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New Experiences

They say somewhere in arctic tundra of Antarctica, there is a small hot spot making an enormous lake and in the middle is a large tropical island. Explorers recently discovered that this island had human life that grew into a small country with same technologically advancements as the rest of the first world. However, there was one big difference. Not only were women the prominent gender they also seemed to grow taller-ten feet being the average height and fitter than most other humans. These new amazing women governed their island and now discovered by the outside world, are exploring the greater world around them.

When I first heard about this island, I didn’t think it was real. Mostly because I saw none of these giant women before, so the whole thing seemed far fetch. Little did I know that my trip to Las Vegas was going to open up my mind to new people and new experiences.

I just had gotten a few vacation days from my warehouse job, and I wanted to make them matter. I took a plane ride in Las Vegas and got a cheap room at a pleasant hotel. I checked in and went to my room to make a small clothing change.

I’ve had a cross-dressing kink and brought clothes to try on without fear of running into someone I knew. I debated dressing up fully but the thought filled me with fear of humiliation. I decided just to wear my white satin thong under my regular clothes and to go sit at the bar. This was a new experience for me so I began drinking as soon as sat at down at the hotel bar. I was sipping on my third beer at the bar when I looked out on the dance floor and caught eyes with the first giantess I’ve ever met.

The first time I saw her I knew she was the one. Maybe it was the dominant gait, her long red hair was in a French braid, and how her black dress hanged off of her so elegantly. Maybe it was her size since I wasn’t used to looking up at women.

She must has notice my staring at her as she caught my gaze. I glanced away, feeling the blood rush to my cheeks. Why did I feel so intimated by her? I wondered. I continued to watch her out of the corner of my eye. She brushed long red locks out of her face and smiled and walked towards me.

Oh god she was coming towards me, I thought. I know I could just tell her I’ve never seen a giantess before and I was awe-struck. Oh, but what if she takes that the wrong way? I continued to worry until she sat in the empty seat next to me.

“Hi there,” she said, trying to gain my attention as I awkwardly tried to act as I didn’t notice her.

“Uh hi,” I said blushing, holding out my hand like I was talking to a new business partner, not realizing how weird it was to go in for a handshake.

She smiled and grabbed my hand with a firm grasp. She turned my hand over so my knuckles were facing up and brought it up to her mouth; kissing it.

My face turned red, I looked around to see if anyone was watching. Luckily, no one seemed to care or even look. I felt embarrassed feeling like she emasculated me, but enjoyed feeling her warm lips peck the back of my hand.

“What’s your name?” she asked.

“Tony,” I answered. “And what’s yours?”

“My name is Suzy but most call me Sugar,” she answered resting her hand over mine.

I looked away and blush. I didn’t recoil my hand because I was truthfully very attracted to her but I’ve never been pursued before. This whole meeting was giving me these new feelings that I wasn’t used to.

“You seem nervous,” she said, letting go of my hand. “Would you mind if I buy you a drink?”

“Um sure,” I said, recoiling my hand. I already had a few drinks, so I was already loose. I hoped another one would kill my nerves and allow myself to enjoy the evening. The sip I took from the drink was the last thing I remembered before I woke up the next morning.

“What happen?” I said to myself groggily as I opened my eyes to darkness. My entire body felt like I was run over by a train, especially my pelvis and my butt. Luckily the bed I was sleeping on was so big and comfy, I didn’t feel that bad.

I reached up, feeling the covers I was under, and pulled them off of me. I sat up, seeing the hotel window looking out over all of Las Vegas. “I don’t remember having this view in my room,” I wondered aloud, looking around the room. I was definitely not in my own room or maybe not even the same hotel for that matter. The room was decorated with hearts and rose petals scattered across the room. Even the bed was shaped like a giant heart. But nothing woke me up more than looking up seeing the ceiling mirror.

I was so groggy I thought I was looking up at some weird realistic painting of a woman waking up from having sex. With her blonde hair done up but frayed a little, her makeup smeared across her face. When I saw the woman yawn exactly when I did, it hit me causing my mouth to gape open in shock.

I brought up my hands, seeing perfectly white manicured hands. There were also two ring bands on my left hand. “Oh god, please tell me I didn’t…” I said unable to finish my words. It filled me up with so many emotions. I wanted to scream. I wanted to cry. I felt angry and scared. I all I could do was shake in fear. I knew from that point I would never drink again.

The noise of the shower turning off brought me out my shock as I realize that I wasn’t alone. I jumped out of bed wearing a glittery white wedding dress that had a mermaid skirt hugging my hips and stopping after my knees, and grabbed the lamp on the nightstand. As humiliating I found the dress, I was more worried who was coming out of the shower.

The bathroom door opened and there in the doorway was the woman from last night, Suzette or Sugar. She was completely naked except for the towel that wrapped around her head. Seeing her glorious chiseled muscle body caused me to get an erection in the silky panties that I just realized I was wearing. She still looked at me with the same seductive, dominating eyes at the bar.

Now on top of all the feelings of fear, sadness and humiliation, I was also horny. My knees gave way, and I kneeled down and began sobbing, not knowing what was going. Through my tears, I could see her body posture change, standing up straight and running towards me.

She knelt down next to me and brought me into a close warming hug. “What’s wrong, baby?” She asked sincerely; hugging me.

I was still so afraid that I could only blubber as I held the lamp close to my body. I was in such a frantic state that I thought I might need to use the lamp as a weapon to make escape. But where would I go, especially looking like some runaway bride in the middle of the desert? I felt so trapped.

“Its okay, it’s okay,” She continued to say to me as she patted my back and gently rocked me. “You’re safe, I promise.”

As I calmed down, she lifted me up bridal style and sat down on the bed; allowing me to hold on to the lamp. She sat me down next to her on the soft heart shape bed.

“Its okay honey, try to breathe, everything will be okay,” Her words were so sweet and considerate that I was now actively trying to calm myself down, focusing on my breathing. I finally I caught my breath.

“There now what’s wrong?” she asked.

“I… I… don’t remember how I got here,” I huffed out.

“Darling, this is the honeymoon suite,” she explained. “We got it right after we…” she smiled and grabbed my left hand, twirling the ring around my finger.

I pulled my hand away, more out of fear than anger. She looked at me with more confusion. “What’s the last thing you remember?” she asked.

“I was at the bar,” I explained, recalling the night. “And you bought me and a drink and then nothing.”

