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ONE WILD WEEKEND

Tim and Fiona are the perfect newly married couple. They’re young, they’re in love, and they’re happy. Well, except for one thing… one tiny little thing.

Their love life is far from satisfying. But what better way to fix it than with a wild weekend away? Only Fiona’s got plans to make the weekend far wilder and much prettier than Tim is expecting.

Tim loves his wife, Fiona, dearly. She means the world to him. She’s gorgeous, funny, smart, and kind, and he’ll do anything in his power to make her happy. Only, some things aren’t in his power.

Tim’s aware that while his wife might be a stunning example of feminine beauty, he is far from the classic example of masculine perfection. He’s small, thin, far too soft, and he hates it.

He’s always hated it. He hates feeling like he’s not quite good enough for his wife, that he’s not quite the man she deserves, and his creeping insecurities have even started affecting their love life.

There’s hope though. For their one-year wedding anniversary Fiona is planning something special. A weekend away. A weekend for them to reconnect and enjoy each other. Tim is hoping that he can rekindle the spark.

Fiona has planned more than just a weekend away. She’d got a surprise for Tim, something special in mind for their weekend.

Fiona’s always been attracted to Tim, has always found him hot, precisely because he is small and thin and soft. But she thinks he can be softer, and she definitely thinks he can be prettier.

When Fiona explains her surprise and her plan to her husband, Tim is left reeling. He’ll do anything for his wife, but is he really willing to do that? Is he willing to become the hot, pretty, submissive femme of his wife’s fantasies?

Maybe he can, just this once? Maybe it’ll even be fun… maybe what they both need is One Wild Weekend?


One

The morning was just beginning to get hot as Tim and Fiona made to set off to their hotel. The plan was to leave after the morning rush-hour and beat the evening traffic so that they could arrive early and enjoy the Friday evening and the plans Fiona had made for them, enjoy their weekend away.

And Fiona had made it clear she had a lot planned for them. Tim hadn’t had to do anything to organise the weekend, and though he’d offered a few times, Fiona each time had refused his help.

“I want it to be a surprise. It’s our first anniversary and I want to do something special, something we’ll both remember. I want this to be a weekend that’ll bring us closer.” She’d said.

She’d been adamant, and enthusiastic, so Tim had let her get on with the task of organising their first proper weekend away together. Not having to do any of the boring things like packing or booking hotels or planning routes was nice, and he couldn’t deny that just sitting back, watching her get excited, planning in secret, was kind of fun.

He could see and feel her joyfulness mounting with each confirmation and each idea that she jotted down. It was meant to just be a small weekend together, but he had got the impression Fiona was planning something more than that, but quite what he wasn’t sure.

“You excited for everything I’ve got planned for us?” She said as they packed the car.

Tim had nodded, said he was, and it was the truth. He wasn’t usually one to get particularly excited about holidays. He was a creature of habit, routine, and he liked the familiarness of home, but in this instance he actually was excited.

It helped that it was just going to be him and Fiona for two nights and three days, the pair of them locked away together. Tim was hoping for some remote cabin with no one around, just the two of them the only humans for miles, so they could focus on each other.

And maybe a hot tub. The thought of being alone in a hot tub with Fiona was very exciting.

As Tim packed the last bag, a large, heavy suitcase—one of several—he looked at his wife and smiled. It had been almost one whole year, and it had, mostly, been amazing. She was gorgeous and as he watched her he couldn’t help but wonder how he’d ever got so lucky.

Fiona was tall for a woman, an inch or so taller than Tim, with thick curly red hair and pale skin, flecked with the kind of freckles that only accentuated her beauty. Her bright green eyes sparkled with wit and cunning and kindness. She’d been slim when they’d met, and though she’d put on little weight over the few years they’d known each other, the weight had only accentuated her womanly appeal in Tim’s mind, the extra jiggle adding to her already ample butt and breasts, her thighs and hips getting just a little thicker, with a tiny bit of cute softness to her belly.

She was his very definition of sexy.

Which was why Tim knew he was lucky to have her in his life, because while she was the very definition of feminine grace and beauty, he was not the very definition of masculine handsomeness.

Tim was short and thin, and he was very self-conscious about it. As a teenager, and even into his early twenties, he’d held onto the hope that he was a late bloomer, but that hope had proven in vain. Where all his friends had sprouted up at various times, becoming taller almost overnight, broader, more muscular, hairier, Tim had remained relatively static—his shoulders were still narrow, his chest still slim, and his body and face were still soft.

He had come to accept that he’d always be a relatively unexceptional man, which is why he’d always counted himself lucky that Fiona had agreed to go out on a date with him, and that she’d continued to go out with him. She was brilliant and stunning and funny and kind and she loved him. And he was going to keep doing whatever he could to keep her loving him.

Including helping her pack the car with her many, many bags for what was meant to be a short weekend away.

“Why do you need so many bags anyway? It’s two nights!” Tim asked.

Fiona chuckled, a knowing smile.

“A girl needs clothes and make-up to look her best.” She said, winking at him.

Tim blushed at that. She always knew how to get him hot and flustered.

“You’d look good in a plastic sack.” He said. “You don’t need all this stuff.”

Fiona was unperturbed by his complaining though. As she packed a set of smaller bags into the car where there was just barely enough space she smiled.

“Oh, I know I don’t need it all, but I want all this stuff. Plus, sometimes it's nice to wear something a little… extra.” Fiona grinned as she said that, looking Tim in the eyes. “And I think you’ll enjoy the extra I’ve packed. I mean, it is our anniversary, and what kind of surprise would it be if I hadn’t packed a little extra.”

Just the tone of her voice sent a thrill up Tim’s spine, but it was the mischievous sparkle in Fiona’s eyes that really excited him. His mind spun with imaginings of the extras she might have packed.

“Well… I’ll… I’ll just have to look forward to your surprises then.” He said.

Fiona smirked. She slipped the last of the bags she was packing into the car and then sauntered over to where Tim was.

She was dressed simply, in a short black strappy summer dress—her long legs bared, her arms and shoulders exposed to the morning sun, just a hint of her full cleavage showing—and cute black high heels. Her heels clicked on the driveway and the sounds made Tim shiver. He loved that sound, loved seeing Fiona in heels.

She stopped in front of him and kissed him, lightly, on the cheek.

“I’m looking forward to them too.” She said.

Her smile widened. Tim looked into her eyes and felt his heart skip with excitement, the gleam of mischief there enthralling, captivating. Just what did she have planned?

Tim had tried a few times to work out what Fiona was planning, asking her subtle questions or trying to spy on her, but she’d been careful not to let even the barest hint drop. That though just made it all the more exciting. The mystery of it was exhilarating.

As Tim’s mind spun with possibilities, Fiona turned and walked off. He watched the deliberate sway in her hips and ass as she went back into the house to fetch the last few bags. Maybe this weekend, he hoped, would be different…

If Tim and Fiona’s relationship seemed almost perfect to their friends and family it was because it was. It was almost perfect. There was just one tiny, insignificant problem. But Tim was hoping this weekend would be different.

***

Tim and Fiona had met at college and had been dating for almost five years, had been married for one, and in all that time they’d been almost inseparable. He was in love with her, devoted to her, and she was in love with him, but there was always something missing.

No matter what he tried, no matter what he did, Tim couldn’t get over the feeling he wasn’t quite good enough for Fiona. She was smart and brilliant and gorgeous, and while Tim wasn’t bad looking by any stretch of the imagination, he wasn’t anywhere near her equal. He was too short, too slim, and was certainly not handsome enough to deserve her.

He tried to make up for his shortcomings but being attentive, thoughtful, and kind, and he enjoyed taking care of her, being there to support her, looking after her, but no matter how hard he worked there were just some needs that a woman had that Tim knew he’d never be able to meet, and it was that insecurity that was the root cause of the one major problem in their relationship.

The bedroom.

Though the couple were entwined at the deepest levels emotionally, physically they’d never really clicked, at least not consistently. Sure, they’d had the fireworks moments, but more often than not their more intimate liaisons were rather… lacking.

Tim was self-conscious about his shortcomings and over time his self-consciousness had only grown, becoming somewhat of a problem, a barrier between the two of them so that now, as newly-weds, they felt more like an old married couple, with Tim finding excuses to stay up late or go to bed early to avoid disappointing his wife, but that just meant that now they often went days, sometimes weeks between being intimate, and then, because Tim was so caught up in his own head, it would be an uninspiring time.

He wanted to be better for her, but he didn’t know how or what to do. This weekend though was a chance to reset, to start again, to rekindle that spark. He figured that Fiona had plans, their first anniversary was, after all, the perfect opportunity to fix their faltering sex life.

Tim had no idea where they were going, let alone what they’d be doing, so he could only imagine what naughty surprises Fiona had in store for him. Maybe toys, or something risqué like handcuffs. Maybe she’d bought herself some new lingerie, or a sexy costume for role-play, or some new heels—he always loved seeing her in heels.

Just thinking about it sent him spiralling though. What if he just disappointed her again? What if after the weekend the spark still wasn’t there? Would she leave him? Would she find someone better?

The thought crushed him. He needed to make this weekend work. But that weight, that fear, only made his gnawing self-consciousness swell. He knew he needed to get out of his own head though. He needed to focus on the present, on the weekend, and on his wife.

So, Tim set himself back to the task of packing the car, and as he did he tried to picture all the things Fiona might have planned. He tried to focus on the excitement, the thrill, the sense of anticipation. He tried not to let his anxiety or his fear or his nervousness get to him.

He had to make this weekend count. He had to. Because if this weekend was a disappointment, if Tim continued to be a disappointment, then he didn’t know what he could do to give his wife what she needed.

***

“Left here.” Fiona said, pointing just ahead to a small turning.

Tim nodded and followed her instructions. He’d wanted to drive, to be helpful, since Fiona had already done so much, so Fiona had been required to direct since he had no idea where they were going.

