burned in his eyes, his body shivered with horny an�cipa�on. 

“You wil  cal  me Mistress Karlene. And your sexy wife is Goddess Gemma.” 

He mouthed a “what?” He put out a hand towards Karlene. She bated it away. 

“You will now curtsey to us and apologise for trying to grope us. Say sorry Mistress Karlene and sorry Goddess Gemma. I want your hands holding out the sides of your dress, like a good sissy.” 

He was unable to speak, the situa�on he was in was uncomprehending for him. He’ll learn, thought Karlene, they all do. A short moment elapsed, Karlene lost pa�ence. She slapped his face hard. 

Paul gasped, his eyes watered. He began to cry. Karlene pul ed him towards the floor by his balls. 

“Curtsey, Pansy. If you do as I ask, I won’t have to slap you.” 

His hands went to the sides of his dress. He held it out and said, “Sorry Mistress Karlene, sorry Goddess, Goddess.” He swallowed. “Goddess Gemma.” 

Karlene let go of his balls and wiped a hand on his dress with a disgusted face A small circular damp stain showed on his pan�es. “Yuk, pre-cum sissy juice. Naughty litle girl.” A smile danced in Karlene’s voice. 

She turned back to Gemma. “Time to get ready.” 

“Ready for what?” Paul’s voice was unsteady, nervous. 

“We need to look our best, especial y that hot sexy goddess of a wife of yours.” Karlene strode to a large fited wardrobe. I ran the length of the wal . 

Paul’s eyes followed her. She opened the doors to reveal elegant dresses. His mouth dropped open. “That’s my side of the wardrobe, where are my clothes?” 

Gemma ran her finger down his cheek, finishing on his lips. “We’ve moved them.” 

“Where?” 

The two ladies ignored his ques�on. 

One thing was coming a�er the other and he was struggling to keep up with what was happening to him. Karlene took out a sleek red dress with a low back. Gemma went to her side of the wardrobe and selected a hanger with a small burgundy cocktail dress. 

Karlene slipped the red dress on. “Pansy girl, you’ve been hiding in your sissy closet for too long.” 

Karlene walked to the other side of the bedroom and sat at Gemma’s dressing table and peered in the mirror. She spoke as she applied make-up. 

“Your goddess of a wife needs a real man. She’s suffered for too long with you, having a husband who is nothing more than a girly pansy with a �ny clity. We’re going to rec�fy that problem.” 

Karlene applied eyeshadow to her wide eyelids. 

“Your goddess wife’s new boyfriend will be arriving shortly. Apart from giving Gemma what she’s been missing for three years, he wil  make you more of an obedient litle girl for your wife. He wil  be good for you, Pansy, and teach you to be a good, cuckold pansy princess.” 

Karlene finished her make-up. Paul was standing shivering by the end of the bed despite the warmth. Karlene sat on the end of the bed and reached out to his litle erec�on. Gemma replaced Karlene at the dressing table to do her make-up. 

Karlene stroked Pansy’s erec�on with a single finger�p. “It’s so cute, pansygirl, especially wrapped up in prety pink pan�es” She leant in, her finger ran over his clity, a light touch. Pansy squeezed his eyes in frustra�on. Each �me Karlene detected he was on the brink of orgasm, she withdrew her fingers and waited for him to calm down. She then started again. He sweated and flushed. He pleaded with her to al ow him to cum. He whined he was uncomfortable. Karlene smiled and giggled at him. She stroked, stopped, let him calm down. She started again. 

Gemma sat next to Karlene on the end of the bed. Gemma’s finger joined Karlene’s. Gemma rubbed her fingers up and down his erec�on. Then stopped. The ladies waited then Karlene took over, rubbing Pansy’s erec�on. 

As he started to groan in an�cipa�on of a release, they stopped. They waited for him to calm down, his failed orgasm waned. Gemma rubbed it again. 

“We can’t have you messing in those prety pan�es,” Karlene said. 

Gemma stopped rubbing him, they waited then Karlene �ckled under his erect dick. “Litle girl Pansy. Goddess Gemma needs a real man in bed.” 

“I need a real man,” Gemma said. “You were such a litle girl Pansy. You cry and squeal like a sissy during sex.” Gemma’s voice was caring, her voice demure and sexy. 

The two ladies hunched their shoulders and giggled. Pansy tried to grope his wife. Karlene slapped his hand away. 

“Please Gemma, please Karlene. I need to cum. I’m in agony, I’m burs�ng. I need to cum. It hurts.” He knelt on the floor and put his hands together in prayer. Broken, desperate. “I beg you, Gemma.” 

Gemma pulled Pansy up by his armpits as he sobbed anguished tears. He atempted to touch her breast again, without thinking. He was desperate. 

Gemma pushed him away and kissed him on the lips. He stopped crying and she hugged him �ght and let go suddenly. 

Karlene stood and planted a kiss full on his lips, her tongue licked around his mouth. He was shocked and wiped his eyes dry. He tried to reach Karlene’s breast and Gemma slapped his arm hard and he withdrew it looking hurt. He twisted in his white sandal shoes, ever more fran�c. 

Gemma slapped him hard twice across the face, Karlene looked on, eyebrows raised in mild surprise but pleased at Gemma’s approach. Gemma was ge�ng into her role as the Goddess Gemma with relish. 

Without warning, Gemma took his ear and twisted it hard. Pansy screamed. 

She took his other ear and twisted it the same way, pulling him down to bend in half. She whispered sweet comments as she twisted his ears and slapped his face. 

“Poor Pansy, you’re not a man. You’re my girly princess with a �ny clity and girly balls.” Her voice was honey-smooth and calm. 

Her slaps became harder and more rapid. Pansy tried to put his arms up, like a boxer’s defence, but Gemma switched between ear twists and face slaps. 

Karlene watched and wanted to join in the fun. She slapped hard at his girly balls and pulled his litle clity hard before le�ng it go, as if it were an elas�c band. 

Pansy’s hands couldn’t defend against two pairs of hands raining down on him. He squawked like a chicken, he pleaded for them to stop, begged them to leave him alone. Slaps rained around his cheeks, Karlene’s hands hi�ng his balls. The women laughed and giggled. 

Faster and faster the blows come down on him. He twisted and turned from the two ladies’ hands, his own hands flapping in vain as if trying to swat fast mosquitoes. The first drops of tears appeared in the corners of his eyes. He whimpered. The tears trickled down his face against the red slap marks. 

Karlene’s face was alive. “She’s becoming a real girl.” She smiled at Gemma. 

“Your new hunky boyfriend is going to love her this way. A crying sissy.” 



21 — The Fun 

“I never imagined this would be such fun, Karlene. My girly husband is a pansy, crying and whining. It’s deligh�ul.” 

Karlene had Pansy’s balls clamped �ght, they were turning blue. She liked to see a sissy’s bal s that way. It would be nice to snip them off completely, she thought for a wicked moment. Then she’d be a real girl. That might be a step too far for Gemma at present. She parked the idea. Maybe in the future, let’s see? 

“I don’t believe Pansy is crying properly; a few litle tears isn’t enough. If she’s to become a proper litle girl we need to see lots more tears. Crying like a real litle girl.” 

They picked the pace up. The speed of their blows increased. One-two, one-two. Faster and faster. Karlene’s hand was so �ght around his girly balls, she felt his inner ball sacks squeezing flater and flater. His eyes were full of water. Her wrist ached with the pressure she was exer�ng. How must Pansy feel, she thought? His face winced in the pain. That was her answer. She went to the dressing table and returned with a hair clip. She pressed it on the top of his balls like a clamp. 