“Oh my, you poor dear,” She leaned in and grabbed hold of me. “No wonder you are so scared, I’m never going to let you drink again, my poor baby!” She hugged me so close that my head went right into her cleavage; smothering me. They felt like big firm water balloon engulfing my head. I began flailing, finding it hard to breathe again.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she said, letting me go. “You still likely afraid, I know I would be, but please let me explain what happen after so you can fully understand.”

“Um, okay,” I replied. I gave a small chuckle in relief, knowing whoever this woman was, she was incredibly understanding.

“Okay, I know that this is your first time meeting an actual giantess, but we tend to want to move faster in relationships because well we outlive you and we want the most out of non giant lovers.” She explained.

“Um, okay, I think I can understand.” I said, looking at the ring. This was Vegas after all, so getting hitched wasn’t the most surprising thing.

“Oh, no, this also means you don’t remember Spice!” She said afraid.

“Spice?” I questioned.

“Hey there sissy,” I heard a new rough female voice coming from the doorway.

I looked over and saw a new giantess wearing a black thong and half ripped T-shirt that showed she wasn’t wearing a bra. She had the same height and muscle mass as Sugar, but her skin tanned in a sexy caramel color and she had straight raven hair in a ponytail. She gave the same dominant and seductive eyes, looking right at me.

“Ready for another round?” She asked dripping with lust.

My eyes were wide open in shock as she asked me that. I didn’t know how to respond. My mind was jumping through hoops, trying to come up with a reasonable explanation for another giantess.

She saw my mouth open and thought that was the go ahead. She walked closer to me, getting right to my face. Our mouths were close enough we could feel each others’ breath. I really didn’t know who she was, so I bent back laying against the bed. Her hand pushed against the bed next to my shoulders. I could tell from her face she was about to ravage me, which turned me on but also made me scared.

She was just about to give me a deep kiss when a Sugar held her arm out, blocking her. “What the hell Sugar!” She asked annoyed.

“Yeah, we need to talk,” Sugar replied.

“Talk about what? Can’t you see I’m about to—” she looked down at me and realized that I was afraid. “Wait, what’s wrong?” she stood up, confused.

I sat back up, panting. Honestly, if Sugar hadn’t stopped her, I would have let her fuck my brains out. The idea was both scary and strangely erotic. There was a part of me that wanted to sleep with her because she was so hot, but I also wanted know what was going on.

“You see Spice,” Sugar stood up from the bed. “You know how he had a lot to drink last night?”

“Oh yes,” Spice chuckled. “You were such a cute little drunk continually saying you needed it to calm your nerves as we—” she stopped talking as she connected the dots in her head. “Wait,” she turned toward me. “Did you black out?” she asked, fear in her voice.

I shyly nodded. By her question, I knew she wouldn’t be happy with the answer.

“Oh no,” she said, grabbing her head and falling back on the bed. “That means you don’t remember all of our big night,” she whined. I felt kind of bad for her.

“Welp,” she stood back up doing an emotional 180.  “Just means will have to make it up with an even better honey moon night!”

“Calm down Spice,” Sugar stepped in. “We still need to tell him what happen.”

“Please, just tell me one thing,” I spoke getting both of their attention. “Just tell me what’s our relationship and who I’m married to?”

They both looked at each other, and then back at me. “You see Tony,” Sugar sat down next to me, grabbing my shoulder. She looked like she had trouble with the words.

“Maybe this picture will help you understand,” Spice sat down on the opposite side and handed me a picture.

I looked at the picture. It showed me wearing the wedding dress, except my makeup and hair weren’t smeared or frayed. I was being held up by the two of them who wore wearing a sexy groom outfits. We all were smiling and showing off wedding rings we had.

“You see, we all got married,” Sugar said.

“I- is that even legal?” I asked, shocked.

“Well yes and no...” Sugar shrugged. “It’s more that on paper you are married to me and we have open relationship for now…”

“In a week we were planning to travel back to the Giantess Queendom where it is legal to finish the other half of our vows,” Spice added.

I looked back at the photo. As sad as it may sound, I couldn’t remember the last time I was that happy as I was in the photo. “So you’re my wives?” I asked.

“Well, technically how we did the paperwork and our vows it’s more that you are our wife,” Sugar explained.

“Our trophy wife,” Spice pinched my bottom through my dress, getting me to squeak.

“Spice!” Sugar scolded.

“Uh it’s okay,” I spoke up, putting them both at ease. “But uh can we please go over what happened last night?” I asked.


Last Night and the Mourning after

I downed the beer all the way down now officially feeling drunk, but more at ease. “You sure can knock them back,” Sugar chuckled.

“Thank –you,” I hiccupped.

“You know…” Sugar placed her hand on my leg. “I saw you staring across the room and thought you wanted a better look.”

“I’m sorry,” I stammered. When I’m drunk, I’m more honest. “It’s just I find you so beautiful,” I explained.

“Oh, that’s so sweet,” Sugar wave her hand.

“I mean it,” I said again. “Your muscles are chiseled, you have long beautiful legs and your face is so cute.” I gushed.

“Oh my, that’s very kind of you,” she thanked. “But maybe we should get to know each other better. What do you do for a living?” She asked.

“I work at a warehouse,” I explained swirling my drink. “Generally sorting and packing type of work. You?”

“I’m a wrestler back in my home country,” she said. “I have tag team partner as well, she should be meeting me here any minute,” she said looking around the restaurant.

“I hope I can entertain you while you wait,” I joked as I took another swig. “Is your friend as beautiful as you?”

“Oh you,” she blushed. I’m guessing she wasn’t used to being complimented. “You know there’s only select few men who would find a giantess attractive.”

“Well, most men are idiots then.”

“Well, it’s more of a certain kind of man,” she looked away, “Oh hang on,” she stopped looking over me. She waved over Spice, who was wearing a red version of her dress.

“Hey,” Spice said sitting right of me, putting me in the middle of the two of them. “Whose this,” she leaned closer, causing me to squirm. I could barley handle one giant woman, but two? I thought.

“This is Tony,” Sugar answered. “Yeah, he apparently finds giantesses attractive.”

“I don’t know if I said that- bartender can I have another,” I said, trying to change the subject, embarrassed.