It had been a novel experience, driving without knowing what his destination was, and Fiona had done her best to keep the surprise for as long as possible, giving directions to turn as late as possible, so Tim couldn’t puzzle out the route, and thus the destination, in his head.

As they’d headed away from home he’d still been hoping for a cottage in the middle of nowhere, a cabin or maybe a luxury tent with a wood burning stove. Somewhere isolated and remote with just the two of them. But, as the journey had unfolded, he’d realised that somewhere remote was not in Fiona’s plans.

“Now right. We’re almost there.” Fiona said.

Tim could hear the excitement in her voice, and he couldn’t help but smile.

They’d managed to make good time, and had arrived well ahead of the start of Friday rush-hour traffic, a fact that Tim deeply appreciated now they were close to their destination—and it was clear why Fiona had been so adamant about planning the drive around traffic.

Though he’d been hoping for a break somewhere remote and quiet, Fiona it seemed had other plans. A city break, a drive to a nearby bustling metropolis full of people and cars and buildings.

Sure, it wasn’t rolling hills and countryside, trees and fields, but Tim knew it would be fun. Though he’d been hoping for peace and quiet, just the two of them, so they could devote all their attention to each other, he still loved city breaks, all the things they could do, the restaurants, museums, galleries, bars, clubs, shops, cafes, and markets.

In fact… maybe a city would be better? They could do things during the day, go out to eat and drink and shop, and that would mean his brain was kept busy. Maybe that would be a good thing? He wouldn’t be able to overthink the important bit of their weekend, their nights together, and the big surprise he was hoping Fiona had planned.

Maybe somewhere remote would have been a disaster since then he’d have been trapped with nothing to distract him while he overthought all the possible things that could go wrong until their special weekend was ruined by his overly anxious brain. He smiled at that thought. It was just like Fiona to know what was best. Hell, he wouldn’t have been surprised if that was exactly why she’d planned a weekend away in a city, so that he’d be too distracted to overthink it all.

“And park in there. Any of the green spaces are good.” Fiona said.

Tim smiled, nodded, and followed her directions, slipping the car off the road and into a small underground car park. He found a green marked space without too much bother, parking the car, and as he turned the engine off he took a deep breath and tried to relax.

“We’re here!” Fiona said, beaming. “Ready for a wild weekend?”

“Wild?” Tim said, chuckling.

Fiona nodded.

“Of course. First, though we need to get the bags up to the room. Then we can relax for a bit and settle in before we get ready.”

“Your wild weekend isn’t you just getting me to carry around heavy bags is it?” Tim asked.

Fiona laughed.

“No.” She said. “There’s a lot more I have planned for you than just carrying around heavy bags. But if you want to find out what, the heavy bag step is a hard requirement.”

Her smile was radiant with joy and excitement, and it was almost contagious. As she slipped out of the car Tim watched her, the sway of her hips and ass, and he felt a nervous sense of anticipation for everything his wife had planned for him.

He didn’t know what he’d let himself in for, but he knew whatever it was, Fiona was very excited for it.

***

The pair checked into their room, then set about carrying up all the bags from the car. It didn’t take too long though by the time they were finished they were both breathing heavily and sweating.

“You want the first shower?” Tim asked.

“Yeah I can if you want, but… I think before showers I should let you in on some of my plans.” She said. “I mean… we can hold off if you want, but I’m so excited I don’t think I can wait any longer.”

She was grinning as she spoke, her green eyes sparkling, but there was a catch in her voice, almost… was she nervous? Why was she nervous?

“Can we talk?” Fiona said.

Tim nodded.

“Of course.”

The pair set the bags inside the large built-in wardrobe and then settled down on the bed. The room was large, a suite with a luxury en-suite bathroom, a large queen size bed, and a small sitting area with a comfortable-looking sofa and large television. There was even a small balcony that overlooked the city’s down-town district, the old docks and the bustling nightclubs and bars and theatres.

Fiona sat facing Tim at the head of the bed, cross-legged—a pose that afforded him a sneaky view of her upper thighs and her panties—clutching her handbag. She fidgeted, and he realised she really was nervous. But… why?

“I… so… I… this weekend. I have made… plans for us.” She said.

Tim nodded. He figured as much. He knew Fiona had been planning this trip for months, had been checking details and ordering things especially. He’d hoped it would be hiking up hills and time alone with each other reading books, cooking food, but as soon as he’d realised the city was their destination he’d figured the plans were more likely restaurant bookings and theatre tickets, maybe some bars to visit and some galleries or museums to see.

“But… they all require… they’re all on a theme.” Fiona said. “I need… I think I need to give you a gift, first, and then maybe it’ll all make more sense.”

“We already did gifts though. I didn’t know we were doing more gifts this weekend. I’d have bought you something.”

Already Tim could feel the familiar fear that he had disappointed his wife. He hadn’t known they were going to be exchanging gifts. Fiona though just held up a hand to quiet him and soothe him.

“This isn’t that kind of gift.” She said. “It’s… it’s a gift for me as well as for you. I was hoping we could use this weekend as an experiment, try out something new. Technically I’ve bought lots of gifts for you, for us, but… well, this first one is the most important and really explains everything. I was hoping I could give it to you now, and then we could get ready together for the rest of the weekend. That is if you like the gift.”

“Whatever it is, if you bought it for me then I’ll love it.” Time said, adamant.

Fiona’s grin spread. She chuckled.

“Can I hold you to that?” She said.

There was something in her voice, a note, a flirtation, a hardness that made Tim pause. But it was only a pause. He nodded.

“Of course. If you bought it for me, for us, then I’ll love it.” Tim said. “Just like I’ll love all the things you’ve got planned for us.”

Fiona shifted, squirming. She was grinning.

“Okay then. Just… promise me you won’t freak out, okay?”

“I…”

“Just promise. You don’t have to love it. And you don’t have to agree to my plans, just… don’t freak out, and don’t panic, and… don’t laugh at me, okay?”

“Why would I…”

“Just promise.” Fiona said.

Tim was silent for a moment, then nodded. Whatever it was that Fiona wanted to give to him it meant a lot to her.

He wanted this weekend to be special. Not only was it their anniversary, but it was their chance to reset, to begin again, to reconnect, to get a fresh start, to improve the things that just weren’t quite perfect.

She meant the world to him and more. No matter what it was, if it meant that much to her, then...

“I promise.” He said.

“Thank you.” Fiona said.

And with his promise given, she reached into her bag to pull out a small wrapped box, black paper, a pink ribbon. It was only slightly larger than the box a ring might have come in, or a necklace.

Fiona handed it to him and Tim saw that her hands were shaking. As he took the box he held her hands for a moment.

“Open it.” She said. “Please… I want… I want to know what you think.”

Tim nodded. He let go of Fiona’s hands and began to unwrap the box, tugging at the ribbons and the paper. He unwrapped it, opened it, and frowned for a moment.

A small silver object sat on a black cushion, a series of interconnected rings of different sizes, a padlock. He wasn’t quite sure what it was.

“Is it jewellery?” He asked.

Fiona giggled. Tim looked at her and saw her blushing.

“Sort of.” She said. “I… I did get it for you to wear.”

Tim looked back down at it, studied it for a moment. Something ticked at the back of his head, vague recognition, and then… it clicked.

It was a cage. A chastity cage. A chastity cage with a padlock fitted. His wife wanted him to wear a… a…

“Do you love it?” Fiona asked. “I mean, you don’t have to, but… can I… can I at least put it on you to see how it fits.”

Tim looked up at her. He looked at her face, looking for a sign that she was joking.

Maybe it was just a cruel trick, mocking him for not being quite enough for her. He knew he’d not been the perfect lover and husband, but he didn’t expect her to ever be that mocking. Yet, when he looked into her eyes there was no trace of malice.

Instead, there was love and fear and… excitement. Did she really want him to wear it? Had his wife really planned their weekend away around gifting him a chastity cage?

And… if she had, what else did she have planned?

“Please?” Fiona said. “We can just… just see how it fits, and if you hate it we can stop, but… I’m curious, and I have so much planned. We don’t have to, but… I’d really like to, and… I think maybe you’d enjoy it too.”

Tim’s head was spinning. He remembered all the bags he’d packed in the car, the hints Fiona had dropped about her plans for the weekend. All of it started with the gift, the cage, the chastity cage.

Tim loved his wife, adored her, and would do anything to make her happy, but… was he really willing to do this?

Tim took a deep breath. It was just one weekend. Two nights. And as Fiona had said, if he hated it they could stop, do something else. The least he could do after all her effort, her planning, was try it on, right?

“Fine. I… I’ll try it on.” Tim said.

Fiona’s smile immediately brightened. She looked almost giddy with excitement.

“Thank you!” She said. “I can’t wait to see how you look. We’re going to have so much fun!”

Tim smiled, despite the niggling sense of unease in his gut. He didn’t know what he’d let himself in for, but he suspected that it was going to be a wilder weekend than he’d been imagining.


Two

“Just trust me, it’ll feel better if we do this first.” Fiona said.

Tim didn’t argue, but he couldn’t help but feel that everything had begun to spiral out of his control the moment he’d said yes to his wife. She’d said he was just going to try it on, that she just wanted to see how he looked in his chastity cage, that she just wanted to know how it felt before they committed themselves to the rest of her plans for the weekend, but already there was more than just the cage.

“Stay still and let me handle it.” She said. “I mean, you did agree to wear it for me, so I think me doing this is just fair.”

Yet, the note in Fiona’s voice suggested to Tim that there was more to this than just fairness. The way she spoke made it sound like Fiona was enjoying herself.

And… didn’t he want his wife to have fun? Wasn’t that what this weekend was all about? Wasn’t this weekend away about them both having fun and reconnecting? Wasn’t Tim hoping to make his wife happy?

The answer to all of those questions was yes. He wanted more than anything to make Fiona happy, but yet still there was something about the cage that unnerved him, a fluttering anxiety in his belly at the thought of wearing it.