His girly balls turned dark purple-blue. Karlene’s free hand swiped against his erec�on. Again and again. One two, one two. Then again. And again. Al  the 

�me, they spoke to Pansy,  you’re a little girl, you’re a pansy princess, you’re not a man, you’re a sissy.  

Their words worked to the beat of their swipes, their voice so� and gentle, their blows swiping. There was a hint of laughter in their voices, spoken through smiling mouths and creased eyes. 

 Whack, whack.  Gemma’s hands heated his cheeks with slaps. She moved on to his ears. Boxing them, twis�ng them. He didn’t know where to turn. He didn’t know what to protect. Two pairs of prety elegant hands working him over. Two voices, loving, caring, taun�ng, insul�ng. So� voices, y ou’re a sissy pansy, you’re a pretty princess,  over and over again and again. Scoffing, insul�ng. Their hands struck him as they spoke. Faster. Faster. 

Pansy fell to her knees, head down. The blows ceased. The room fell into silence. Pansy li�ed her head and looked to the ceiling. He wailed out like a wounded dog and huge teardrops cascaded down his cheeks and flushed to the floor like a waterfal . 

Gemma stroked the back of his head. She soothed him and told him to let it out. That she’s a good girl, a poor pansy. 

“You’re my prety Pansy” She stroked her chin and laughed at him through her fingers across her mouth. 

She li�ed him to his feet again. Pansy begged them to stop and to release his sore, painful blue bal s. He said he needed to have sex with his wife. 

Pansy pleaded with them. 

“Karlene ran a single finger down her litle girly dick, s�ll hard despite the slaps and swipes. “Does Pansy wants sex with his hot wife?” 

“Yes, yes, yes please. Please.” 

The two ladies made a show of pretending to think about it. A moment later, they recommenced slapping him. Gemma slapped Pansy around the ears, le� then right, le� then right. As she hit him, Karlene took her girly dick and rubbed his foreskin, up and down, slowly with a so� light touch. They told him  what a good girl she was, an adorable princess.  Did Pansy want to cum? Yes? She wasn’t permitted.  

Pansy’s tears fell, his shoulders slumped. 

Karlene con�nued to rub his erec�on. “It’s �me.” 

Pansy sobbed. “Time for what?” 

Gemma grabbed Pansy around the neck and pulled him down in a headlock. 

Pansy’s hands went to her arm, he couldn’t prise them apart. His strength had ebbed. He was beaten. 

“It’s �me we called your hot wife’s new boyfriend and invited him over.” 

“Boyfriend? What are you talking about?” His voice was desperate and strained. “No boyfriend, she’s my wife.” He looked up to Gemma from her headlock. “No Gemma, don’t do this.” 

Karlene rummaged through her handbag. She pulled out her mobile phone and scrol ed through her contacts. “Ah, here we are.” She pressed on the contact and shi�ed her head to one side so that her hair moved away and she could tuck her phone to her ear. A faint ring tone buzzed. 

“Your sexy wife’s new boyfriend will help us to complete your transi�on into princess Pansy.” 

Pansy tugged and wriggled in Gemma’s grip without success. Karlene spoke into her phone, short and sharp. “Lily? Come now.” She hung up. She redial ed. “Hello Daniel, you can come over now.” She hung up. 

“You’re a litle sissy who’s been hiding in her pansy closet but not for much longer. I have two people to fix that.” Karlene stroked his erec�on. “One person to sa�sfy your wonderful wife.” Karlene nuzzled Paul’s nose with hers and sat back, her hand stroking his erec�on with a gentle wave. 

“And the other to help you on your way to sissy-hood.” 

She thought for a moment, a finger on her chin. 

“Sissy-hood? Is that even a word?” 





22 — The Stud 

Daniel fil ed the doorframe of the master bedroom. He was 230lbs of muscle. His shoulders and upper arms tensed against the taut coton of a 

�ght black tee-shirt. The dome of his shaved head shone like polished coal, black whiskers covered his head and the shadow around a square chiselled chin. 

His eyes were deep dark brown, as if looking down a long dark tunnel. 

Karlene had let him in a few moments ago and showed him upstairs. Karlene watched as Gemma’s eyes feasted over Daniel, her eyes dropping to his crotch area and remaining there, awe shining in her expression. He had �ght blue jeans on and a ten-inch long sausage-like bulge was outlined down one leg. 

Gemma had her husband in a headlock. Pansy’s eyes shot up to the giant. He was sobbing big tears like a real, sobbing litle girl. He trembled like a chicken about to be plucked alive. 

Daniel nodded to Gemma and grunted in a baritone growl, pleased with what he saw. 

Karlene pointed at Gemma and Daniel. “Daniel, Gemma. Gemma, Daniel.” 

He dipped his head once. 

Gemma waved a hand at him and said, “Hello, big boy.” Her eyes remained fixed on the outline of his cock. 

Karlene pointed to Pansy caught under Gemma’s elbow. “And that’s Goddess Gemma’s litle sissy of a husband. We cal  her Pansy. She’s the one I told you about, the pansy with the litle dick who can’t sa�sfy this beau�ful Goddess.” Karlene ran a hand down Daniel’s trouser bulge. “I’m sure you have something beter to rec�fy the situa�on for my stunning friend.” 

“Yes,” Daniel’s boomed. It vibrated in the room like an a�ershock 

Gemma grabbed her husband’s balls and held one arm behind Pansy’s back. 

She forced her husband to curtsy for Daniel. 

“Invite Sir in, there’s a good prissy pansy.” She twisted Pansy’s arm higher up his back. 

“P… p… please come in, Sir.” 

Daniel sauntered into the room, footsteps clomping like two diving boots against the floor. He stood over Gemma and the head-locked Pansy. Daniel folded his arms, it looked as if his tee shirt sleeves might rip under the strain of his biceps as they tensed. 

Karlene li�ed Pansy’s head up by his chin. “As you can see, Daniel, Goddess  

Gemma has a problem.” She let that sink in. Daniel didn’t acknowledge her, but she knew he had registered what she’d said. 

“Her sissy husband has serious problems in bed. As you can see, she’s a litle sissy girl who can’t sa�sfy her wife. She needs to be turned into a proper sissy princess. We’ve got her dressed properly and ready, but we need your assistance too. 

“Yes, Mistress Karlene.” His voice boomed against the bedroom walls like thunder. 

“Goddess Gemma needs a real man and new lover in the bedroom. You two will make a perfect couple; you’re looking for a sexy new girlfriend and Goddess Gemma needs a real man.” Karlene’s face went serious. “Gemma does s�ll love her pansy husband and he’s perfect in every department except the single most important area. So she needs your help.” 

Karlene bent over and li�ed Pansy’s pink dress. She pulled down the front of his pan�es and showed Daniel his litle genitals, her hand cupped under his sissy balls. 

“She has a �ny dick and balls,” Daniel said. His eyes lingered on Pansy’s small erec�on then he studied Gemma. “You are beau�ful, Goddess Gemma, like Mistress Karlene.” 

“Why thank you, Daniel, it’s nice of you to say so.” Karlene was surprised to see a blush on Gemma’s face before she regained her composure. Gemma was fascinated by this giant hunk of testosterone standing inches from her. 

“Gorgeous,” Daniel said. “Sexy.” He stared at Gemma. 

“Yes thank you,” said Karlene. “We get the picture.” 