“Well it’s nice to meet you Tony,” Spice said in a teasing voice. “My name is Sarah but I go by Spice.” I timidly shook her hand as the bartender arrived with another beer. “Put in on our room,” Spice said to the bartender. “Now tell me,” Spice said, signing the receipt while I slurped down the drink. “There’s certain kind of man that finds giantess attractive,” she handed back the receipt to the bartender. “That kind of man would want to come back to our hotel room.” She leaned in and grabbing my leg.

Meanwhile Sugar was pushing up against me with her giant breast rubbing across my face. I was completely sandwiched between them. “Are you that kind of man?” Spice asked, leaning in as I nervously sipped my drink.

A haze of drinks later, I sat on a couch in their hotel room, sandwiched between the two giantesses as they both slobbered over me in a giant make-out session. If my mouth wasn’t filled with two new tongues, then one of them was giving me a hickey on my neck. I couldn’t believe I was this lucky.

I felt my penis stand erect, rubbing against my satin and lace secret. I remembered that I was wearing panties and was at risk being exposed as a cross dresser if they took off my pants. Even though I was now at risk of being exposed, feeling my panties against my hard erection while two gorgeous women fawn over me was so hot, I thought I might cum from the excitement.

One slip of the finger grazed my waist made me fear of being exposed. Every time they tried to reach to take my pants off, I had to grab their hand and redirect them somewhere else. They were becoming so handsy that I was more focused on catching their hands so they wouldn’t discover my thong. It got to a point where Sugar grabbed my hand and my pants in unison in a sudden grab of control.

“Quit trying to hide sissy and show us your cute panties!” Sugar said pulling down my pants down and off.

My face turned red, and I quickly began trying to cover myself with my legs, failing no matter how hard I tried. They grabbed my legs as well and spread them apart so I was sitting spread eagle. They both set one of their long tone legs over, lapping my legs so they had a hand free. I was so embarrassed, my face burning red and try to twist out of their grip.

“Oh, look what we found,” Spice giggled, using her free hand rub the front of my panties.

“How did you know!?” I moaned, starting to tear up, feeling like my life has just ended.

“Oh, little sissy, don’t cry,” Sugar kissed my neck in the right spot.

“Oh! I but how did you Oh! How did you know?” I asked, feeling utterly helpless.

“Well, we were looking for a little sissy like you,” Spice said, rubbing pantied covered cock.

“That’s right,” Sugar said, also playing with my erect penis. “We look for certain characteristics of a sissy, like when you squirm by just sitting at the bar.” She said continuing to rub my erect cock.

“Okay, I admit it!” I said, still squirming. “I’m a sissy! But please stop, I’m going to cum!” I pleaded with them.

“So?” Spice asked cutely.

“Yeah, go ahead and wet your panties, you little slut!” Sugar laughed. “We can buy you new cute panties later.”

“Really!?” I said, surprised but still trying to contain my arousal.

“Yep!” Spice smiled. “We can dress you up like the cutest sissy!”

“And then afterwards, we can fuck your brains out!”  Sugar added on. “Would you like that, sissy?” She hummed.

“Yeah!” Spice urged on as they both were kissing me, playing with me and restraining me. “Don’t you want to be our little sissy bitch?”

“Oh god yes!” I screamed, feeling myself ejaculate in my special silky panties in a toe curling orgasm.

“Oh my,” Spice felt my damp panties “You let out a lot of your sissy cream.”

“Our little sissy here must be backed up!” Sugar pointed out. “Here’s a question for you, sissy?” she looked at me with an evil grin. “Do your sissy fantasies included getting pegged?”

Her question caused my face to turn red.

“I’ll take that as a yes!” Sugar said, letting me go and standing up, “Let’s go get our strap-ons!”

“Can you get mine?” Spice asked. “I want to make our little sissy toy is all made up.”

When Sugar was gone, Spice reached into her purse and pulled a big black strap on as big as my head. She indicated to me to keep quiet. “She needs to learn to keep hers in her purse,” she said fixing her straps around her pelvis. “How would you like to slide on this while you suck on my tits?”

I blushed and nodded. I took off my shirt while she sat on the couch and began applying lube to her dick. I was about to take off my panties too but she stopped me.

“No leave them on,” she said. “You should enjoy the feeling of satin on your clitty.”

“Okay,” I said blushing and walking up to her. I was hovering over glistening cock about slide down onto her when she stopped me once again.

“Wait,” she said reaching her hand around me and pulling to the side my thong. “Let me lube up your backside,” she said rubbing her lubed finger around my anus. “I want you to enjoy it.

With my ass all lubed up, I slid down on her. I had to bite down on my lip not moan until felt myself go all the way down, unlocking new parts of butt on the way. She then pushed my head against her big boob and I instinctively started to suck. I slid up and down on her strap on sucking on her tit and hugging her. I felt so free.

“Hey!” I heard Sugar’s voice. I looked out the corner of my eye seeing her now wearing her strap on. “You cheated Spice!” she complained as Spice began to sit up.

“Jealous?” Spice said hugging me and sticking a tongue out Sugar.

I couldn’t hold it anymore. I wasn’t sure if it was Sugar walking in, Spice warm body hugging me or the dildo constantly rubbing my p-spot but I finally popped off shooting out my cum. “That was amazing,” I huffed resting my head against Spice shoulder.

“Oh that’s not fair Spice!” Sugar stamped her feet.

“It’s okay Sugar,” Spice said to calm her down. “I’m sure sissy would wants some more.”

My head shot up from her shoulder. “Yes Sugar,” I said looking over to her. “Can we do the same thing?” I asked giddy.

…

“After that round of strap on fucking, you proposed to us stating you wanted to be with us forever,” Sugar explained back in the honeymoon suite.

“And we agreed, paying for the wedding, this hotel suite and your dress,” Spice added on.

“We know that marriage is a big thing for other humans, so we understand if you want to find a lawyer and get an annulment,” Sugar comforted me.

I thought about it for a moment. “Would be okay if think about?” I asked innocently. “It’s just this happening so fast but I think I might be okay with it?”

“I suppose that’s fair,” Sugar shrugged. “But we are leaving to go back to our country in a week so we can’t wait forever.”

“But we can have some fun while we wait for your answer,” Spice snickered. “In fact come with me sissy,” Spice led me toward the bathroom. “We both need to take our bath,” she teased.

“I… I don’t know,” I said, looking back at Sugar. I was turned on but I had this awkward feeling that I was being unfair to Sugar.