He was already insecure about how lacking he was as a man. He was too short, too slim, too soft. He knew he wasn’t handsome, and he knew he was particularly well-endowed. He knew that he wasn’t great in the bedroom, but he’d been hoping to show Fiona he could be better this weekend. If he had a cage on then… then he’d have no chance.

And what did it say about how she thought about him? Was she saying he wasn’t enough of a man for her? Was she saying that he’d never be able to satisfy her, or be good enough for her in bed? Was she saying that his cock was worthless?

All those questions and more raced through Tim’s head as he did as Fiona said. He kept still and just hoped she had steady hands. At least his mind was busy enough to stop him from dwelling on the situation at hand.

The pair of them were set up in the bathroom, Fiona on her knees in front of Tim, Tim stripped off from the waist down. Yet, it wasn’t quite the situation Tim had hoped he’d find himself in given their arrangement—normally under such circumstances Tim would have been hard and very excited, delighted to see his hot wife on her knees in front of him, kneeling before his naked cock, but he was not hard now, and he could almost feel the polar opposite, as though his cock were shrinking in fright and worry. Not that he blamed it given the situation.

For a start, Fiona was holding a very sharp razor in her hand.

“Getting rid of all the hair will mean the cage will fit better and not chafe, so you’ll be able to wear it for the whole weekend, if you agree of course.” Fiona said as she looked up at Tim, grinning.

If he agreed. He wasn’t going to agree to that though, was he?

“Plus… I’ve always been curious how you’d look without hair.” She said.

“Just… be careful, please.” Tim said.

Fiona smiled, nodding.

“Of course. I’ve shaved myself plenty so I know how to be cautious. Just… don’t move and it’ll be over before you know it.”

Tim took a deep breath and exhaled a sigh. Though he was nervous, uncertain, he gave Fiona the go-ahead to start.

She did not need to be told twice, and she seemed almost keen to begin. Without another word, she began lathering up his small, limp cock and his balls with shaving foam. Her hands, soft and warm, were almost enough to coax a rise out of him, though they were ultimately defeated by how nervous he was.

Once foamed, she set to shaving. Tim didn’t dare watch, didn’t dare speak, just stood staring at the ceiling while Fiona worked. There was something terrifying and disheartening about having his pubic hair stripped away, having his wife hold a blade to his genitals, shaving him while he just stood there, but Tim could almost feel Fiona’s joy, her quiet humming as she worked methodically and quickly.

She was soon done, and Fiona wiped Tim clean with a cloth before sitting back to look at the results of her handiwork. Tim, relieved that the blade had been withdrawn, looked down. What he saw surprised him.

His cock looked almost… larger without the hair around it, though he felt oddly emasculated by the complete lack of hair, the smoothness disquieting. Fiona though was beaming with delight.

“You look so cute!” She said.

Her tone, and the word cute, was not what Tim had wanted to hear. He didn’t want his cock to look cute.

“I mean, I always thought… but… now, shaved, it’s even more so. Can I fit your cage now? Please say yes.” Fiona said.

Tim had come this far. He wanted to make his wife happy. He nodded.

Fiona couldn’t move quickly enough.

***

The metal was hard and cold and tight, almost crushing Tim’s cock. It fitted snugly, squashing him down almost flat, and as he felt his cock throb at the caress of his wife’s hands there was only a dull ache instead of the usual sense of swelling. His cock would never be able to get hard with that cage on, but there was something odd and thrilling about that fact.

Before Tim could comment though there was a sharp click, and he realised the padlock had been fitted. He thought it was just trying it on. He thought…

“Oh my god!” Fiona sounded thrilled. “You look… it’s perfect.”

Tim looked down, saw his wife staring at his caged cock, saw his caged cock, and he paled. It was tiny, his dick made useless, locked away, and yet seeing his wife so happy made him happy, seeing her delight delighted him, and seeing how excited she was excited him… but his excitement just caused a dull ache in his crotch.

“I can see you like it too.” Fiona said, voice teasing. “And… it’s really hot seeing your cock throb like that while it's caged. How does it feel?”

Tim took a deep breath, forcing himself to calm down. The dull throbbing ache subsided slowly.

“It’s… tight. But I suppose it’s meant to be.” He said. “I just… do you really like how it looks?”

Fiona nodded without hesitation. She was grinning, a flush to her cheeks that Tim rarely ever saw, a flush that showed that she more than liked it. She was excited.

“I love it. And… I’d love it if you wore it for the rest of the weekend for me.” She said. “Even if we don’t do anything else, just that, the cage, for me, would be enough. I can’t get over how excited it’s making me.”

Tim watched his wife, her expression. He could feel her excitement, her arousal. She was never normally this animated or enthusiastic. Was it the cage, or was it him? And… did it matter, so long as she was happy and having fun.

But…

“When you say anything else.” Tim asked. “What do you mean?”

He remembered her saying all her plans for the weekend were on a theme and that her gift would make it clearer. However, the gift had been the cage he was now wearing, so he was left wondering quite what the theme was.

Fiona looked at him, shifting. Her blush deepened.

“Well, the cage is just part one. There’s more to it than just the cage. We can stop now, if you want, stop here, or I could… I could take the cage off you if you really wanted. But it’d make me really happy if you kept it on and if you agreed to let me take you on a bit of an adventure.”

Fiona was clearly buzzing with excitement. Tim knew he couldn’t quench that eagerness, that happiness, no matter how he felt. And the cage wasn’t as bad as he’d feared.

There was something thrilling about being locked away while knowing he was exciting his wife. He couldn’t help but wonder what else she had planned, and he knew there was an easy way to find out.

“I guess… yeah, I’ll keep it on for the weekend.” He said. “And… if you show me what else you have planned we can go from there. If that’s okay.”

Fiona nodded, beaming.

“Of course! And trust me, you will not regret it. But then I guess that means I’ll be keeping hold of this.”

Fiona picked up the small key that had been sitting unnoticed on the side. The key to the padlock that sealed his cage on.

“You won’t be needing this anytime soon. So I’ll just look after it.”

With that Fiona took off her necklace and slipped the key onto it, hanging the key around her neck like a trinket. She was going to wear the key to his cage around her neck like a constant reminder of what he had agreed to, a constant symbol of the power he had given her. Why did that thought make his belly flutter? Tim bit his bottom lip to stop from whimpering at the dull, throbbing ache centred on his crotch.

“Now, you wait there. I’ll go get some of the other things I brought, so I can explain my plans.”

And with that, Fiona dashed off, dashed out of the room. Tim stood in the bathroom, waiting, listening to his wife rummaging through the suitcases she had packed. From the sounds of it, there was a lot more planned than just his cage.

***

“You really want me to… you really… I…”

Tim’s voice was shaking. He had no idea what it all meant, but he couldn’t help but feel like it was some sort of cruel prank or joke, an insult meant to hurt him. He trusted his wife, loved her, but what else could it mean?

“I know it seems a little wild and a little out there but… I can explain, if you want me to?” Fiona said.

Tim nodded. He really, really wanted some kind of explanation, anything that would stop his self-doubts from spiralling.

Fiona took a deep breath and did her best to explain from the beginning.

It turned out that Tim wasn’t the only one that wasn’t entirely satisfied with their relationship and their marriage. Fiona too felt there was something missing, something lacking.

She loved her husband, wanted to make him happy, wanted their marriage to work, but knew that unless something changed it would never last. After not quite a year of being married she was already feeling bored and frustrated, and Tim’s obvious insecurities didn’t help at all.

No matter what she did to show him she loved him, no matter what she did to show him she desired him, it never seemed to get through to him. So, she’d decided their first anniversary would be the perfect time to try something different. A weekend away to do something wild that would rekindle that spark.

But, not knowing what that something different would be she’d begun researching and planning and plotting, and that’s when she’d discovered something about herself she’d never known, and now she wanted to share that with Tim. Because she hoped that something would be the spark they needed to get their marriage back on track.

“I… never even thought… I mean… you never said.” Tim said.

“I didn’t know. Not really. But then… I suppose it makes sense really when you look at us. I mean, I’m not being cruel or funny, but, well… you’ve never been that manly, and I always thought that was a good thing.” Fiona said. “And… it turns out it could be. If you’re willing to try it with me?”

Tim blinked, his head spinning. What was she saying?

He’d always felt insecure about his lack of classically masculine traits, and now his wife, his beautiful, gorgeous, sexy wife was telling him she was into girls, or more specifically, she was into femmes—she’d made it clear that it wasn’t gender or genitals that was important to her, but the look and the energy of a person. And she was telling him that she thought he’d make a really, really hot femme, that maybe the reason she’d found him hot in the first place, maybe the reason she’d fallen in love with him in the first place, was because he was a more feminine man.

“I… I don’t… I don’t know…”

Tim could hear his heart beating. He was a man. He was supposed to be masculine. Yet now his wife had his cock caged, and she was asking him to be feminine for her.

True, he’d never been the classical definition of a man, and he’d always enjoyed books and cooking over sports and cars, but he was still a man. He might be short, and slim, and he might not be hairy or burly, and maybe he was even cute, but he was still a man, wasn’t he? He couldn’t really…

“I just want you to try it. For me. And… it doesn’t have to mean anything more complex than just dressing up and bedroom fun. I’m not trying to make you do anything you don’t want to or pretend to be anything you’re not, but… I mean… it’s like when I wear lingerie for you, when I dress up for you. It’s just the same thing. Only… you’re the one dressing up for me.”

Tim looked at the items Fiona had laid out in front of him and he nodded. If he said yes, he really could be the one dressing up for her.

Tim looked down at the outfit Fiona had laid out for him and his mind spun. Could he really wear that for her? The thought of it terrified him, gnawing at deep-rooted insecurities, but at the same time he loved his wife deeply, and he could not deny he was curious.