Karlene took over the headlock on Pansy. Karlene landed a sudden slap to Pansy’s ears. Gemma pummel ed her botom with spanks. Daniel watched with increasing ardour, the two women enraptured by Daniel’s s�ffening cock outlined in his trouser leg 

Pansy burst into tears again. Through his sobs he begged, “Please stop, please.” 

The two mistresses con�nued to work Pansy over, calling him  a sissy princess and telling him he had a  tiny effeminate clitty.  

Gemma’s aten�on was drawn to the erect cock in Daniel’s trousers. She placed a hand over it and rubbed gently. Pansy spoted her and cried out for her to stop, not to touch another man’s cock, she was married to him. 

Karlene slapped his face and pulled on his balls. 

Gemma was oblivious to her husband’s plain�ve pleas. Karlene kept Pansy in a headlock and turned Pansy to face Gemma squeezing her new boyfriend’s erec�on. Gemma’s hands run up over his stomach and his biceps. She pulled him onto the bed, he sat awkwardly as she peeled off his tee-shirt. 

He had shaved his body and it looked like a statue. He took Gemma’s face in both his hands and pulled her in for a long deep kiss. Gemma let out a swooning sound as they broke off, tongues s�ll licking and lashing. 

Pansy remained held under Karlene’s armlock. He called out for his wife not to do that through deep sobs. Karlene walked Pansy round under her arm to posi�on him to the side of Daniel si�ng on the bed. 

Gemma stepped off the bed with a bounce, her dress flowing around her legs. She parted Daniel’s thick legs and kneeled on the floor between them. 

“You are a hunk. Karlene was right.” Gemma’s hands fought with the top buton on his jeans. 

Daniel put a hand on her head and a finger on her lips. “You’re a stunning babe, Goddess Gemma. Sexy as hel .” 

Gemma unzipped his flies and pulled his jeans down to his knees with a desperate lunge. She gasped, he was wearing underpants. His gigan�c erec�on pointed up like a black steel girder, hard and threatening. Karlene stopped slapping Pansy to let him take in the sight of the eleven-inch erect cock. It was hovering close to Gemma’s lips. 

Gemma forgot to remove his jeans al  the way and took the erec�on in one hand, her face looking all around and over it. Savouring the sight. She held out his balls, looking over, around under, she had never seen anything like it. 

She sat back, fixed on the erec�on and the two big long sacks hanging between his legs. 

Gemma came out of her surprise at the monster cock. She giggled. “Gosh, my husband is such a litle girl compared to you.” She puffed her cheeks out and blew. “In height and the size of your cock and your balls. My husband is nothing more than a litle pansy girl compared to a powerful hunk like you.” 

Gemma pul ed off his jeans and he was completely naked. Pansy groaned. 

She slid back between his open legs, the erec�on pressed against her stomach. Karlene held Pansy’s head up by his hair on the top of her head. 

She told him to watch how a real man performs. Gemma and Daniel hugged, then they kissed again. Tenta�ve at first. Gemma’s hand went to his thigh, he took her hand and guided it onto his cock. They kissed harder. Taking breaths, tongues lashing, then plunging deep into their mouths. Their lips locked. Daniel pushed Gemma’s dress straps down, it fell over her bra. She stood up and the dress fell off and to her feet. She kicked it away, sat next to Daniel and took his erec�on again. Her hand worked up and down, her face in wonder. 

Pansy was watching, his trembles were like an effeminate litle girl pansy. He squealed at what he was seeing, unbelieving. His wife openly fondled and kissed another man. In front of him. 

Karlene smirked. This was going beter than she had an�cipated. Now for the next event. 





23 — The Desire 

Daniel flicked open Gemma’s bra with a single prac�sed twist of his fingers. 

Her large oval breasts spil ed into his large recep�ve hands. The darkness of his hands was like charcoal against her snow-white skin. He moved his head between her breast mounds, his wide thick lips spread against her breasts, ravishing them with his long thick tongue. 

Gemma reached for her new boyfriend’s strong erec�on, she squealed in delight at the size and hardness. Pansy squealed in horror at seeing his wife so in�mate with another man. Daniel’s cock was three �mes the size of her sissy husband’s pathe�c litle worm. 

Daniel moved up to Gemma’s mouth and they lavished each other’s open mouths, tongues licking and probing each other. They slurped on their tongues. Gemma put a hand on Daniel’s chest and moved away. He gave a small deep grunt of surprise. Gemma put her thumbs on either side of the waistband of her small pan�es. Daniel smiled. She wiggled her bum four 

�mes and pulled the elas�c down to her the top of her pubic mound. She stopped, tapped Daniel on the end of his erec�on, pursed her lips and turned. Daniel’s face beamed, his eyes ful  of desire, her thin coton panty-string hidden between her round cheeks. A fine line of coton lined across her hips “No, please Gemma, don’t do this,” Pansy pleaded A loud slap from Karlene’s hand sounded against the flesh of his bum cheek, silencing his whining. 

Gemma wriggled her bum into Daniel’s nose, his hands rushed up to take her bum cheeks. His fingers dug into them as Gemma bent forward and wriggled her ass. 

She stood up and put her thumbs back in the waistband. She wriggled her bum twice more and pulled her pan�es down and let them drop to her ankles. Karlene grinned and Pansy let out a stunted groan at seeing his wife’s trimmed triangle of sandy pubic hair. Her labia’s were open and invi�ng, the bud of her clitoris extended. Pansy shook his head in silence, eyes pleading and desperate. He licked his lips. Karlene saw this wasn’t so trauma�c for 

him. She knew real sissies, like Pansy, enjoyed this humilia�on. She was being kind to Pansy, wasn’t she? 

Gemma looked to Pansy. “Poor sissy girl. She can’t have sex with her wife any more. Well, watch and see how a real man looks a�er a woman.” 

Gemma spun back to face Daniel. She put her hands in her hair and swayed her hips, her pussy inches from his gurning face. He moved forward towards her sex, entranced by her as if a snake to a piper. As he was about to kiss her pubic hair, she put a hand on his forehead. She knelt and put her mouth to his ear. 

“Wait lover, I have something to do first.” 

She got on her knees and grabbed Daniel’s erect cock with a hand. Her mouth was open, ready. Another whine came from Pansy as she puckered her lips and planted a delicate kiss on the end of Daniel’s cock. Pansy sobbed. Gemma ran her tongue on the head of the giant cock. Daniel grinned like a schoolboy with candy. Gemma looked up at him and put her lips around the end. Her head moved down the wide black sha�, her blond hair falling on the tops of thick black muscular thighs. 

Pansy’s so� sobs and Gemma’s slurps against the enormous cock were the only sound in the room. Her head came back up the end, they closed against the end and she opened wide. Her mouth slid down the long rampant erec�on. She came back up, faster this �me, a constant deep murmur of pleasure in her throat. Faster, her hand �ght on the base of his cock. 

“Look Pansy,” Karlene instructed. “You hot wife is enjoying a real cock and a real man.” She pul ed on Pansy’s neck with her armlock jerking him to see his wife in ac�on. Pansy sobbed and pleaded, “No, Gemma, no. Please, no.” His eyes told a different story, excitement, lust, humilia�ng pleasure. 

Gemma’s mouth was moving faster, taking his erec�on as deep and possible then back up, back down to her throat, then back up. Daniel looked to the ceiling and grabbed the sheets around him. He tensed and jerked. A long gutural moan came from somewhere deep in his throat. He jerked again. 

Gemma slowed, her mouth coming up to the end of his cock. She swal owed. 