“Don’t worry,” Sugar waved me off. “Go enjoy your time with Spice.”

She pulled me in the master bathroom. The floor was still wet from Sugar’s shower, causing me to slip and grabbed onto Spice muscular frame. I looked up at her, seeing her smile.

“I-I slipped,” I said.

“Sure…” Spice chuckled.

I wanted to argue, but that’s when I saw the giant heart shape bath that bubbled. “Is that the bath?” I asked. I looked back at Spice, who had just slipped off her clothes. “Why are you naked?” I asked, backing away from her intimating muscle curvy frame.

“I didn’t want to get them wet,” she responded, her smile bleeding through. “Let me help you out of your dress,” she said, getting closer to me.

I took a step back but stopped, knowing we already had sex but still felt new. I let her take off my dress straps, letting my dress fall between legs. What I didn’t realize that I was wearing very sexy, white, bridal lingerie with a small petticoat tutu garter belt.

I looked back at her, seeing the lust in her eyes. I blushed and meekly tried to cover myself, knowing I was getting turned on too as my dick stuck out. She slowly inched toward me with arms out held out.

I became scared and backed up. Not knowing where I was stepping, I ended up slipping. As I was falling I reached out, scared of injuring myself.

Not only did she catch me but she caught me like a bride and looked liked she was about to kiss me. ”Here,” she said in a husky voice. “Let me get you into the tub,” she lowered me down into the warm bubbly water.

Everything felt so sensual and romantic as I lay in her big muscular arms in the enormous bathtub. I could feel her finger dig into my panties, dragging the satin fabric down my erect penis and letting it flop out. The smell of her champagne breath tickled my nose as she leaned closer to mine, teasing me.

“Would you like to be kissed my darling?” She purred.

As held on to her neck and stared into her eyes, I knew that I would do anything, be anything, if it meant I could be close to this goddess. I nodded my head, getting her to smile as she moves her legs over my lap. As she sat down almost using my dick as back rest I could tell she was being careful how much weight she was putting onto me. Her face leaned down onto mine as began kissing me.

Her firm lips tickled my makeup covered ones. I open my mouth ever so slightly, but it allowed her tongue to break through and dance on mine. She broke the kiss a second later, leaving me wanting.

“Ready for the main course?” she asked, knowing my answer.

I nodded eagerly as I stared up her beautiful wet dripping body. “Okay then,” she hummed and lowered herself. I felt myself going deep inside her warm, tight pussy.

“Oh god!” I moaned. “It’s so tight!”

“Yes, baby!” She laughed. “But don’t worry I know you don’t remember your fist time last night so just let me take over.”

“How did you—Ah!” I tried to ask her how did she know I was a virgin, but she began rocking herself down onto me. I guess it would make sense. Seeing how I married this woman, I would tell her of my sexual inexperience.

She continued her rocking motions into my pelvis. Her hands slipped behind the back of my head, giving it a needed rest. She smiled as my head looked back up at her and we looked into each other’s eyes and she leaned down and kissed me.

It surprised me at first, but as her tongue slipped into mouth tickling me, I felt like I was in heaven. It felt incredible to give up control, as this goddess had her way with me. I now understood why I would marry so fast. Once this was over I would be begging for more.

I felt her vaginal wall close in, hugging my penis. I shot up into her feeling wave of ecstasy as my body spasm from the orgasm. She slipped off of me and we snuggled in the pool feeling peaceful.

“That was amazing,” I heaved hugging her and resting my head my head against her broad shoulders.

She giggled. “That’s only the beginning!”


Day out with Sugar

After five more minutes of just snuggling in the tub, we decided we should get out. My body was still so wobbly so she had to help out of the bath and into a pink silk robe embroidered with word wife in cursive on the back. I thought it was embarrassing but figured it wasn’t a big deal since no one else would see me.

We walked back in, seeing Sugar wearing Jeans and a tube top, laying on the bed and reading a magazine. She looked over and scowled, but I couldn’t gleam why.  She set down her magazine and sat up. “Oh, you fucked him, didn’t you!?” she asked bluntly.

“No, we didn’t!” Spice said giggling, looking away, clearly trying to gloat. 

“Oh yes you did!” Sugar stood up. “His face is glowing from the lack of stress!” she accused.

It was odd seeing two women arguing over me. It filled me up with an odd pleasure of feeling wanted, but I worried if I did anger Sugar. “I’m sorry,” I said innocently, looking down.

“Oh, it’s fine,” she looked away, crossing her arms. “Because I’m spend the entire day with him; spoiling him!” she turned around and pointed.

“Oh, and where will I be?” Spice laughed rhetorically.

“You have to talk to the boss, remember!?” she pointed out.

“Oh shit,” Spice smacked her head. “I totally forgot I promise to talk her!” She rushed to the dresser and got dress in a hurry. “I’m sorry sissy but I have to go talk our boss about last night you’ll have to deal with Sugar,” she rolled her eyes pointing to Sugar.

“We’re going to have a wonderful time,” Sugar jumped over to me and hugged me close.

“Uh okay,” I said shyly as Sugar leaned down and gave me a kiss on the cheek.

“Yeah, you two have fun I got to get going.” Spice said as she finished getting dressed and hurried out the door.

“Whose ‘the boss’?” I asked Sugar.

“She’s the woman who handles the business side of our wrestling,” Sugar explained. “She would want to know if we’re married or not.”  She walked over to the dresser. “But don’t worry about it, for now let’s get you dressed for our day out,” she said pulling out a blue summer dress.

“Outside!?” I asked scared.

“Of course,” she said tossing me the dress. “We only had enough to buy you one outfit last night, so come on and get changed.”

“C-can I please just wear my regular clothes?” I asked, referring to my button white shirt and jeans I wore into the hotel.

“I guess…” Sugar looked disappointed. “They are over there in the trash bag; we were going throw them out today…”

I felt bad but was too afraid of cross-dressing in public to stop. I opened the bag seeing my crumpled up jeans and shirt. My satin thong was also there but had a big cum stain. “I still need underwear,” I said aloud to myself.

Sugar lit up hearing this. “Good news,” she said opening the top drawer and pulling out a frilly, white triangle bra with matching thong. “When you were trying on your bridal lingerie you said you couldn’t decide between this and the other one, so we bought both!”