The sight of it all, the black panties and bra, the black sheer stockings and the suspenders, the cute pink dress, the pink heels, the make-up, the blonde wig, it was all almost too much. But from the tone of Fiona’s voice, it was clear how much she wanted it. From the way she was looking at him, it was clear how much she wanted him to wear it all. From the way she kept looking at his cage and the way she was squirming, it was clear how excited she was by all of it. How could he say no to making the woman he loved happy?

After all, it was just dressing up, right? Being femme wouldn’t make him less of a man, it would just… just make him more the kind of man his wife wanted. And he wanted his wife to want him.

And he really was curious. Maybe...

“Okay.” Tim said.

Fiona’s smile made it clear to him that he’d made the right decision. She looked delighted, excited, and almost giddy. But at the same time, the fluttering in his belly and the dull throbbing ache from his cage made him wonder if maybe his wife wasn’t the only one who liked the idea of him dressing up.

“First we need to finish getting you ready though.” Fiona said.

“What do you mean?”

Fiona just smiled. She turned and picked up the razor from where she’d left it, brandishing it.

“I mean we need you smooth before we can get you dressed. Now be a good girl and strip for me.” Fiona said. “And if you’re very well-behaved, once I’m done dressing you up, I have a reward planned for you too.”

Tim blinked. The words floated in the back of his head. Good girl…

Fiona wanted him to behave, and if he did there’d be a reward. Tim wasn’t sure what he’d let himself in for, but he knew he was about to find out. And he had a sneaking suspicion he was about to find out a whole lot more besides…

Slowly, Tim began to strip.


Three

Though Tim was nervous, a sense of anxious uncertainty about the prospect of his wife shaving his entire body, making him smooth, he found reassurance in her excitement. The gleam in her eyes, her smile, her obvious enthusiasm, all served to remind him why he was going through with her wild plan.

That there was a small part of him that was curious about it all was beside the point, right? Though he’d never been hairy, he couldn’t help but wonder what it might be like to be smooth.

He’d always admired his wife for her body, and other women for theirs, and though part of that was their softness, their curves, a significant part of it was how soft and delicate they were. Would getting rid of his body hair have a similar effect on him?

And then there was the fact that Fiona said that she was attracted to femmes, feminine people, be they male, female, a mix of both, or neither. He knew he’d always been less masculine than his peers and friends, that he was softer, shorter and less muscular, less hairy, not quite so rugged, but to think that was the reason Fiona was attracted to him felt… odd.

In one sense it felt almost crushing, to hear that he really wasn’t much of a man at all, but then on the other, it felt almost liberating. To hear that she really did find him attractive, that he was enough for her just as he was, was a relief. To hear that she found him sexy made him happy, and the knowledge that he could be even sexier for her, even hotter, just by dressing up a little was thrilling.

So what if the dressing up was a little unconventional? He wanted to make his wife happy right? Wanted to be attractive to her. It was just bedroom role-play, a wild weekend of fun for the two of them.

Hadn’t he been worried about not being good enough for her? Hadn’t he been worried about not satisfying her? Well, here, now, was the perfect chance to prove he could be everything she needed and wanted, and all he needed to do was let her give him a makeover, let her take control of how he looked.

And… the cage did feel oddly thrilling in a way, a constant nagging presence around his cock reminding him of his situation, teasing him while keeping him locked away. So, maybe the rest of what Fiona had in mind would feel good too?

With that thought, Tim took a deep breath and let Fiona get to work. He stood still as she lathered his body with soapy, wet foam, her soft, delicate hands caressing every inch of his body, teasing him, and she seemed to pay special attention to the areas that made his caged cock twitch.

Watching her he could see how she was enjoying teasing him, touching him, soaping him, and her joy made him happy, while her growing arousal made him hot, his dick a constant dull ache as it was contained by his small cage. Maybe this would be fun after all?

With his body soaped and foamed, Fiona set to work shaving. Tim made sure to stand as still as he could, but it was difficult given the tingling sensations running up his spine, the rush of giddy emotions, and the growing sense of lust he was feeling. There was something distinctly erotic about how his wife was touching him, how she was looking at him, how she was shaving him.

The razor ran over every inch of his body—feet, legs, butt, belly, chest, arms, armpits, Fiona even making sure to get right into his butt crack. Tim squirmed as she pulled his cheeks apart to foam there, jumping as her finger teased over his hole.

“Just relax, you’ll feel strange if I leave just one patch of hair. Trust me, I think you’ll love this just as much as me, and… well… this is one of the most important areas to be nice and smooth.” Fiona said, reassuring.

With that, she gave his butt a squeeze and Tim took a deep breath as he tried to calm down. She had always told him he had a good butt, and it was a feature he took pride in.

Give his wife’s compliments for his butt he’d always focussed on exercise that made the most of it, cycling, squats, hill running, and he realised now that what he’d effectively been doing was giving himself a more feminine figure because that was what Fiona liked, what she complimented him on. Had she known that she’d effectively been training him to look more feminine?

As Fiona shaved the last few hairs from Tim’s butt-crack, pieces began to fall into place. Over all the years he’d known her, Fiona had never been shy in complimenting him, praising him, and Tim, savouring that, as insecure as he was, had done all he could to earn more compliments, more praise.

He realised that over the years he’d known Fiona, the year they’d been married, she had been helping him become less masculine. He wanted to be attractive to his gorgeous wife though, and if she found femmes hot, then surely him being more femme was a good thing, right? But… he was a man, wasn’t he?

Tim didn’t know how he felt about it all, the fact that he was suddenly viewing their past through a new lens, about the fact that he had unknowingly been made more feminine when he was already insecure about his lacking masculinity.

On the one hand, it terrified him, the thought that he was becoming less of a man, but on the other, it was reassuring to know that his gorgeous, wonderful sexy wife really did find him hot, and that he’d become more and more like the kind of person she found attractive.

Confused and conflicted, Tim felt his head swarming with thoughts and emotions. There was a tightness in his chest, and he could almost feel a swell of emotions threatening to overwhelm him. He wanted to be present and in the moment, to connect with his wife, but maybe it was all too much too soon. Maybe…

“Done.” Fiona said. “Now, let’s get you cleaned off in the shower so you can see. Then we can get you dressed.”

Fiona slapped Tim’s ass gently once, then rose to her feet. She moved back around in front of him and smiled.

“Sorry, couldn’t resist it. But, at least I didn’t bite you… yet.”

The look on her face made Tim’s cock throb. She was looking at him with such desire and lust that he felt all his doubts and insecurities fade away. He wanted to be the person who his wife looked at like that. He wanted to be the person his wife desired like that.

He made a decision. For the weekend he would do whatever she wanted. To make her happy he’d do anything she asked, even if it scared him. He wanted to make her happy and… he trusted her. For the weekend he’d be everything he could be for her, even if that meant being someone very different to the person he’d always thought he was or should be.

And after the weekend… well, that would all depend on how much fun they had, he thought.

“Now, shower. Then we can see how you look in your sexy outfit.” Fiona said. “And then once that’s done, I might even have a surprise reward for you.”

Tim nodded, smiling. He felt his cock throbbing in its cage, locked away, useless, and he couldn’t help but wonder what his surprise reward was.

***

In the shower, Tim stood beneath the flow of hot water and he let it rinse off any last traces of shaving foam, delighting in the heat and the steam, the chance to relax after the long drive and the shock of his wife’s confession and his gift. Even in the shower, the cage remained a constant nagging presence, reminding him of what he’d agreed to, but it wasn’t necessarily bad, and he was coming quite quickly to find a comfort in it, a pleasant sense of almost ownership.

The cage was a gift from his wife, was a symbol of her reaching out to him, asking him to try new things with her. It was a sign of love and trust, and… something more. He knew their love life wasn’t particularly exciting, and the cage, and everything that went with it, was a chance to add some spice to their bedroom. It was exactly what he’d been hoping for, just… it was nothing like he’d imagined.

And, as the water rinsed his body clean, he couldn’t help but notice the difference being shaved smooth had made.

Not only was his body suddenly remarkably soft and pretty, distinctly feminine, with his skin looking almost radiant and his subtle curves becoming almost… sexy, but he was a lot more sensitive too. Just the water running over his body was making him tingle and squirm, the sensation of showering almost sensual, but as he washed with soap he couldn’t help but remark on how delicate he felt, smooth and soft and sensitive, hands slipping over skin, as though… as though he were washing a beautiful woman’s body.

Only it was his body.

Was it really that easy? Was it just as simple as getting rid of his body hair, and now, suddenly, he was changed? Tim smiled at that thought, and his dick throbbed, a dull ache that seemed to radiate through his entire being, a hot coal of lust and desire growing hotter.

He took a moment to savour the new sensations, delighting in how he felt and looked. His hands roamed over his ass, which felt so round and full and jiggly, so feminine now. He bit his bottom lip as he remembered the feeling of his wife’s fingers teasing over his hole as she shaved him and he wondered if…

“Hey, no playing with yourself in there!” Fiona said, snapping Tim from his daydreams. “As much as I’m enjoying the free show, you’re my toy for this weekend and I’m the only one who gets to play with you.”

Tim blushed. In his newfound pleasure, he’d forgotten his wife was outside, watching him. She’d seen him stroking his body, touching himself. What must she be thinking? And why were the embarrassment and the shame only making him hotter?

“Sorry. I… I’ll be right out.” Tim muttered, feeling suddenly shy.

That was a new emotion to feel around his wife, the cage, being smooth, making him feel coy and small and… pretty, but it wasn’t unpleasant. So, blushing, he finished washing and then stepped out of the shower.

“Oh my god.” Fiona said as Tim stood dripping. “You look… fuck… you are so cute and so hot.”

His blush deepened. He could tell from the tone of her voice and the look in her eyes that she wasn’t teasing him. She meant it. She really did find him hotter now. His wife found him hotter now he was smooth and caged, pretty, soft… and worse, that she found him hotter made him feel good.