Sucked and swal owed. He jerked and jerked again. She sucked like a giant 

black straw in a milkshake. She turned to the side to face her pansy husband who watched in absolute horror. Gemma smiled sweetly, large drops of viscous cum smeared on her face. She wiped a finger over it and popped it in her mouth. She closed her lips and swallowed. Her face lit up. 

Gemma faced her pansy husband, her eyes gentle and unblinking, a faint creased smile on the edges of her eyes. “Daniel, you are such a fantas�c alpha hunk of a stud. I’d forgoten how it was to blow a real cock, the feel of so much cum gushing into my mouth. My litle girl of a husband is a silly pansy with a �ny litle girl’s clity. I never imagined the ecstasy I had missed out on, being with a real man.” 

Gemma climbed onto the bed and lay her head on a pil ow. “I’m al  yours, my hunky boyfriend. Do what your best, I know you will.” 

She lay back and spread her legs wide, her knees up, her feet on the sheets. 

Her damp vagina lips parted like a zipper coming undone. Daniel lay face first and moved his head between her legs. His big tongue lashed out and into her vagina. He licked her labia, she arched her back then slumped to the matress again. Daniel’s hands took her hips, his arms like those of a giant against Gemma’s slim bones. 

Karlene pulled Pansy around to the side of the bed and pushed his face to look over his wife’s open vagina. Daniel’s tongue licked all over it as Pansy’s quiet tears dripped onto the white sheets. Karlene noted with sa�sfac�on that despite the tears and protesta�ons, Pansy’s erec�on was stronger than ever. He was enjoying this. 

Daniel worked his tongue in and out of Gemma’s vagina, her wide open invi�ng hole. He found the bud of her clitoris and Gemma’s back arched again. She moaned then screamed, “Yes, yes, yes.” Her back slumped back on the bed. 

“Oh Daniel,” she said. “You’re such a stud. I can’t believe this. I love it.”  She sat up and pulled on Daniel’s shoulder so he moved up to face her. They cuddled and hugged then resumed their deep passionate kissing. As they snogged, Daniel’s cock hardened. Soon it was ful -on eleven-inch of hard firm 

�ssue and engorged blood. 

Gemma’s hands rested on the sides of Daniel’s body. She guided him to lay on top of her. 

“Watch this Pansy-Girl,” Karlene said 

“Gemma, no. Not that. He isn’t using a condom. Think about it.” 

Two slaps silenced Pansy. 

Gemma took Daniel’s erec�on in one hand and guided it into her wai�ng warm vagina. He pushed it in, further, further. All the way to the hilt. 

“Oh Karlene, you won’t believe this,” she cried. 

“I think I would, darling. I had him last week.” She sniffed. “Not much up going on up top, I suspect all his blood is needed for his cock. 

Gemma wasn’t listening as Daniel sped up, pushing in and out. He stopped and turned Gemma over, laying her face down. He pushed his straining erec�on into her pussy from behind and lowered himself down. 

Gemma cal ed out. “Oh yes, oh yes. Harder, faster my stud.” 

Daniel pounded at her, his body slapping against her rounded bum cheeks. 

He stopped and picked her up and got off the bed, locked together. 

Gemma wrapped her legs around his waist and the two moved together. 

Daniel’s erec�on moving in and out, more slowly, Gemma’s head lolled back, groans and moans of delight. He moved faster. He carried her to a wal  and pushed her up against it, s�ll pounding, her feet off the ground. Gemma’s face was a look of intense lust. Pansy cried out. 

Daniel and Gemma seemed to seize up as they stopped and cried out in unison. Daniel pumped her once more, then stopped. His body wrenched in pleasure. He put Gemma down and removed his erec�on, rubbing it with a massive hand. It spurted up her stomach and to her breast. She rubbed it in and licked her fingers with a gleeful smirk. 

They fell into each other’s arms. They hugged for several seconds, calming down and feeling their affec�on. A�er several seconds, Gemma took her boyfriend’s hand and guided him to the bed. They fell on their backs on the side, their feet on the floor. Daniel’s penis laid long and limp on the top of his 

thigh, a drop of cum trickled along and down the side. His cum glistened on Gemma’s stomach and over her breast. 

“Clean up �me, Pansy.” Karlene let go of his neck and pushed him towards the recovering lovers. 

Pansy cringed, his face screwed up. He shook his head, his lips held closed. 

“Yes, you will clean up, Pansy. This is your role now.” 

Karlene pushed a wipe into his hand. “Clean them both up, Pansy.” 

Pansy tried to pull away. Karlene held him �ght. 

“Clean it all away like a good sissy.” 

Gemma and Daniel propped themselves up on their elbows to watch. 

Karlene’s hand held Pansy’s hair. Pansy shivered in disgust as he wiped away Daniel’s cum spread over his wife’s body. Karlene spanked his botom. 

Gemma giggled the whole �me, complaining it �ckled. 

Karlene pulled him to Daniel and pushed him towards Daniel’s limp penis. 

“Wipe it clean, Pansy. This is your job now, cleaning up a�er your hot wife and boyfriend have had fran�c sex.” She passed him a fresh wipe. 

Pansy wiped Daniel’s penis clean with a look of disgust creasing his face. 

Karlene let Pansy stand up. His short pink princess dress was ruffled around his waist. His hair was pulled back by an Alice band with a large bow on top, two side pigtails moved as he walked. 

Pansy’s head dropped in a sign he wanted the night to finish. Meanwhile, Gemma was saying something to Daniel. He nodded in agreement. 

Gemma sat up. “I have three announcements to make.” 

  



24 — The Boyfriend 

Gemma remained naked, she was unconcerned, enjoying the recklessness and sexual freedom. She was si�ng next to Daniel on the edge of the bed. 

His expended cock lay lifeless on his leg. Pansy’s face was cut with anguish. 

“Firstly, I want to thank Karlene for introducing Daniel to me.” 

Karlene bowed and laughed with Gemma. Daniel clapped twice. 

“Secondly, I want Daniel to be my boyfriend. I want more of what I just had. 

Wow. I know it’s al  a litle rapid, but I’ve never experienced such sex. Ever. 

He wil  be the man of the house when he’s here and sleep with me in the master bedroom. He is the only man here.” She looked to the distressed Pansy. 

“Final y, Pansy here.” She pointed a sharp red fingernail at Pansy. “She wil  be our sissy princess servant and obedient litle girl.” Gemma leant over and stroked Pansy’s head. “Did you see the lovely way she cleaned up Daniel’s cum? So cute I could squeeze her.” She tweaked his cheek. 

As her audience digested her words, she got up, picked up her discarded dress and slipped it on over her head. She handed Daniel his jeans. 

She took Pansy’s hand. “I have something to show you Pansy girl. You’re going to love this.” 

Pansy looked around, trying to take in the scene and what was happening. 

Gemma led Pansy out of the master bedroom. She pul ed him by his litle clity past the family bathroom and to the end of the corridor. She held it dain�ly between two fingers. It was s�l  erect, a fact Karlene noted. He was not ha�ng this as much as he protested. They were al  the same, they made a fuss but in the end, they loved being sissies. They needed a push, that was all. 

Karlene followed with Daniel behind her. He hadn’t bothered to put his tee-shirt on and his muscles rippled as he walked. 

A strong smel  of fresh emulsion hit them at the end of the passage. Gemma pushed the door open on what had been the smal  rear spare room. It was 

too small for a guest bedroom, so they had used it for dumping things they didn’t know what to do with. 

Gemma walked through the door and the fresh paint smell became stronger. 