I looked at the lingerie and back at her smiling face. I couldn’t let her down such a beautiful woman especially when they are so eager to go along with my kink. So I slipped on the silky lingerie up my hairless body and wore my regular clothes over them. I looked up at the ceiling mirror and with the makeup washed off I looked more like a male than when I woke up.

“Are you done?” Sugar asked eager to go, “Come on let’s go!” she said dragging me out of the honeymoon suite and into the elevator as soon as I got my shoes on.

As we exited the elevator, I immediately became self-conscious. I wasn’t wearing any feminine clothing, but what if someone could notice an outline? I thought. Yet the only looks we got were people who haven’t seen a giantess before.

She led me out of the hotel and into a waiting big limo. “Take us to the nearest clothing store,” Sugar ordered as she squeezed her big body through the door. The limo drove us through the city into a parking lot of a department store.

The limo parked and we exited as she led me by the hand into the store. She was so eager that I didn’t even have chance see the name of the shop. She led me into the women section and over to a rack of matching bras and panties; holding up a blue leopard print bra and thong to me like it was nothing.

I froze up, feeling exposed. I wanted to push them away and tell her she was embarrassing me, but was too afraid to cause a scene. I looked around the store to see if anyone was there or watching. There were a few other women around but didn’t seem to care or notice us.

“What are you doing?”  I whispered in somewhat panicked voice.

She looked up, confused. “You need more panties and bras, don’t you?” she asked in a normal tone.

I put a finger to my mouth to shush her, sweating in fear. I looked back, seeing if any of the other women noticed. A woman raised an eyebrow at us, but then shrugged it off. “It’s just there are other people here,” I whispered back, stressed.

She looked up and saw the other women some of them were giggling. “Ah, I see,” she said, looking out. “You’re a shy one.”

She took me by the hand and led me off to the back, towards the dressing room. She opened the door to the biggest dressing stall and sat me down on the bench. “You wait here while I get you more things to wear,” she said stated before throwing the first bra and panty set she found at me along with her purse. “Here, put these on while you wait, I also picked up your breast forms before we left.”

At first I was surprised she knew about the breast forms I had packed in my suitcase but figured my drunk self must have showed them to her. Gulping, I undressed taking off my clothes and my bridal lingerie. I slipped on the leopard thong and was just about to hook on the bra when the dressing room door opened.

I feared the worse and spasmed, covering my privates and my chest. I opened my eyes and saw Sugar standing holding a stack of clothes. I sighed in relief, seeing her, knowing I wasn’t exposed.

“You should learn to lock the door,” Sugar chuckled as she closed the door behind her, locking it. She walked over, setting down the stack of clothes. “Does it fit?” she asked, referring to my new leopard underwear.

“Uh yeah,” I said, blushing. “I was slipping in breast forms when you walked in,” I explained as I fix my tits in the bra.

“And how do they feel?” she asked. “Is your clitty comfortable sticking out like that?” she pointed to semi erect cock sticking out. I had to admit even though it didn’t give me the same tingle as my satin panties, the cotton fabric felt nice and light as it hugged my body.

“Well…” I blushed, looking away. “It almost did until you walked in,” I admitted my arousal from her.

“Oh my,” she giggled. “I guess I should take that as a compliment.” She reached into the stack and pulled out a mint green frilly bra and panty set. “Here try this one on next.”

“Um, okay,” I said reluctantly as I slipped out stretchy panties. “By the way…” I looked over to her as I was unhooking my bra. “How did you know my size?” I asked.

“You told us last night,” she explained. “For someone black out drunk you sure were coherent,” she chuckled.

“Yeah, I guess,” I blushed as I began slipping on the clothing. She looked at me confused. “What?” I asked, confused why she was staring.

“Why are you still shaking?” she asked, concerned. “You weren’t shaking last night?”

“Oh, uh?” I looked down at myself, seeing my body unconsciously spasm. “I don’t know,” I shrugged. “I guess I am still nervous.”

Sugar looked displeased by my answer. “I think have an idea to fix your anxiety issue,” she said standing up and searching into her purse. “But you have to promise to agree to it before I tell you.”

“Okay?” I said. To be honest, I wanted to relax too, so if she can do anything to calm me down then I would be open to it.

“All right,” she pulled out her white strap-on and held in her in hands. “The idea is…” she explained while unbuttoning her pants and letting them fall. “You do something more outrageous than cross-dressing then walking around dressed as my wife won’t be as melodramatic,” she reasoned as she fastened her cock around her hips.

“I… I don’t know,” I said, backing up, feeling just as vulnerable and aroused as I did with Spice in the bathroom. I have always fantasized about being pegged and they told me I already have, but to do it in public just made it seem so, kinky.

“Come on,” she leaned down, kissing me softly on the cheek and whispered into my ear. “I know you will like it.”

“Oh-Okay!” I said, squirming out the words as she held onto my shoulder.

“Great,” she smiled and sat down next me on the dressing room bench and opened her purse, once again pulling out a bottle of lube. She dosed her cock with the water based substance. “Good,” she said, happy with her moist member, and looked towards me. “Well, hurry and pull down your panties so I can get your asshole,” she said urging me on.

I gulped but followed her orders as I turned around, pulled down my panties. She reached over with a lubed up hand and began rubbing around my ass crack. “Don’t want you get to sore,” she chuckled as she spread her finger around the rim of my asshole. Her fingers exited my bottom, and she wiped the residual of grime off.

“Do-do I just sit on it?” I nervously asked, not knowing what to do.

She giggled and said, “Just go at your own pace, sweetheart.”

I took a deep breath and inched my ass closer to her dick. I felt the tip slide through my cheeks and my tap on the entrance to my rectum. I took the bull by the horns and pushed self down, feeling her strap ongoing through my brown star.  As I continued to slide down her I tried to moan but Sugar stuck a finger in my mouth, stopping me.

“Best not to make too much noise, sweetie,” she explained. “We don’t know who might be in the stall next to us.”

The realization of someone hearing or finding us dawn on me but before I had to time to worry I felt Sugar wrap her arms around me as she bucked up further into my ass. I had to force myself not to yelp as I sucked on Sugar’s thumb, feeling her dick inside me. Wanting to get this over with, I tried reaching for my penis for an early orgasm just to be pushed away.

“Not yet,” she heaved into my ear as she kept up digging her dig into now prodding at my prostate. “Try to last as long as you can to gain confidence.”