“I could just devour you now but… I have plans and I want to see them through. I think though that after this weekend I might have to ask you to stay like that. Fuck!” Fiona said.

Tim chuckled, almost giggling. His face was hot, chest tight, and his caged cock throbbed.

“Now, you dry off and then we can get onto the next stage.”

Tim nodded and Fiona handed him a towel. Even the soft cotton felt suddenly sensual against his skin, and he couldn’t help but squirm as he patted himself dry.

As Fiona began getting his clothes and make-up and wig ready Tim took a chance to glance at himself in the mirror. He stalled for a moment. He looked so different. Just the hair gone and suddenly… instead of being an awkward, unexceptional man, he looked like… he looked… cute.

He could see what his wife meant when she’d talked about finding femmes hot, and finding him hot. He really was feminine, and now he couldn’t help but see it, and… he liked what he saw. For the first time in a long time, he liked what he saw in the mirror, a confidence fuelled by the knowledge that his wife found him hot, and reinforced by a bright, new, fluttering sense of joy within himself. Maybe he really didn’t need to be masculine, maybe…

“Stockings and suspenders first.” Fiona said, holding up Tim’s new lingerie. “Then your panties. Always that way round as it makes things easier. Trust me. Then when we have your underwear on we can do your make-up and hair, and finally the dress and heels. After that, if you’ve been good, and if we’re both still having fun, I have your surprise.”

Tim smiled, a deep blush. He already felt so different, his caged cock throbbing with a dull ache. He wondered how different it’d feel to wear the stockings, suspenders, the lingerie, the dress and heels, make-up, the wig. Part of him was still resisting, but that part was getting weaker and quieter, while another part of him, a new, loud, strong part of him, was almost eager.

He wanted to please his wife, yes, but there was also part of him that wondered if it might not feel good to be pretty, sexy, hot for once. If it had felt good to touch himself in the shower now he was smooth, wouldn’t it feel even better to have Fiona touch him? He had always loved how lingerie had felt on her, so he wondered if it would feel good on him too, and was captivated by the idea of her teasing him while he was dressed pretty in sexy, sensual clothes.

And then there was the surprise. If this had all started with the cage, then where would it end? Though Tim was nervous, he was also undeniably curious, so, taking a deep breath, calming himself, he dropped his towel and he looked to his wife.

“I’m ready.” He said. “Let’s do this.”

And her smile, her joy, was all the reassurance he needed.

***

Fiona was happy to help Tim dress, offering him advice on how best to slip the stockings on—bunch them up like socks, she said, then pull them up over your legs—but she let him dress himself, and she was happy just to watch, leering at him with a big, lascivious smile as he slipped on his stockings first, then his suspender belt.

The stockings felt amazing on his smooth legs, sensual, caressing, snug, the silky material making his whole body tingle, the dull ache from his cage radiating out to fill him, a blazing coal of pent-up need and frustration. And they looked stunning on him too, making his legs look long and full and lean, curvy and smooth, thick thighs decorated with lacy stocking tops.

The suspender belt was more fiddly than he had expected, and it took Tim a moment to fix the straps to the tops of his stockings, but with some advice from Fiona, he managed it without too much hassle. Once the belt was on he slipped on his panties, tugging them up over his stockings, the sensual caress of them, tugging them into place over his caged cock and his pert, smooth, juicy ass.

Tim couldn’t help but admire how the suspenders and the panties made him look, the suspenders making his hips look wider, thighs thicker, while the panties made his ass look round and perky and… thick.

“Fuck you look so hot. I never… when I was planning this I hoped, but… I never thought you’d look this good.” Fiona said. “You’re making me so wet just looking at you.”

Tim blushed. Normally words like that would have made him bold and confident, since he was the man. He’d have leapt on Fiona, would have done his best to ravish her—though he was never very good at the whole ravishing part, being so self-conscious and aware of his short-comings—but now, caged, in lingerie, stockings and suspenders and panties, he just felt small and weak and shy. It was a whole new feeling, but it was pleasant, warm.

It was as though he were the one being pursued, hunted. He was the one being lusted after, objectified, and he liked it. He wanted more of it. But… what did that mean. It was like he was the prey and Fiona was the predator.

“You can come and get me if you want. I don’t mind if you want to play with your toy.” Tim said.

He made his voice soft, seductive, and from the look on his wife’s face, he knew he’d pitched his voice and his words perfectly. She looked like she was ready to devour him, and he wanted nothing more than that in the moment.

Fiona resisted the urge, though clearly, it was a struggle for her.

“No… not yet, though I’m so fucking tempted.” She said. “I want to see how you look all dressed up for me before I ravish you.”

Tim blushed and giggled. It was such an odd mix of emotions, and so different to how he usually felt when intimate and alone with his wife. Caged, smooth, pretty, all his usual anxieties about performing, being enough, satisfying her were gone. Now he just wanted to flirt with her, tempt her, and tease her. The shift in power, and the obvious look of excitement and lust in her eyes, had changed things, and they were… better.

“Now, be a good girl and put your bra on so I can do your make-up and your hair.” Fiona said.

Tim nodded, smiling.

“Yes Daddy, of course.” He said.

He had no idea why he’d said it, why the words had sprung unbidden from his lips, but he knew once he’d said them there was no unsaying them. That word, Daddy, had shocked both of them.

“Daddy?” Fiona said, smirking. “I… I think I like that. Be a good girl for me, and keep calling me Daddy.”

Tim blushed. He didn’t want to admit it, but he liked it too. He was Fiona’s good girl, and she was his Daddy.

“Now, take this and slip it on, fasten it around the waist, clasp to the front, then spin it round and slip your arms into the straps. I’ll help you adjust it this once, but next time you’ll need to do it yourself.” Fiona said.

Next time? Was there really going to be a next time? Tim didn’t know, but if the rest of the weekend was as much fun as the start, he was pretty sure there would be.

He smiled at Fiona as he took the bra she was offering, the pattern and design of it matching his panties.

“Yes Daddy, of course.” He said, grinning.

And with that, he slipped on the last part of his lingerie.

***

The bra was a perfect fit, and Tim was surprised to find it quite so comfortable. The way it fit his chest, the slight padding, made it seem like he had small tits, and a slight cleavage, while the snugness of it made his waist look even slimmer so that he almost had curves.

He smiled as he looked down at himself, a hot flush to his cheeks, a throbbing, dull ache in his panties. With his lingerie on, Fiona led him through to the main room to do his make-up and hair.

“Sit here.” She said.

She sat him at a small table, facing away from all the mirrors in the room, beneath a series of bright lamps. She lay out the things she’d need—brushes and tools, tweezers, pencils, eye shadow and blush, mascara, eyeliner, lipstick, lip-gloss, stick-on nails, the wig and a series of hair clips and hair products—and she set to work.

“I’m going to talk you through this, so listen. I don’t expect you to learn it all in one go, but… well, you need to start somewhere, and I get the sneaky feeling that we’re going to both enjoy this weekend, so you’ll probably be doing this again, and soon.” Fiona said.

Those words made Tim’s heart skip, but he did as his Daddy said. He listened and paid attention as Fiona set about doing his make-up for the very first time.

She painted his face with eye-shadow—shades of pink and black with hints of purple, to match his dress and shoes—and then used black mascara and eyeliner, heavy, to make his eyes pop and make him look just a little slutty, she said. She added powder and blush to his cheeks, to make the most of his pretty features, and to make his face glow, then added a deep pink lipstick with a coat of glittery gloss.

Finally, Fiona added a set of long, bright pink stick-on nails.

“These will stay on for a week or so on their own, so you don’t need to worry about them coming off or breaking, but I can take them off before we go home with the removal solution.”

Tim looked down at his hands and was stunned by the difference the nails made. His hands looked long and thin and elegant.

He’d always chafed at how small his hands were for a man, but now they just looked… right. Pretty hands for a pretty femme. He blushed at that thought, heart skipping.

“Now wig, then dress.” Fiona said.

Tim nodded.

Fiona talked through how she was fitting and styling his long blonde wig. She tucked his real hair up, then put the wig on his head, and clipped it in place with a series of strong metal pins that held the roots of the wig to the roots of his real hair. By the time it was finished not only was it held firmly in place, but it felt almost real too, each movement of his fake hair tugging at his real hair so he could feel how the wig was moving.

Fiona styled it, adding a few light products to make the most of the fake curls, and Tim giggled as strands of hair tickled his nose and the back of his neck. It felt comforting. He’d never let his hair grow long though he’d often wondered what it might be like. Why hadn’t he?

Then he remembered. Long hair would have made him even less masculine. There was that deep insecurity, that fear, holding him back. He’d been worried it would have made him more feminine, that his friends, his peers, his wife would have thought less of him.

But… the only person that mattered was Fiona, and him. The way she was looking at him now made it clear she didn’t care about masculinity or lack of. She had seen him for who he was, had been attracted to him because of his real self, not who he thought he should be, who he was trying to be.

She loved how soft he could be, how cute, and seeing the way she was looking at him now, with make-up on, smooth, dressed in lingerie, with a wig on, he knew he didn’t need to worry about being man enough for her ever again. If anything, the only thing he needed to worry about, was being a good girl for his Daddy, and that thought just made him smile.

“Perfect. Now just heels and dress. Then you can see.” Fiona said.

Tim felt a deep-rooted fear rise up at that. He was going to have to face the mirror. It was one thing to let his wife see him like this, since it was her idea, her plan, and she was clearly enjoying it, but was he ready to face himself?

He could feel the snake pit of his self-doubts and fear hiss and spit, his niggling insecurities, his desperate need to be the kind of man he’d been taught he needed to be, that he always thought he should be. He’d do it though. For Fiona, he’d do it.

And hell, given how she was looking at him, how he felt, maybe… just maybe it’d be fun.


Four

Fiona helped Tim into his dress, then told him the best way to slip into his shoes. It didn’t take anywhere near as long to finish those last steps as the rest of his getting ready had taken, so soon he was all done. He was smooth, caged, dressed in lingerie—stockings and suspenders, panties, a bra—with make-up and a wig on, in a dress and heels.