Si�ng on the bed was a slim blond-haired girl. Her hair was straightened and fell down her back to her �ny waist. Her lips were painted bright pink, her nails were long and in the same pink colour. She was in a short pink pleated skirt with white stockings. The tops of her stockings showed on her thin white thighs. White suspender straps were clipped to the stocking tops. Her feet were in four-inch thin heels. Her skirt fell between her legs and around a small bulge. 

Everyone squeezed into the smal  room. Pansy’s face dropped like mel�ng snow in the sun. Gemma waved an arm in the air. 

“Say hello to Lily, Pansy.” Karlene spoke from the hal way. “She’ll be your new girlfriend. That’s nice, your wife has a hot new boyfriend and you have a sweet new girlfriend.” 

Lily smiled demurely at Pansy and put out a wide hand to greet Pansy. Pansy looked at her hand as if it were dog shit. 

The room’s wal s were in powder-pink emulsion with brilliant white skir�ng boards and door frame. A single white bed had a dark pink headboard in velvet. A pink pillow with frills around the edge had a cartoon picture of a princess on it from a recent movie. The bedspread had a similar picture. 

Several cushions in shades of pink were scatered around the bed, mixed with so� toys and dolls. Boy band posters hung on the walls. Two three-foot-high posters of young naked men were fixed to the wal , their huge cocks displayed with pride. 

“I had it al  redecorated today, for Pansy.” Gemma was pleased. “This is your new bedroom, Pansy. You’ll be sharing it with Lily when she comes to stay. 

Daniel and I will be using the master bedroom. A litle girl’s room for a Pansy princess.” 

Pansy choked. Gemma put an arm around Daniel, his face inexpressive. 

Karlene pulled Pansy to the bed by an ear and made him sit next to Lily. 

Lily’s face gave nothing away, but they al  spoted movement in the bulge under her skirt. 

“Let me see you being demure and girly, Pansy.” 

Karlene squeezed against his litle balls. Pansy complained. Karlene squeezed harder. 

“I want to see demure, girly. Fluter your eyelashes at Lily, look up with your chin down. And tell us how pleased you are to see Lily and how prety she is.” 

She squeezed hard and Pansy jumped up an inch. Pansy looked down and bated her eyelashes. “You’re very prety Lily.” 

Lily blushed and looked down, her hands between her knees. 

“I’m pleased to hear you find Lily prety, Pansy,” Karlene said. “Since you think she’s so atrac�ve, you will hug her.” 

Pansy dropped his demure look. Karlene re-�ghtened her grip on his balls. 

Pansy shot his arms around Lily who looked surprised for an instant. 

“Now I want you to kiss Lily on his lips. You two are going to become close friends, if you know what I mean. And we’ll watch when you do.” 

Lily puckered her mouth in prepara�on and closed her eyes. Her bulge popped out from below the short hem of her pink skirt, fully erect. Lily’s clity was nothing like Pansy’s, it was eight inches. Pansy froze at the sight of it. 

“Let’s see those tongues working.” 

Karlene pushed Pansy’s head towards Lily’s. Their lips touched, Lily brushed her hair from her face and pushed a long wide tongue deep into Pansy’s mouth. Pansy choked. 

Karlene’s face went in close to Pansy’s. “And what happened to your tongue, princess? You need to be loving with Lily.” 

Pansy poked her tongue out and touched on Lily’s writhing tongue. Pansy pulled it back out as if it had been burned. Lily’s lips encircled it and she sucked on it. Pansy’s eyes were wide in terror. 

“Excellent,” Karlene said. “Now stand and face each other. 

Lily and Pansy got off the bed and stood facing each other. Lily was around four inches taller than Pansy in her heels. The two ladies laughed. Daniel watched without expression. 

Karlene pulled a tape measure out. She knelt by Pansy and ripped her pan�es to the floor. She pul ed on his litle hard clity. “Don’t tell me you’re not excited, princess. You’re erect from kissing prety Lilly and standing so close to her large clity.” 

She ran her tape measure over his erec�on. She put a finger on the point on the tape that had come to the end. 

“Four inches, if I’m being generous.” She stroked his erec�on under his dress. “It’s so cute, so girly. I hope Lily is not as disappointed as Goddess Gemma was.” 

Gemma took Pansy’s hand in both hers and rubbed lovingly on his palm and the back of his hand. “Now be a good girl and hold Lily’s nice clity.” 

Pansy tried to step back. Karlene held her. Lily’s skirt rested on the top of her erec�on. Gemma opened Pansy’s fingers and placed them on the hard clity-penis She compressed his fingers around it. Lily’s face broke into a demure smile. 

“Good litle Pansy-girl. It feels nice, yes?” 

Pansy grunted a reply. 

“No, not good enough, Pansy-girl. Tell us how sexy Lily’s clity feels, how you love touching another sissy’s clity. Because you’re a pansy princess who wants a huge clity in her ass and mouth. I know you want to drink Lily’s sissy juice.” 

“But I don’t.” Pansy’s tears started to fal . 

Gemma swiped her face and her girly balls. “Not good enough my litle princess.” Her voice purred: sexy, coy and loving. 

Pansy cleared his throat, he looked to the floor. “I love touching Lily’s clity and I want it in my mouth.” Pansy’s voice trailed off. 

Gemma stroked Pansy’s clity and then his face, so�ly with care. “That’s so sweet, princess, I’m pleased to hear you say that.” 

She thought for a moment. 

“Let’s make your wish come true, shal  we Pansy?” 





25 — The Good Pansy 

Gemma guided Pansy to his knees. Lily’s clity-penis stood out at right angles aimed between his eyes. Karlene gave Pansy the tape measure. 

“You measure it and tell us how big it is.” 

Pansy’s hands shook as she placed the yel ow tape along the length of Lily’s erec�on. 

“Eight inches. And a bit.” 

“Eight inches and a bit?” Karlene said. “And yours is?” 

Pansy’s head and arm dropped, the tape measure hanging from his fingers. 

“Four inches.” 

The two ladies giggled. “A four-inch difference,” Karlene stated. 

Gemma took Pansy’s hands and ran her fingers through them. “Which confirms that you, Pansy, are indeed a litle girl.” Her voice was smooth and control ed. Gentle and bewitching as she played with Pansy’s fingers. 

Pansy appeared to forget his predicament for a moment, entranced by his wife’s loving voice and her hands. Gemma guided Pansy’s hand to Lily’s clity. 

Pansy broke out of his daydream. Gemma had wrapped his fingers around Lily’s erec�on. He tried to pul  away, Gemma’s hands remained �ght. 

She pushed Pansy’s hands up and down the sha� as Lily mumbled a gentle sound. She took his hands and moved them to Lily’s balls. 

“This is how balls should be, Princess.” Her hand over Pansy’s hands, kneading and squeezing Lily’s sacks. “Tell us how much you love Lily’s sexy pussy balls, princess.” Their hands ran over them, Gemma pushed his finger�ps into them. 

“Yes, I love her pussy bal s.” Pansy’s voice was flat and emo�onless. 

“Good girl, good girl.” Gemma’s voice was a hush. 

“Turn and bend over, Lily.” Karlene’s voice was a gentle instruc�on. 

Lily complied with evident pleasure, her round bare botom faced Pansy, two balls hung, a small hole beckoned. Lily’s botom was inches from Pansy’s weeping face. Gemma took one of Pansy’s ears and guided her face into Lily’s bum hole. 

“Put your tongue out and lick around and inside the nice Lily’s vagina, there’s a good girl.” 

Pansy’s tongue came out with a show of reluctance. Gemma twisted his ear and it shot into the hole. 

“Good girl, now in and out and lick all around it.” 

Pansy complied and Lily groaned with pleasure. 