I didn’t know if that was true or not, but I relented. Up and down I went, sliding on her dick and sucking on her thumb so I wouldn’t moan. Roughly five minutes of her switching up the thrusts, I think she took pity on me and reached around and began jerking my extended dick.  Good thing too, because I was getting so aroused I was trying to force myself down, harder on her big strap on.

I moaned in her thumb as felt spurt out in my satin panties sending out a thousand goose bumps throughout my body. My eyes closed as I felt at peace lying against Sugar. She removed the strap-on and let me lay back against her shoulders as we cuddled.


Spa Date

We left the dressing room with me in a short floral summer dress and hanging on Sugar’s arm, as we carried all the clothes she chose for me to the front register. It wouldn’t have been hard to figure out I was the man she entered the dressing room with, but I didn’t care. She was right in retrospective, who cares if they knew I was cross-dressing; I didn’t even live here.

After all of the new clothes were paid and bagged, we walked out of the department store and back into the limousine. “That was so much fun!” Sugar cheered. “I love dressing you up,” she hugged while sat in the back as the limo drove us back to the hotel.

“Yeah, I guess it was pretty fun,” I chuckled as we snuggled surrounded by shopping bags.

“I’m glad you think so,” Sugar said, sitting back against the seat. “Now we go an hour to kill before we have to meet up with Spice, so I made you reservation at the hotel’s spa for a special relaxation treatment followed by a trip to the salon.”

“Where will you be?” I asked, worried about leaving her side.

“Don’t worry, dear,” she caressed my face. “After I put your clothes away in our room, I’ll go down there myself, just check in for us and follow the specialist. The name should be under Sugar.”

“Um, okay,” I said nervously. I know I had just gotten over being dressed in public, but I also had a beautiful giantess woman with me. Would my new confidence fade away without her? I wondered.

The limo arrived at our hotel and she helped me out of my seat; holding my hand as I stepped out. As the driver helped get our shopping bags, I stood around still too afraid leave her side. “Go on,” she waved me off. “You’ll be fine without me,” she assured.

I bit my lower lip and pushed myself to walk toward the spa of the hotel. Those chills of wondering what people thought came back. I wasn’t sure I was going to make it or run in some dark corner and hide. What kept me going though were the thoughts of Sugar and Spice and how they both accepted me and cared about me. Thinking about them is what got me to the spa check in.

“Hi,” the spa front desk woman smiled cheerily, brushing a strand of her long brown hair out of her face. “I’m Becky, How can I help you today?”

“Oh well,” I stammered, wondering if my light high pitch voice was fooling anyone. “My partner Sugar said I have a reservation?”

She didn’t seem to care about my voice and thumbed through her agenda book. “Ah, here it is,” she said happy pointing out in her agenda book. “So you must be the new wife,” she stated confidently.

“Uh yeah, I guess,” I chuckled knowing it would have been awkward to correct her. Although I suppose they could consider me the wife of our relationship.

“Good, follow me to the changing room your partners have arranged everything,” she said grabbing her clip board.

“Wait!” I said, trying to stop her. “My partner should be any minute.”

“I know,” she said, turning around. “But there’s no reason we can’t get you ready and start your package,” she waved for me to follow.

I walked after, following Becky to some dressing rooms. “Now if you will just enter the dressing room and change into this,” she handed me a small satin robe with the word princess embroidered in back, similar to the robe I had back the hotel room. “We can get started, don’t worry about your clothes they will be there when you return.”

“Thank you,” I said, taking the robe and walking into the dressing room with no fuss. As I undress down to my pink frilly underwear, I debated ongoing fully nude under the robe, but feeling the cool satin slip through my fingers I knew I would pop a boner straight away. So I wore the robe over my underwear and hope she wouldn’t need me to undress.

I exited the dressing rooms wearing the princess robe that stopped at my thighs. “Great!” the Becky cheered as I exited. “Now just follow me and we get to your massage,” she said, beginning to walk away. I followed but in my mind I was freaking out wondering if there was away they would massage me through the robe.

We arrived at a room that looked like half massage parlor and half salon. She closed the door and turned around, “alright go ahead and undress,” she pointed massage table in the middle.

I froze. I’ve had massages before, usually they would leave the room to let you undress on the table. Why was she acting like we were friends? I wondered.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, seeing my trepidations.

“Well, you see…” I looked off now knowing how to tell her I was a man.

“Is it about your package down stairs?” she asked bluntly, referring to my penis.

“You knew?” I asked, dropping my voice back to normal.

“Of course,” she chuckled. “Don’t you remember me shaving you last night?” she asked.

“Silly me,” I said sighing. “I must have forgotten.” I should have felt embarrassed but I relived, knowing I didn’t have to pretend any longer.

“So well come on,” she waved me on. I dropped the robe, revealing my pantied self with erect penis sticking out of my panties. “Oh, my…” she chuckled.  “Nice panties,” she complimented, smiling.

“Thanks,” I said, scampering up on the table. Becky walked over to the stereo system in the corner of the massage area and hit the play button, playing out relaxing mediation music. Her heels clacked against the hard floor as she walked over to me, lying down and began rubbing my shoulders, already releasing tension. She worked her hands down my body, reliving more of my pent up stress over the years.

I heard the door opening, and another pair of footsteps walking in. I was going to ask if someone entered but I felt Becky pushed down on my lower back releasing two big knots and all I could do was moan.

“Okay now for this next part I need to massage past your panty line, would you mind?” Becky asked.

“No, go ahead,” I agreed. I felt my panties being pulled down my crack and two big hands grab each of my ass cheeks; kneading them. I thought it was weird because Becky's hands felt a lot smaller when she was massaging my back.

“Would you like your inside to be massaged too?” Becky asked as I felt a big thumb run over my crack. “I’ve been told you might enjoy it.”

“Uh sure,” I said, face still planted in massage table head rest. I heard an oddly familiar squeeze from a bottle as I waited. I was going to ask about it until I felt a butt plug pushed into my bottom, getting me to yelp in surprise. I looked up, seeing Sugar in a white robe holding a remote and giggling with Becky. “Sug-!” Is all I said before she clicked the button on the remote, sending vibrations through my bottom immediately turning me on.

“Wh- what are you doing here?” I panted as my ass rumbled away.

“They said I had to be the one to give you the special anal massage,” Sugar said as she snickered as I sat up and enjoyed feeling my butt plug vibrate.