“You look… you look amazing.” Fiona said, beaming.

The tone of her voice was one Tim had never heard before. She sounded genuinely awed, a nervous flutter, as though she could not believe what she was seeing.

She was looking at Tim in a way she’d never looked at him before, wide-eyed with wonder, grinning, cheeks flush. He felt a warm core of emotions swelling, fluttering into life, pride and joy, happiness, delight. He’d never felt this way before but… he liked it, and wanted more of it.

“Do you want to see?” Fiona asked.

Tim was still for a moment. He did want to see, but he also wasn’t ready. He wasn’t sure he’d ever be ready to face the mirror as he was now. What if… what if what he saw was just an unexceptional man in a dress, with make-up on?

He’d come to terms with the fact that he’d always be rather lacking as a man in the traditional sense, too small and slim and slight, too dainty, not hairy or rugged enough. But now… now there was a new hope. Maybe he could be enough for his wife in other ways. Maybe he could be feminine for her.

That hope, combined with fear and doubt, meant the mirror almost frightened him. It would be bad enough to be a failure as a man, but to be a failure as a man while being unable to be the femme his wife clearly wanted would be crushing.

Tim knew he had to face it though. He had to face the mirror, and himself. So, he took a deep breath, and he nodded.

“Show me.” He said.

And with that, Fiona took his hand and led him, with faltering steps, towards the mirror. Tim wobbled as he walked, still not used to walking in his new heels yet, and though he was getting the hang of it, helped by Fiona’s advice—walk heel to toe, one foot in front of the others, loose hips, let them roll and sway, wiggle your butt—he knew it would take practice to get good at it. Yet, he was almost excited at the prospect of practising, getting good at walking in heels, not just for Fiona, but… for himself.

But it all depended on the mirror. On what he saw, on the reflection waiting for him. Tim stepped forward, stepped in front of the large, full-length mirror, and froze.

His heart skipped. He stared and he… he couldn’t believe it.

“She’s beautiful, right?” Fiona said.

Tim nodded. In the mirror, he saw… not himself, but a hot, cute, beautiful young woman, standing next to his wife in their hotel room.

He was gone, and in his place stood a pretty blonde with subtle curves in a sexy pink dress in heels. Her legs were long, smooth, encased in stockings, with the barest hint of her lacy stocking tops showing. Her hips were wide, and in the tight dress, her cute butt looked round and perky.

Her waist was trim, cinched in by how tight the dress was around the middle, and her cute little tits sat proudly, the low-cut dress making the most of her slight cleavage. Her arms were thin, with dainty, elegant hands, made cuter by her long pink nails, and her shoulders and collarbones were bared, narrow and refined, the thin straps of the dress showing off just how petite and lithe she was.

Yet despite how amazing her body was, that was not what captivated Tim. It was her face. Her face was radiant. She was smiling, blushing, and her eyes were bright and bold and beautiful, her make-up flawless, sultry, sexy, and just a little slutty, with dusky eyes and pouty lips, long, curly blonde hair.

Next to Fiona, his gorgeous wife, the stunning red-head still in her short black summer dress, she looked almost brazen, with her more glamorous dress, her high heels and sultry stockings, her heavy, wanton make-up, her fake hair and nails, but… it was a good look. Tim felt almost like a model, or maybe a stripper, but that felt hot, because if he was a stripper, he was his wife’s stripper.

He giggled and blushed at that thought. Maybe Fiona would like him to strip for her. Would he? Could he? Just thinking about it excited him.

“What do you think?” Fiona asked.

Tim was quiet for a moment, struggling with words and emotions.

“I… I look… pretty.” He said.

“You do. But… do you like looking pretty? I mean, I love how you look, and I’m not going to lie, the thought of everything else I have planned this weekend, after seeing you like this, it’s getting me very hot, but I want to know if you like it too. Because if you hate it we can stop. If you really don’t like it you can get undressed and…”

“I like it.” Tim said, with more force and certainty than he had meant to express, surprising both of them.

He blushed, turned to Fiona, smiling.

“I really like it. And… knowing that you like it too, that you want this, that I can do this for you, that there’s more I can do for you like this, it… it excites me too. I… I want to stay like this, for now, and… I want to see what else you have planned.” Tim said.

Fiona beamed.

“There’s just one problem.” She said.

Tim faltered.

“I can’t keep calling you Tim, and while good girl has a nice ring to it, I think you need a proper name, don’t you?”

Tim blushed. Then he nodded.

“Yes Daddy.” He said, giggling.

“I was thinking… while I was planning all this, I was thinking maybe… what about… Honey. I think it suits you. Sweet, and more-ish.”

Honey blushed a deeper shade of pink.

“I like it.” She said.

Fiona looked at her husband, Honey, the beautiful blonde. She smiled, stepped in close. Honey took a deep breath, head spinning, and she caught the scent of… she could smell her wife’s arousal. She really did think she was sexy.

In the close confines of the hotel room, Honey could smell the musk of Fiona’s pussy even over the perfume of her hair products and her body soaps.

“Which means there’s just one last thing.” Fiona said.

Honey was quiet, her head fuzzy, her heart racing.

“Your gift.” Fiona said. “Do you want it?”

Honey nodded. Fiona’s smile widened.

“You’re sure?”

Honey nodded again. She didn’t know what it was, but if it was as much fun as the cage, the lingerie, the clothes, the make-up, then she knew she wanted it.

“Please, Daddy.” She whimpered, voice soft and seductive. “I promise to be a good girl.”

Fiona smirked.

“Go lie on the bed then. I’ll give you your gift, and then, afterwards, I think you can show me just what a good girl you can be.”

Honey giggled again, and without another word, moved to do as Fiona said. She practically leapt onto the bed and lay down, eager, waiting for her wife to gift her her present and afterwards, she would do her absolute best to show her Daddy just what a good girl she was.

***

Fiona took a moment to appreciate the view of her husband laid on the bed, the beautiful, pretty, sexy woman, Honey. The sight of the pretty blonde in the pink dress was enough to send shivers up her spine.

Honey lay there, doing her best to pose and look sexy, alluring. Her cock was throbbing in her cage, a delightful agony of frustration and need and desire. She’d never felt this sexy before, had never felt this desirable, this wanted. It was like all her needs to be masculine and prove herself had vanished, and instead, she could just relax and accept a different role, where she was the coy, quiet, shy one, and her wife was the hunter, the predator, her Daddy.

It felt like she had been set free, and she wanted more of it.

“You wait there, but… close your eyes, and don’t open them until I tell you.” Fiona said.

Honey giggled, biting her bottom lip, nervous at the suggestion, but she obeyed.

She closed her eyes and she heard the sound of movement, Fiona rummaging through the bags they’d brought with them. She’d ordered quite a lot for their holiday, and Honey knew why now, but she wondered what else there was besides the clothes and the make-up, the wig, and heels, the cage.

She did not need to wait long to find out though. Honey felt the bed shift under Fiona’s weight and then she felt hands on her wrists, gripping them gently.

“Just relax.” Fiona said.

Honey did what her wife said. She let her Daddy take control of her, submitting to her. Her hands were pulled up and to either side of her head, pulled out. She felt something soft, like a bracelet close around each wrist, tight, and then she felt an extra tug of her wrists, stretching her until she was almost, but not quite, uncomfortable.

“Now, just stay there for a moment. Relax and don’t move.” Fiona said.

Honey smiled, nodded. She loved her wife, trusted her. She kept her eyes closed and lay still, relaxed. With her arms spread she felt oddly vulnerable, but the bracelets were comfortable and her arms were relaxed enough that she wasn’t strained or contorted.

Fiona’s weight shifted again, moved down the bed. Honey felt similar bracelets fitted around her ankles, and her legs were pulled apart, wide, stretched. The movement caused her dress to ride up a little, flashing her thighs, but her panties remained hidden.

Fiona moved, stroking Honey’s legs, soothing her, teasing her, and when she was done she sat up to overlook her work, checking it before speaking. Satisfied, she smiled.

“There. Now… try to escape.” Fiona said.

Honey puzzled at those words, but she did as she was told and went to move off the bed except… her hands were held in place. The soft, fluffy bracelets around her wrists held her firmly in place. She was bound, arms spread, legs spread. She was helpless, tied down, completely at her wife’s mercy, but that only excited her further.

Honey’s caged cock throbbed, a dull ache, and she wondered what was next. Now she was tied down to the bed what was her wife going to do to her?

“You can open your eyes to see your surprise now.” Fiona said.

Honey puzzled at that. She had figured being tied down was her surprise, that the cuffs, or whatever it was that was holding her in place, was her surprise. But she didn’t puzzle over it for long.

She opened her eyes, blinked against the light, and turned to look at Fiona who held something in her hand. A small, shiny, silver metal object. A bit like her cage, except it was solid, round, thick, with a narrow, almost pointed tip.

Honey stared at it for a moment, not quite sure what it was. The thick part was joined to a flat metal disc by a narrow neck, a girthy bulb linked to a circular flared base decorated with a pink gem. What was it? What…

And then it clicked. Honey paled. Was Fiona really going to…

“Are you ready for your surprise then?” Fiona asked.

Honey was still. Her wife was holding a plug. A butt-plug.

Years ago Honey, or Tim, had suggested getting one for Fiona, but Fiona had said she wasn’t into butt stuff and she’d gotten weird about it, so he’d not pressed the issue. Now he realised why she was so weird. It wasn’t that she wasn’t into butt stuff, it was just that she wasn’t into stuff to do with her butt. When it came to Tim’s butt, or Honey’s butt, clearly it was different.

She’d gotten weird because she’d not wanted Tim to realise the truth. She’d wanted to hide the fact that she was curious about his butt. Now though, she was finally letting him know what she was into. She was into cute femmes, she was into him, was into Honey, and she was into doing stuff with her husband’s butt.