“And now her pussy bal s, suck on the skin, Pansy,” Gemma ordered She tweaked Pansy’s ear hard and pushed him deeper between Lily’s legs to locate her long hanging pussy balls. They were long, so� and smooth. 

Pansy’s lips sucked the sack into his mouth, slurping. Gemma put her hand around Lily’s balls and pulled them further into Pansy’s mouth un�l it was full. 

Gemma tugged Pansy’s head back by his pigtail. “Now tell prety Lily how much you love her pussy balls and how big they are. Then tell us all how much you love to see Sir sa�sfy your hot sexy wife.” Gemma’s voice was so� 

and gentle. “That would be me, Pansy, your hot sexy wife you failed to sa�sfy with your miss clity.” 

She pulled his ear hard, Pansy screamed a s�fled complaint. 

“I love your sexy pussy bal s, Lily.” Pansy’s voice was erra�c, breaking, on the verge of breaking into floods of tears. 

“And the rest, Pansy-Girl,” Gemma said gently. “This is wonderful.” 

“I love when you sa�sfy my hot wife, Sir.” 

Gemma and Karlene squealed in unison. 

“OK, it’s �me,” Karlene said. 

Pansy looked at her in fear. Karlene told Lily to sit on the edge of 

Pansy’s litle single bed and to open her legs as wide as possible. Lily sat. She pushed her skirt up to reveal her erec�on. It was large and proud. 

Gemma pulled Pansy up by an ear and put him between Lily’s legs. She put her hands on either side of Pansy’s face and pushed it to touch the underside of Lily’s erec�on. She pulled Lily’s large erect clity down and placed it to Pansy’s closed lips. 

“Open wide, princess, this is what you wanted. At least that’s what you told us.” 

She tapped Pansy’s lips and she opened his mouth. She pushed the erec�on deep into Pansy’s mouth. She pressed against the back of his head and Pansy took the en�re length in. 

“Close your lips around it and I want you to move gently up and down, like the girly pansy you are.” 

Pansy followed his wife’s order, tears falling. Gemma guided Pansy’s mouth up and down the erect sha�. Lily breathed rapid, her eyes closed, her head back. Her blond hair fell to the bed behind her back. Gemma moved Pansy’s reluctant mouth more rapidly, up and down. Pansy’s lips glided over the veins in Lily’s erec�on, burs�ng, brimming. Lily gave out a loud sound and her body shook. Pansy tried to take his mouth away, her face in horror, cringing in disgust. Gemma put a hand on Pansy’s chin, the other on the top of his head. 

“Swallow the nice sissy juice, Princess.” 

A lump in Pansy’s throat moved. Then again. Again. Lily laid back, her reducing clity fell free from Pansy’s mouth, a line of white juice trailed away, joining Pansy’s mouth with the �p of Lily’s clity-penis. Lily’s breathing was shallow and Gemma pulled Pansy’s mouth over the end of the flaccid clity. 

“Every drop, sissy. Clean it all up like a good girl.” 

Pansy licked away the stringy last drops of Lily’s juices. 

“Good sissy girl, see how much you love playing with Lily,” Karlene said. 

Karlene pushed Pansy to lay beside the slumbering Lily. Pansy laid back, his body and arms s�ff, distaste fixed on her face. 

Gemma sat on the bed at their feet. “Lily, darling?” 

Lily opened one eye, long black false eyelashes bated. 

“Would you be a dear for me? I would love you to take my litle girl of a husband’s ass virginity. I know you’ve just cum, but I’m sure you can manage one more �me.” 

Lily sat up with a weariness from her ejacula�on. Pansy’s face was  full of distress once more. Gemma �pped Pansy over and li�ed her dress up to expose his small pert bum. Gemma put her hands under her sissy husband’s body and told him to get on all fours. Lily moved behind Pansy without instruc�on. Karlene had trained her wel . 

Lily’s clity-penis hung limp. Gemma rubbed and over it and rubbed up and down. Her mouth went down and she sucked around the end, her tongue flicking out, probing the end. It slowly came to full aten�on and Gemma stepped back, admiring her handy work and the sight of this sissy’s ful erec�on. Lily was so feminine, but with a large smooth male appendage. 

Amazing, thought Gemma. 

Gemma took the base of Lily’s erect clity in her hand and steered it to touch against her pansy husband’s exposed ass ring. Pansy flinched. Gemma licked her finger and wiped it around the end of Lily’s clity head. 

“Go,” she said, 

Lily pushed slow and gentle un�l she had impaled Pansy up to the hilt of her erec�on. Pansy squealed once but a so� look appeared across her face. Lily placed her hands on either side of Pansy’s hips and withdrew her hard clity almost to the end. She thrust it in, al  the way, faster this �me. Her smooth pubic area pressed against Pansy’s behind. She pulled it to the end then thrust in, long and deep. Pansy groaned and squealed, this �me from pleasure. Lily moved faster. Deep then out, deep, then out. 

Lily exploded into Pansy without warning, three, four jerks. She flopped onto Pansy’s back. White-grey sissy juices oozed from Pansy’s ass hole and dripped down his leg. 

Karlene took Lily’s hand. “Up you get, that was a good performance. 

You’ve been a good sissy.” Lily grinned, her eyes drooping with �redness. 

Pansy turned over, he put a hand to his bum, pain writen on his face. 

Whether it was the pain of humilia�on or having had an enormous cock in her ass for the first �me, Karlene wasn’t sure. Possibly both. 

“Come on girls, �me for bed, sleep �me for the two princesses.” Gemma stroked Pansy’s forehead lovingly. 

“Can’t I come and sleep with you, Gemma?” 

Gemma smiled an indulgent smile. “Silly girl, pansy princesses don’t sleep with goddess wives.” 

“Hold on Gemma, you’ve forgoten something.” Karlene held a small metal cage. “Pansy isn’t al owed to cum. We don’t want Lily playing with Pansy’s miss clity when they should be ge�ng their beauty sleep.” 

Gemma giggled and took the device from Karlene. She clipped it onto Pansy’s genitals before he could react. She clipped shut a small padlock. The cage linked around the base of his balls. His clity was trapped almost flat in a �ny cage of around half an inch. 

“It’s squashing my dick flat, Gemma, take it off.” 

Gemma smiled at him. “You know you don’t have a dick, Pansy, don’t be a silly girl. Now stop complaining and put on your cute litle nigh�e.” 

Karlene passed a pink baby-doll. Lily was already changed and she hopped into the bed. 

“Why is this cage so small? It’s uncomfortable,” Pansy complained. 

Gemma undressed Pansy and pulled on the baby doll. It finished at his belly. 

Karlene put her fingers to the litle cage. “We’re reducing the size further. By restric�ng the cage to half an inch, your miss clity will eventually shrivel to this size. I think that’s appropriate for a litle girl like you.” 

“No. Don’t do this.” His eyes watered. 

They ignored his protests. Gemma li�ed the pink covers of the bed. “Come on Pansy, into bed like a good litle girl, cuddle up next to Lily.” 

Pansy climbed in with a show of reluctance. Lily snuggled in �ght next to him. Gemma pul ed the covers up to Pansy’s face and kissed her on the forehead. 

“Please can I come and sleep with you.” 

Karlene sat next to Gemma on the bed. “Be a good litle girl,” she said lovingly. “Sir is sleeping with Goddess Gemma. Remember? You’re a litle pansy princess who couldn’t sa�sfy the sexy Goddess Gemma. So now she has Sir to deal with that. Goodnight Pansy.” 