“Just please stop,” I panted.

She clicked the button on the remote immediately. “I’m sorry, sweetie,” Sugar apologized, thinking she stepped over a boundary. “I thought you would enjoy something kinkier.”

“No, I’m not mad,” I answered, catching my breath. “I just didn’t want to make a mess in my panties.”

“Oh, aren’t you a good sport,” she walked over to me and hugged me.

“Is the massage over?” I asked Becky, who walked over and handed me a cup of water to drink.

“Yeah, next we have the deluxe makeover,” Becky explained while I sipped from the cup. “We have everything to start right over there,” she pointed to the salon chair at the other side of the room.

“Do you want me to remove the butt plug?” Sugar asked sincerely, as we walked over to the salon chair.

“No,” I shook my head, sitting down in the salon chair. “I’ll be fine.”

“Okay Tony, we have next is the cleansing mask made for relaxation,” Becky said, wiping on the green cream around my face. “While you are relaxing, I’ll be working on your cuticles,” she said, placing two cool cucumber slices on my eyes.

“And I’m going to make it a little more interesting,” Sugar added. Before I could ask what she meant I felt her lips slip right down penis as she fumbled under my robe.

“Oh, Sugar!” I heaved out in high pitch, feeling her long tongue swirl around my dick in her mouth. When I thought this couldn’t get any better, I heard click the button on the remote and the butt plug rumbled again.

“Try to keep your hands the bowl,” I heard Becky say between a snicker as she went around placing my nails in warm soap water.

“I’ll try…” I said, trying to calm myself down as I felt the dildo rub my P-spot and a ravenous giantess slobber on me. By the time Becky took my hands out to begin my manicure, I burst into Sugar’s wet mouth.

Sugar pulled back up my panties and got out under of my robe. I heard her walk by me as Becky continued on my manicure. “Meet me in the hotel’s bar when you’re done,” she whispered in my ear, clicking the button on her remote to stop my plug, and left the room.

As Becky finished my manicure and advance to my pedicure, it gave me time to think about my marriage. At first I thought would just to ask for an annulment and have my life go back to normal. Then I thought about what that normal was. Compared to the past day of acceptance and love making, the rest of my adult life not only seemed dull, but depressing.

Becky removed the cucumbers from my eyes and removed my facial cream. Hearing no objection began applying makeup to my face with an array of brushes and mascara. By the time she was done, my face looked immaculate, almost like a doll. As I stared happily into the mirror, seeing my cute face, it reminded me that I usually never smile.

Becky gave me a hug and let me leave; changing back in to my pink summer dress. I left the spa and headed toward the hotel’s bar, sitting in the same spot I did last night. I debated ordering a drink, not to calm me down, just out of boredom.

As the server handed me my ice water I looked out toward dining area to see if I could get a sight of Sugar or Spice. Low and behold, I saw the two giantesses being led to a booth in the hotel restaurant by one of the servers. Spice saw me before she sat down and waved me over.

“I’ve missed you,” Spice said leaning down hugging me as I walked up.

“I-I missed you too,” I blushed, happy to see her.

“Well, come on get in the middle,” Sugar said, already sitting in the horseshoe shaped booth and patting the spot next to her.

I sat down and slid next to Sugar. Spice followed behind me and sat next to me so I was in between them. Even though I’m sure I seemed tall for a woman, I felt so dainty, sitting next to the two of them as we looked through our menus.

“So Spice,” I said, setting down my menu. “How did your meeting go with your boss?”

“Oh that’s right,” Spice said in sudden realization, setting down her menu. “Our boss will meet us here with marriage contracts to complete everything,” she explained to me. “You don’t have to sign them yet; she just has to travel back to the island by the end of the day.”

“Oh, I guess that’s okay,” I said nervously. I was confused about what else I would have to sign.

Minutes passed as we chatted about our day before a new woman arrived at our table. She had long brown hair and wore a black pants suit. “Hi,” she said, greeting us but looking at me specifically. “I’m the girls’ boss,” she said, taking a seat at the edge of the booth. “They depend on me to help them with day to day and all the business associated with their wrestling,” she pulled papers out of her folder as she explained what her job was. “We’ll have plenty of time to get to know each other,” she slid the papers toward me, “But here are the papers that I need you to sign in a week.”

“Oh well, it’s nice to meet you Miss..?” I led on to get her name.

“Just call me boss,” she said, reaching into her purse. Her was tone was all business, no hate, just efficiency. “Lastly here is your ‘device’ based on your measurements,” she said pulling out pink chastity cage with a small lock with two keys. “All right, that’s all I have time for, enjoy your honeymoon!” she waved goodbye.

“W-why is there a chastity cage?” I nervously asked.

Sugar noticeably sighed. “Well, you see Sweetheart part of the customs on the island is for men to remain in chastity, its part of the security for men, usually they get a key to their own but…” she looked off.

“But if they’re married, the wife get’s the key,” I finished her statement as looked at the two keys taped to the lock.

“Don’t worry, sissy,” Spice put her arm around me. “We won’t force you to wear it but other giantess might see you well…” She looked off trying to find the words. “More slutty..?” She finished. “But we have plenty of time before that and when we leave-“ 

“Leave?” I said, confused, but then understood. “That’s right, you guys would want to return to your home country and these papers are to file for my immigration.”

“Oh baby,” Sugar hugged. “Don’t worry no matter what you decide at the end of the week we will treat you the same no matter if you come with us or stay here.”

I locked my eyes on the chastity cage. “Can I go to the bathroom?” I asked Spice so she would let me get up.

“Oh sure,” she said, sliding out of the booth and letting me out. I grabbed the chastity cage and walked toward the bathroom.

I walked back to the table after a minute without the cage in my hands. I slid the two keys to them and smiled. “I won’t need a week to decide.”


2 months later…

Well, it finally happened. Sugar and Spice talked me into joining the femdom wrestling league. They now set me to be a prize that the two of them to fight over for the foreseeable future. And tonight is my intro to the scene.

I looked at myself in the dressing room mirror, and even for a sissy the outfit I had on was over the top. I was wearing these pink strappy kitten heel sandals over my dark sheer stockings that hugged my long shaven and thighs, leading up to my jean short shorts that were practically panties with how short they were, underneath was my pink flowery panties. Last was the bright pink bikini I wore that hugged against my nipples, leaving no mistake I was a sissy, not a woman. My hair was done up with these big blonde pony tails hanging off the side of my head and my face had layers and layers of sparkly pink bubble gum makeup. And in my hand I held a big swirly lollipop.