That was why she’d shaved his crack so thoroughly. But could Honey really go along with this?

The sight of the plug sent a cold thrill through her. It was thick and large. Would it even fit? What would it feel like? But then Honey remembered the way her wife’s fingers had felt teasing over her hole, the electric shiver, the way it had made her caged cock throb. She remembered the sexy, brazen, wanton woman in the mirror.

Maybe Tim might have been too insecure to experiment like this with his gorgeous, sexy wife, but Honey was different. Honey was cute and pretty and sexy, she was brazen, wanton, smooth, playful, and she was curious. This was their wild weekend away, and Honey was up for a lot more than Tim.

“Yes Daddy.” She said, grinning. “I… I’m ready for you to give me my surprise. Please… I promise I’ll be a good girl.”

Fiona chuckled. The look in her eyes sent a shiver up Honey’s spine. And then, without another word, Fiona shifted towards her, the thick, shiny, metal plug wielded like a promise of the things to come.

***

“Just relax and let me take care of you.” Fiona said.

She was kneeling between Honey’s spread legs, looking down at her. The sight of her wife was making Honey’s caged cock throb in agony, feeling pretty and powerless, the fear and excitement of the plug making her heart race.

“Yes Daddy.” She said. “Just… please be gentle.”

There was a note of teasing in her voice. She knew the effect her words would have on Fiona, and yet when she saw the lust and fire in her wife’s eyes she couldn’t help but wonder if she was provoking a beast she’d never be able to tame.

But then… would she ever want to tame her Daddy? The thought of being devoured by the gorgeous, sexy redhead, of being ravished by her, of having her wife do whatever she wanted with her pretty femme husband, delighted her. So, maybe it was better that Fiona remained untameable?

“Tease.” Fiona said.

The pair chuckled, and Fiona moved. She lowered her attention down, to Honey’s panties, and she let her free hand roam up over her stocking-clad legs, her smooth calves and thighs. The touch made Honey moan, so sensitive and sensual. Her wife’s touch was so soft, teasing, but felt so much more intense, and she could feel the dull ache of her cage radiating out.

“You are so squirmy and cute.” Fiona said. “I love it. I… can’t get over how sexy you look and how good you feel.”

Honey blushed.

“I’m glad you like it. I… I like it too. How you feel I mean, and how I feel, how I look, how you’re looking at me. It feels… different, but good. Really good.”

“And you want more?” Fiona asked.

As she spoke the question her hand slipped up higher, to the bare skin of Honey’s thighs above her stocking tops. Fingertips caressed, stroking.

Honey whimpered at the touch, shifting, squirming, but she was held in place by the cuffs on her wrists and ankles, tied down, legs spread wide. Fiona teased.

“Yes Daddy.” She said. “I… I want more… please.”

Fiona looked up at her husband and her eyes were like fire.

“Good girl.” She said. “So polite. I approve.”

And with that she let her fingers roam higher, to Honey’s panties. They teased over her caged cock, teased around, and then down, along her butt crack, pressing the fabric in to press at Honey’s tight, virgin asshole.

“You want it here?” Fiona asked. “You want me to plug you? Make you my slut?”

Honey nodded, trying to press her hips and ass down to feel more. Her wife’s touch felt so good, and her ass was alive with bright new sensations. Maybe it was the cage, or being tied down, or being pretty, or maybe her ass had always felt that good and she’d never known, but she didn’t care in that moment. She just wanted to feel more.

“Please…” She whined.

“Well, since you asked so nicely”

With that Fiona began to peel Honey’s panties to the side, exposing her juicy butt, her smooth crack, her tight hole. Fingers slipped in again, skin against skin this time, teasing.

Honey moaned, squirming, frustrated, hot, horny. She’d never felt so alive.

Fiona’s fingers teased up, pressed at Honey’s hole. Honey squirmed, moaning.

And then Fiona spat into Honey’s crack, hot wet saliva dribbling down, coating her fingers. She pressed her now wet finger in, lubing Honey’s tight hole, stretching it.

“Fuck… that feels… good… god…”

Honey felt her head go fuzzy from the pleasure, the twin sensations of having her ass teased while her cock was caged, a dull throbbing ache paired with the joy of her wife fingering her virgin hole.

Fiona spat again, working more of her saliva into Honey’s hole, and then spat a third time. Honey was wet now, slippery, her hole hot. Fiona worked one finger in, just the tip, then a second, then a third, stretching Honey’s ass, working her saliva deeper to prepare her.

Her fingers fucked just barely in and out, and Honey did her best to work her hips, her ass, to feel more, but tied down as she was, she was at her wife’s mercy.

“Please…” She whined.

She needed more. Fiona looked up at her and withdrew her fingers, leaving her ass gaping slightly, wet, stretched, hungry.

“I think you’re ready.” Fiona said.

And with that, she lowered the plug in her hand to Honey’s ass.

***

Fiona pressed the cool metal against smooth skin, making Honey jump, and she worked the tip of the plug up and down Honey's crack, wetting it with spit to lubricate it. Fiona spat a fourth time, letting her saliva dribble out of her mouth, coating the tip of the plug.

As wet as it was now, it ran smooth and silky along Honey’s ass-crack. The tip teased over her tight hole, making her jump, and then Fiona pressed it in.

It pressed into Honey’s hole, bright hot sensation, stretching her.

It was so much harder than her wife’s fingers, cool and slippery, smooth. It was thick, and as it pressed in it got thicker.

“Fuck… it’s so big… it feels so good.” Honey moaned.

Fiona watched her husband's reactions, grinning.

“That you’re enjoying this so much bodes well for your future.” She said.

Honey didn’t have time or thought to puzzle at the meaning of her wife’s words though. The pleasure was too much, too bright, too overwhelming.

Fiona pressed the plug in, deeper, deeper, and it stretched Honey’s hole wide, slippery, hot, tight. It got thicker and thicker and as it stretched her wider, Honey began to worry it was too much, her ass stretched, pleasure, pain, and she pressed down, wanting it all, eager to feel it, terrified and excited by everything that was happening to her. What did all this mean? What...

But then all thought went out of her head.

Fiona pressed the plug deeper, stretching, and suddenly the widest part slipped past Honey’s outer ring, and the plug slipped in, sucked deep, Honey’s tight hole closing around the narrow neck to sink it all into her virgin ass. Only the pretty pink gem was left visible.

“Fuckkk…” Her moan of pleasure was one long expletive.

Honey worked her hips and ass as best she could to feel the thick, heavy, large plug inside her ass. As she shifted it pressed on a bright spot inside her, causing a knot of pleasure in her belly to tighten and her caged cock to throb.

“So good… fuck.”

“You look so hot like that.” Fiona said. “I can’t believe how sexy you look. All this has me so fucking wet and horny.”

Honey looked down at her wife, kneeling between her spread legs. The look in her eyes was lust, desire, hunger.

“That feels so good.”

“Such a butt-slut.” Fiona said, teasing playfully. “Who knew? But, I think since you’ve had so much fun, it's only fair you repay me now. You’ve got me horny, so I think you need to do something about it.”

Honey nodded.

“Anything.” She said. “I’ll do anything.”

Fiona smiled.

“Well, how about we save that anything for later, because right now, all you need to do is lie there and look pretty.” Fiona said. “I can take care of the rest.”

And with that, she moved. She shifted forwards, down the bed towards Honey’s head. As she crawled she moved her hands under her summer dress, stripping off her panties. The movement caused a waft of her scent, the musk of her cunt, and it made Honey’s whole body throb with need. Once her panties were off she peeled off her summer dress, baring her body.

She was divine, radiant, her naked body flawless, and the sight of it, the scent of her, was driving Honey mad with lust and need, yet there was nothing she could do. She was tied down, plugged, caged, a pretty butt-slut at her wife’s mercy.

“Are you ready for me?”

Honey nodded. She had no idea what she was ready for, but she knew she’d never been more ready in her life.

“Yes Daddy.” She whispered in her best seductive voice.

“Good girl.” Fiona said.

And with that she shifted up, turning to look down the bed towards Honey’s feet, lifting one leg to straddle Honey’s shoulders and head, so that her hot, wet, inflamed cunt practically dripping, swollen and spread, was mere inches from Honey’s face. Honey whimpered in need at the sight of her wife’s pussy. She didn’t think she’d ever seen her so aroused.

“Now, be a good girl and worship your Daddy’s cunt.” Fiona said.

Honey did not have time to reply. Fiona sat her weight down, burying Honey’s face in the hot, wet, sloppy folds of her pussy. Honey, obedient, eager, body throbbing with need and desire, caged, plugged, smooth and pretty, began to lick.
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Honey couldn’t help but moan in delight as her wife sat her weight gently down on her face, smothering her in the wet, hot, slippery folds of her pussy. She pressed her face up, bound to the bed, and began to worship her Daddy’s pussy.

She pressed her lips and tongue to the hot inner petals and kissed, licked, lapped. Fiona pressed her hips down, grinding, chasing the pleasure of Honey’s tongue and mouth, supporting part of her weight on her knees so she didn’t completely suffocate the hot, sexy, pretty, smooth blonde who was her husband.

“That’s it, good girl.” Fiona said. “Get your tongue in deep. Don’t be afraid. Show me you can be a good girl for me and I might have even more surprises for you.”

Honey whimpered. She was not sure she could take more, but was certain that she wanted it. The weekend had only just begun. They had only just arrived. The night was still relatively young and they had tomorrow, and another night, and already so much had happened.

It was not the weekend she had been expecting, or even the weekend she was hoping for, but it was the weekend she needed. It was the weekend they both needed.

“Fuck… that’s so good. You look so hot and you’re so eager.” Fiona said.

Honey blushed despite her face being hidden between her wife’s thighs and in the folds of her cunt. She was eager, more so than she had ever been before, but she wondered what that meant, and the wondering left her flustered and shamed.