Gemma and Karlene got up together. “Be a good girl, go straight to sleep. 

You’ve had a big day. You’ll need your energy again for tomorrow.” 

Gemma turned to Daniel and stroked his cock through his jeans. “Let’s go, big boy. I need this one more �me before we go to sleep.” 

Pansy sat up. Karlene raised a finger to him and he laid down again. Gemma and Daniel walked out to the hall outside the bedroom. They looked at each other again as pansy looked on. Gemma’s hand brushed against the outline of the enormous cock. 

“Let’s re�re to our bedroom, my lover,” Gemma said. 

“Yes, I would like that,” Daniel replied. 

They le� for the master bedroom, their feet pa�ng on the hal  carpet. The sound of a door closing sounded along the corridor. 

Karlene le� the room and closed the door to Pansy’s room. Lily was already asleep. She put an ear to the door. She wanted to make sure Princess Pansy was being a good litle girl before re�ring to the guest bedroom at the front of the house. 

The only sounds from inside were two so� snores. 

  



26 — The Consequences 

Karlene walked into the kitchen the next morning. It was early and the smell of fresh coffee and toast wa�ed in the air. 

Gemma was si�ng alone at a large pine country-style kitchen table, drinking from a white mug. Her eyes were smal er and �red, it had been a long night for her. Karlene had heard them at it un�l three in the morning. 

They greeted each other and Gemma poured a cup of coffee out for Karlene. 

Gemma explained Pansy had gone into the office to work, Daniel had le� for his Yoga studio and Lily had gone to her job at a female hairdressers. She commented it seemed strange to see Pansy back in a suit. 

“Excellent,” replied Karlene. “We can discuss what to do about Pansy. She needs to con�nue running her business, she has to keep you in style. But, things will need to change.” 

Gemma nodded. “What do you suggest, Karlene?” 

Karlene leant forward as if she had a secret. “I’ve been thinking about this.” 

She laughed and Gemma smiled a weak grin. “I guessed you would.” Her eyes were watery. 

“I thought we should send Pansy to work, dressed up in pink lingerie under her suit.” 

“That would be fun,” Gemma said with litle enthusiasm. 

Karlene spoted Gemma’s lukewarm replies but pressed on. “And you could send sexy, detailed messages about al  the fun you’re having at home with your big, sexy boyfriend.” Karlene was pleased her plan had worked so well last night. “You got the hang of this very quickly, Gemma darling.” She touched the back of Gemma’s hand. “And I am always around to keep a loving eye out and to help you.” 

“I have Pansy’s credit card.” Gemma confided. “It’s �me to go online and buy a few things. I never spoiled myself before, I always felt guilty. Now I wil . 

And of course, I’m going to buy things for my sexy boyfriend.” 

“The man of the house,” Karlene replied, pleased to see Gemma perking up. 

She was probably �red. She would be fine a�er another caffeine kick. 

Gemma opened up the white laptop si�ng on the table. “I want to buy my sweet princess lots more girly ou�its. And you deserve gi�s, Karlene, or everything you’ve shown me. None of this would have been possible were it not for you. And Pansy will pay for everything. She is wealthy.” 

Karlene touched Gemma’s hand again. Everything had gone according to her plan. She had been concerned Gemma’s love for her husband would be too big an obstacle to overcome. Gemma had proved her concerns wrong. 

Time to push on with the next element of Pansy Paul’s transforma�on: diet, muscle loss and surgery. Karlene’s mind turned to Pansy with 38DD boobs. 

Perfect. She would need to tread careful y, Gemma hadn’t lost her love for Pansy. 

Further down the line, Pansy’s litle clity would have shrunk to half an inch and be useless a�er al  that �me locked up. Then she could drop the idea of snipping off his pussy balls. Gemma might go for it by then. Karlene sighed, she so hated how even a litle clity and pussy balls spoiled the front outline of a litle skirt. 

She stopped daydreaming. Back to now. “Now Pansy is dressed as a girl, sleeping in a litle princess’s bedroom, we now need to change sissy’s diet.” 

Karlene observed Gemma, looking for any signs she was wavering in her commitment to keeping her husband as a sissy girl. Gemma’s face showed interest. But. Something wasn’t right. Karlene couldn’t put her finger on it. 

“We need to put her on a new workout, none of this weight-li�ing nonsense, that’s for real men. Like your boyfriend, Daniel.” 

“I hadn’t thought of that Karlene, you have it al  worked out.” 

Was that sarcasm? Karlene decided she was looking for something that wasn’t there; she was feeling paranoid this morning. Hadn’t everything gone perfectly last? Hadn’t Gemma cuckolded her husband then pushed him into playing with Lily? Yes, there was nothing to worry about. Yet, she couldn’t help feeling a nagging doubt. 

“So what did you have in mind?” Gemma asked, taking a sip of her coffee. 

Karlene decided to ignore her inner doub�ng voices and plough on. “Reduce her calorie intake, feed her salad. Enrol her in an aerobics class with other girls, dressed up in �ght botoms and a sports bra. Everything to get rid of her muscles and make her slimmer. We need to change her figure to something more appropriate for a sissy princess. Muscles don’t suit an effeminate, pansy girl.” 

“I see. I suppose you’re right.” 

There it was again. Something isn’t right. 

“And you might need another boyfriend, maybe two or three?” Karlene changed the subject to her boyfriend. Gemma had been full of enthusiasm last night. At last, she had a real man and a big cock. 

Gemma looked into her coffee. 





27 — The Evic�on 

Karlene le� Gemma mul ing over her coffee. She returned to her apartment to deal with some unwanted tax affairs. Just when she was enjoying the feeling of turning another man into a sissy princess, the Government steps in to ruin her mind. 

This par�cular sissifica�on had been especially sa�sfying. Turning Paul Paige into a cuckold pansy with the help of his own wife. That had been special indeed. And she wanted more. Her head was ful  of plans, the things she could do to Pansy. The sky was the limit. 40DD boobs, why not? A massive round bum? Yes. A real vagina with thick labia? Absolutely. He should never have turned her down. No one turns Karlene Adair down and gets away with it. 

Karlene sent all her income documents and costs over to her accountant and returned to Gemma’s place by early evening. She wanted to be there before Gemma’s sissy husband got home. 

Gemma greeted her and let her in. Daniel was already there, he had le� his assistant in charge of gym classes for the evening. He wanted more hot sex with Gemma. Goodness, he was insa�able, maybe she should have kept hold of him. Never mind, there were plenty more where that came from. Big dicks, big muscles, small brains. 

Gemma showed Karlene to the living room and excused herself, saying she wanted to get ready for when Pansy got back. She wanted to keep the pressure on. 

This le� Karlene si�ng in the living room with Daniel. He was not one of the world’s conversa�onalists, answering ques�ons with a yes, no or a grunt. He did have the most amazing muscles and a cock to die for. Karlene counted five �mes last night that he came. His powers of regenera�on were amazing. 

Unable to get any kind of conversa�on going, she thought about tel ing him to get his cock out to sit on for some light relief. 

He was dressed in sportswear that evening. He wore a gym vest which was loose and low-fronted and accentuated his chest muscles. His arms were massive. He was in track trousers, his long cock flopping in a leg inside them. 

“Say Daniel, why don’t you get your big trouser snake out and get it nice and hard. I need entertainment.” 

“OK,” Daniel said, without much thought. He dug into his track pants and whipped out his cock. He rubbed and, within seconds, it stood up long and hard. 