I walked out of the dressing room and towards my station. I was supposed to wait under the stadium to be raised up into the arena. As I sat on my little elevator, I tried to mentally prepare that I was about to perform as a sissy for a bunch of women. I couldn’t tell if I was shaking in fear or in excitement.

I felt platform rise, and I knew soon I would fully expose to the cheering crowd. When it stopped, I was in darkness but could see the lights in the far off and the noise from the crowd. I’m guessing they could see my silhouette, and it pumped them knowing the show was about to begin.

The spot lights lit up and began scanning around the arena. The crowd cheered as they heard the announcer speak, “Ladies and sissies!” a female voice announced. “Welcome to the Giantess Femdom Wrestling League!” The speakers announced to the cheering crowd. “We have a fan favorite event for you tonight!” The spot lights got closer to the ring and even though I mentally prepared and practice my role, I was shaking. “It’s the sissy round up!” she exclaimed as all the spotlights all focused on me licking my lollipop.

The crowd all jeered and wolf whistled seeing me as I flirty ran my tongue over my lollipop standing up. “And what’s your name, little sissy!?” The announcer asked.

“I’m Nancy Nice!” I said the name they gave me into the secret microphone in the lollipop. “And I’m a sissy who wants a big strong wrestler!” I said cheering, and the crowd erupted in applause.

“Well, you’re in luck sissy,” The announcer said, “because here comes the two strongest wrestlers now!” the spotlights turned toward the end of the arena formally known where entering wrestlers would come in. There stood Sugar and Spice in their masked wrestling uniforms.

Sugar was wearing white booty shorts and matching vest showing off her breast. Her masked and boots both shined white and gold, and her white fishnet stockings hugged her tone legs. She looked pure.

Then there was Spice who was wearing tight black pants with sliver outlines of flames scattered across. Both her bra and masked were designed similarly, and she seemed to wear higher heels than Sugar because she towered over her. With the riding crop in her hands, she was the image of dominance.

They both swung their hips as they walked down the runway to the cheering crowd and into the arena. “What do we have here?” Sugar asked the crowd in a cheery voice into a microphone.

“It seemed we have little sissy in our ring!” Spice said into her microphone as she walked around me like I was prey.

“I’m a little sissy!” I said giddy into my lollipop. “I want to get fucked by the strongest wrestler!” I said with the crowd both cheering and laughing at me.

“Oh!” Spice laughed, grabbing me by the wrist and bringing me closer to her body, causing both gasps and cheers in the crowd. “We got a little slutty sissy here, don’t we!”

“Now come now,” Sugar grabbed my other wrist and whisked me away over so I was now hugging her. “You need to treat your sissies like they’re little sweeties,” she said with a kissy face looking down at me.

Spice rolled her eyes. “Well, we should check under the hood,” she said grabbing my shorts and pulling down revealing my un-chastised cock.  The crowd went silent and began ‘ohh’.

“Sissy!” Spice said acting offended. “You’re not locked up!”

“You’re right,” I said. “I’m a bad sissy!” I said in a sultry tone.

“Such a bad sissy!” Spice grabbed my arm and yanked me over to her, with me almost tripping on my shorts around my ankles. “You need to be punished for your naughtiness!” she placed me over leather clad leg with my butt in the air. “You’re getting 20 spanks!” she said, giving me one complimentary spank to my cheeks.

“Hey!” Sugar pointed at us. “They’re my sissy I should decide how to punish them!”  She said grabbing my leg and pulling me half way off of Spice.

“Uh, your sissy!?” Spice said, grabbing my other leg, so they were playing tug war with me.

The crowd grasps as I mewed in pain from being fought over. Truthfully, I felt fine and was just playing up my reactions for the crowd. “What’s this?” the announcer said to the crowd. “The legendary femdom duo is fighting over a sissy!?” she announced, hyping up the crowd. “You know what that means!” She led on.

“Let’s lube them up!” the announcer and the crowd yelled out as a huge bucket hovered over the arena dosed the three of us, causing all of us in lube. I looked up, covered with lube to one of the arena screens.

“When two femdom wrestlers both lay claim to a sissy,” the screen showed two animated women fighting over a smaller looking woman. “They enter Sissy round up and whoever plants their butt plug into the sissy boi pussy claims the sissy!” they showed a one of the wrestler planting a flag a top of the sissy drawing.

That’s all I had time to see because as I was getting up both Sugar and Spice sandwiched me between them. There abs pressed against my body and their boobs engulfed my head as we tumbled, bounce and slip around the arena. Every little secret moment they had, they would purposefully kiss me and tickle me and did anything to get me aroused.

Sometimes Sugar would sit on Spice and make out with me as I sat on her lap, and other times Spice laughed as she held my face in her crotch with one hand, and held Sugar back with the other.  We continued this little synchronized routine until finally Spice sat on Sugar’s back and held me on her lap.

She pulled out her special black butt plug and pulled down my shorts and panties down, showing my rear end to an anxious crowd. She sucked on the butt plug to moisten it up before she popped right into my bottom. Bells went off and confetti shot out around the arena. “We have a winner!” The announcer said to the cheering crowd as Spice held me up like a trophy; my dick waving out with bottoms around my ankles.

“It looks like your sissy is still hot and bothered from a scuffle!” The announcer continued while Sugar sneaking off the stage.” Let’s get that sissy to cum!” Both the announcer and the crowd cheered as Spice led me over to the ropes and held me up. She stood me up on the ropes and began jerking me off to the crowd of women and sissies that gathered around near the arena, some being so bold as to open their mouths in preparation of my ejaculation.

It’s hard to believe a few months ago I would be too embarrassed to even cross-dress in public. Now I was happily showing off my penis like a stripper about to explode. It felt good to express my sissy side, and I knew it was just getting better.

I thought about the future. Since this wrestling scenario went so well, we’ll continue this story line with me constantly getting captured by either Sugar or Spice likely alternating week to week. After a year of that, the boss said if I wanted to continue I could be part of bigger storylines with different femdom wrestlers. In public I was trophy being transferred between Sugar and Spice nicked named Everything Nice, but in private we were a happily married couple drunk on each other’s love.
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