Karlene heard Gemma stomping around upstairs. What was she up to? Her eyes fell on Daniel as he played with himself. His face was blank. “Don’t cum, Daniel, there’s a good boy. We don’t want a mess on Gemma’s nice carpet. 

Keep it hard so I can look.” 

“OK, Mistress Karlene.” Daniel rubbed more gently, looking like a scolded schoolboy. 

The sound of footsteps coming down the stairs alerted Karlene to Gemma’s arrival. She imagined her looking sexy, short dress, boobs spilling out. 

Karlene wore a �ny �ght skirt, super high heels and a bra-like top which only just kept her breasts in. Time for a repeat of last night. What fun. 

Gemma slunk into the room. She was dressed casually, a loose top that hid her large firm breasts. She wore blue slacks and flat shoes. Her eyes went to Daniel who beamed at her as he rubbed his cock. She scowled. 

“I thought you were ge�ng ready, Gemma dear.” 

Before she could answer they heard the front door open. Karlene got up, Daniel con�nued to rub his erec�on. 

“In here, Pansy,” Karlene cal ed. Sir’s got a gi� wai�ng for you.” 

Gemma gave a watery smile. Karlene decided to push on, Gemma was probably �red from last night’s exer�ons. 

Paul entered the living room, sheepishly. He was in a dark-blue business suit and tan shoes. His black hair was swept back and over the collar of a s�ff blue coton shirt. If Karlene hadn’t seen Paul in ac�on as a sissy princess last 

night, she would have thought him the successful powerful businessman again. She knew under the expensive suit, lay a sissy princess and she wanted him this way from now on. Before he fell back into manhood. 

Paul saw Daniel’s erec�on: his expression dropped in despair. 

Karlene stepped forward. Gemma wasn’t doing anything. What was wrong with her? She would need to take ac�on. She unbutoned Paul’s suit jacket and threw it over the sofa. She undid his �e and slid it around inside his collar and discarded it on top of the jacket. Once she had Pansy back in his litle pansy clothes again, the tense situa�on would resolve and it would be like last night. 

She would tell Daniel to go to work on Gemma while Pansy watched and cried. Daniel could take Gemma from behind while she squealed in sexual joy and ecstasy at having eleven inches of pure testosterone inside her. That would perk her up. All the while, Pansy would have to watch, weeping and sobbing with her litle miss clity held in by a �ny cock cage. 

Soon he would no longer be Paul Paige, but once again the litle girly pansy he always was inside. She popped the first buton of his shirt open, then the second buton, then the third. She ripped it open to his belly as he looked down. He offered no resistance. Good, they had broken his last night. 

A hand came across Karlene. 

“Enough.” 

Karlene looked askance at Gemma, her face fixed in determina�on. 

“What are you doing, Gemma?” 

“I’m stopping this.” 

Karlene couldn’t understand, her face was fixed in disbelief. Gemma grabbed Karlene by her forearm and marched her out of the living room. She pulled her to the front door, opened it and shoved her out. They faced each other. 

Karlene in shock, Gemma in stern assurance. 

“It’s finished. I don’t know what came over me. I must have been crazy to have listened to you. I was hypno�sed. It was a kind of madness. My goodness, what have I done to my Paul.” Karlene stared from the front step 

in shock. “Go away Karlene and never come back. I don’t want to see you ever again. Go. Now.” Gemma pointed into the distance. 

She slammed the door, the walls shook, a vase fel  from a small wooden table and shatered on the floor. Gemma hardly no�ced. 

She marched back into the living room. Paul was standing, his shirt open to his belly, his face bathed in surprise. Daniel stood on the other side of the room by the sofa. His hand was s�l  around his cock, not moving. Gemma strode up to Daniel. She swung her foot and connected with his hanging balls. Daniel doubled up, figh�ng for breath. She swung a fist to his nose and it squashed hard. A trickle of blood ran from one nostril. He touched his nose, his face blank and uncomprehending. 

Gemma kung-foo kicked out. Her foot landed squarely on Daniel’s balls again. He screamed. 

“GET OUT OF MY HOUSE YOU HORRIBLE MAN,” Gemma shouted. 

Daniel hobbled to the door, trying to pull up his track botoms, tripping as he went. Gemma’s foot connected with his botom and he hurried. Gemma followed, passed him and opened the front door. Daniel fell out, tripped and fel  face-first on the concrete footpath. Gemma slammed the door. 

She rushed back to Paul. She threw herself at him, kissing his face al  over. 

Paul was in a trance. Gemma pul ed him to the sofa, her hands at his trouser flies, she pulled off his trousers, removed his underpants and laid him along the sofa. She went down to his litle penis, it was so�. She put her mouth over it and gobbled at it ravenously. It grew to its full four inches. She pulled her own trousers off in a rush, removed her pan�es and setled back down on top of him. She twisted her hips, took his erec�on with one hand and placed it inside her. 

“Oh Paul, I love you so much. Please forgive me. Please. I was so stupid.” 

They began to move together. His hard litle cock felt perfect inside her. It wasn’t about size, it was about love. 

“Please tell me you forgive me, Paul. I want to be with you. I want to return to normality and forget what happened. Tell me you’ll forgive me.” 

They  ground 

their  bodies 

together  more rapidly  

and   came 

simultaneously. Gemma flopped on top of him. Their breathing slowed. 

“Gemma?” 

Gemma looked up into Paul’s eyes. 

“I love you more than anything, Gemma my love. I’m devoted to you. I’m loyal to you. It’s the only reason I went along with all that stupidity last night. 

Let’s forget it and pick up as if nothing else ever happened. Everyone can make a mistake. You were entranced by Karlene but at least you have come to your senses before it got even more out of hand.” 

Gemma hugged him �ght, tears of joy fell down her cheeks and onto her husband’s chest. Her cheek lay on his chest, she felt his heart bea�ng. 

Gemma hugged him, her head sunk into him. 

“Thank you, thank you. I’m so sorry.” 

Paul stroked her hair. “So we’ll forget everything that happened?” 

Gemma raised her head and looked at him. Her smile was weak but genuine. 

The smile died away. “Not everything.” She smiled again and she stroked his hair with a gentle touch. 

“Pansy.” 

END OF PART 1 

I hope you enjoyed this novel. If so, please leave me a review. 

Thank you 

 Lady Alexa 



A SISSY CUCKOLD HUSBAND PART 2 

In  A Sissy Cuckold Husband Part 2, Gemma makes her husband con�nue living as Pansy. He goes to work with pink lingerie under his clothes, she makes him grow his hair and he has to wear sissy-girl clothing at home. 

Gemma is not sa�sfied as Pansy doesn’t take it seriously. He is consumed by his work and his biter rivalry with Robert Strong, the tall handsome masculine CEO of his fiercest business compe�tor. Something has to change and Gemma knows it will be her husband. 

Gemma has no wish to lose control as she did with Mistress Karlene, but she wants her husband as her submissive sissy princess. 

She finds there is a School for Re-Training and Transforma�on outside the city, hidden deep in the countryside. This is a pseudonym for a private facility where recalcitrant males are made to become obedient submissive sissy girls through being broken down and re-programmed and re-educated. 

This seems perfect to Gemma and she approaches the principal, Mistress Rachel. Mistress Rachel believes that allowing her husband to live as a parttime sissy princess can never work. She tells Gemma the only solu�on is to transform her husband into being a sissy princess called Pansy  full time and for Gemma to take a real man as her lover. 

And so, Paul Paige is dragged deep into the world of enforced feminisa�on and cuckolding. 

Part 2 of  A Sissy Cuckold Husband is available now. 

 Lady Alexa 

London, September 2020 
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