She was meant to be a man, wasn’t she? Yet here she was looking hotter than many women, a sexy blonde with subtle curves, smooth and soft in a tight pink dress and black lingerie, heels, tied down to a bed, her cock caged, her ass plugged, with her wife riding her face.

Yet… it felt good, right even. She had never felt this free. She had shed the shackles of masculinity that had chained her for so many years and had become the femme of her wife’s dreams. Not only did she feel liberated, and prettier and sexier than she ever had before, but she could sense her wife’s desire, her lust, her fire, and that alone was enough to scorch her and feed her and raise her to new heights.

Honey licked eagerly, keen to show her wife how happy she was, how enthusiastic she was to pleasure her. She wanted to show Fiona how grateful she was for the surprises, the planning, wanted to show her how much she loved her, and how willing she was to be the femme of her fantasies for her.

As Tim, she had always been so reluctant to step outside of anything except the trappings of masculinity, her insecurities and self-doubts caging her, but now the door was open and she was free to explore a world that was larger and brighter and more joyful than anything she ever could have imagined before. She could be soft if she wanted, she could be pretty, she could be sexy and slutty, cute, coy, shy. She could be weak for her Daddy, submissive, brazen, wanton. She could wear sexy underwear, lingerie, outfits.

She had always worried she could never be enough for her wife. She had always been worried she would never be man enough, that she was too short or slim or slight, too cute, her features too soft, but now she knew she could be enough, and more. It just meant embracing something different, something better. In the bedroom, she could be Honey.

She didn’t have to be man enough. She just had to be herself. Honey felt a sense of joy and release washing over her. All she had to do was embrace a part of herself she’d never known was there, a part of her that she’d kept hidden, secret. But Fiona had seen it, sensed it, had been attracted to it, and now she had helped set it free.

Over the years she’d done her best to be attractive for her wife, and she succeeded mostly by luck and trial and error and blind fumbling, but now she knew what Fiona really liked, what she wanted, what she found sexy, she could become better. If Fiona wanted a hot femme, then Honey would become the hottest femme she could be.

But that was the future. In the now, she had something more important to focus on. Worshipping her Daddy’s pussy.

Honey licked and kissed, lapping, sucking, and her face became quickly soaked in her wife’s juices. The scent and the taste were overwhelming, rich musk, heady, and she was breathing hard, face pressed deep into the hot, wet, slippery folds.

Fiona ground down, fucking her pussy against her husband’s face. She was breathing hard, panting, and Honey wanted to hear more of those sounds. She worked her tongue over the swollen nub of Fiona’s clit, flicking, kissing, circling, then ran her tongue down to Fiona’s sodden hole.

Honey couldn’t believe how wet her wife was, how gaping her pussy was, swollen and inflamed, open in invitation. She wasn’t sure she’d ever seen her wife this horny and turned-on before, but she liked it, and she wanted to see more of it. She wanted to be the person that got her wife this excited—and all it took was being smooth, soft, pretty, wearing sexy lingerie, and looking cute.

Honey smiled. She would do that, and gladly. It was fun. But, more than that, it made Fiona happy and it made Honey feel good.

With that thought, face hot and wet, mouth full of her wife’s juices, Honey pressed her tongue against the entrance to her wife’s pussy and she pressed it in. There was tightness, heat, a flood of juices, but Fiona’s moan told her to keep doing what was doing.

“Fuck, more.” Fiona moaned, working her hips. “Fuck my hole with your tongue you slut. Eat my pussy, worship your Daddy’s cunt and make me cum.”

Honey did not need to be told twice. She pressed her tongue deeper and began to fuck her wife with her tongue.

***

Fiona pressed back, wanting more of Honey’s tongue inside her pussy. As Honey licked, fucking her tongue, Fiona began to grind her hips down, fucking herself with her husband's tongue.

She shifted, spreading her legs wider to feel more, offering Honey easier access, and Honey took full advantage. She fucked her tongue deep, pressing it in and out in time with the gyrations of her wife’s hips and ass.

Fiona moaned, loudly, and smiled. Facing down Honey’s body, straddling her face, she had the perfect view of her hips and ass, her heels, her smooth stocking-clad legs spread wide and tied down.

She admired the soft body in front of her, sexy and femme, the suspender straps on display, the tight pink dress. Grinning, grinding her hips down, fucking herself on Honey’s tongue, she began to peel the dress up over Honey’s legs.

The dress rose up, higher and higher, until Honey’s panties came into view, black, the tiny bulge of her caged cock, throbbing, pulsing, her panties damp with pre-cum.

“Fuck I think you’re almost as turned on as me.” Fiona said, voice breathy.

Honey could only whimper. Her body was on fire. Her caged cock was an agony of frustration, but it was her ass, her plug, that was the worst of it all.

The plug was thick and large, filling her, and it pressed constantly on a bright spot of pleasure inside her hole, keeping her constantly on the edge and squirmy. Honey couldn’t resist the constant need to writhe and wiggle, working her hips and ass to feel more, the plug training her ass to become a source of pleasure, re-writing her brain, but tied down as she was she couldn’t move in exactly the right way.

She shifted, squirming, and the plug moved inside her, her hole clenching, pressing it in and out, the thick girthyness teasing over her inner walls, the weight of it keeping her constantly on edge, but it was never quite enough. She was beyond frustrated, beyond horny.

The cage and plug alone would have been more than she could have handled, but smooth as she was, pretty, soft, sensitive, in sexy lingerie and heels, a pretty dress, she was close to going mad.

Yet, that wasn’t the end of it. She’d been tied down, and now her wife was fucking her sodden pussy onto her face, was fucking her tongue, the reek of her musk, the taste of her juices, driving her wild.

Honey wasn’t turned on. She wasn’t horny. Those were pale imitations of what Honey was. She was driven wild with lust and desire, lost beyond words and thought.

“How about I make it worse though.” Fiona said, giggling.

Honey moaned, loudly, but the meaning of her sounds was lost, muffled as she was by her wife’s cunt, gagged by the wet, slippery folds of her cunt. Fiona shifted, leaning forward to fall to all fours.

She spread her legs wider, pressing her cunt down onto her husband’s helpless face, fucking, grinding, and supporting her weight on her legs and one arm, she let one hand tease down over Honey’s body.

Honey jumped, squirmed, but the movement just made her plug shift, driving her wild. Her caged cock throbbed, useless. Her body burned.

Fingers teased down over her belly and then ran down over her crotch. Honey moaned, fucking her tongue deep, letting Fiona fuck her tongue. Fiona teased around Honey’s cage, tugging it gently, shifting it to play with Honey’s caged, limp, throbbing, cock.

“It’s so cute like this. All caged away, useless and pretty. I think we should keep it like this, don’t you? Plus, I think it’s improved how good you are with your tongue. You keep going like that… fuck… and I’ll cum soon.”

Honey moaned. Keep the cage on? Why did that thought excite her?

Yet Honey was too focussed on pleasing her wife to worry about that. She worked her tongue deeper, fucking it in and out, working her lips as Fiona ground her wet folds down on her face, almost drowning her.

Fiona moaned, gasping, and continued to tease Honey’s caged cock, playing with it inside her panties, making the knot of delicious frustrated agony swell. Honey squirmed, shifting, but she was powerless, tied to the bed, completely at her wife’s mercy.

“I think you want more though, don’t you, slut.” Fiona said. “I think I know what my good girl wants.”

Honey moaned, fucking her tongue. Fiona’s fingers slipped down, teasing over Honey’s caged dick, along her crack. They pressed in, touching the head of her plug, forcing it deeper.

Honey moaned a deep sigh of bliss and rewarded her wife with more enthusiasm. Honey wanted more of what Fiona was doing.

“Fuck… oh god… you like that?” Fiona asked.

Honey moaned her affirmative, the sound muffled and garbled by the sloppy, wet, hot folds of Fiona’s cunt. It was all the answer Fiona needed though.

She pressed again on Honey’s plug, working it deeper, shifting it, fucking it into Honey’s virgin hole.

The knot in Honey tightened. That was what she needed. She’d been chasing that sensation but, tied down as she was, she’d been powerless to reach it. With her wife’s help though she could finally gain satisfaction.

Hoping to encourage Fiona to continue, Honey fucked her tongue deeper, harder, licking, kissing. Fiona fucked her hips back, toying with Honey’s plug, teasing her ass.

“Fuck, more…” Fiona gasped.

Honey’s sounds of pleasure, her exclamations, were muffled gibberish.

“That’s it… don’t stop. Fuck…”

Fiona teased Honey’s plug, working it, deep, shifting it, fucking her ass with it. Honey’s hole clenched, hard. Her caged cock throbbed. It felt so good. She was so close to something bright and overwhelming. She just needed...

“Fuckkkk…” Fiona’s exclamation was loud.

She pressed her hips down hard, and she stiffened, quivering. Honey felt her cunt tighten, clenching, throbbing, squeezing her tongue.

Fiona fell suddenly still, her fingers just resting on Honey’s plug, holding it deep but motionless as her pussy gushed over Honey’s face, soaking her. Honey swallowed as best she could, but for a moment it was like she was drowning. Fiona fucked down into her face hard, gasping, shivering, and then…

“Fuck. No more… too much…”

She lifted herself off, shifted to roll away.

“Fuck. That was… wow… but I’m too sensitive now.” She was breathing hard, smiling, flush.

She looked at Honey, tied down, squirming, so close, but still frustrated. Her face was a mess of smeared makeup and cunt juice.

As Fiona caught her breath she shifted to lean over and she kissed her husband deeply, tasting herself on Honey’s lips. Honey moaned, pressed into the kiss, letting Fiona’s tongue slip into her mouth. As Fiona pulled back, breaking the kiss, Honey whimpered.

She needed more, was desperate for more. She didn’t want it to be over.

“I don’t think I’ve ever cum that hard before.” Fiona said. “Thank you.”

Honey blushed.

“You’re welcome, Daddy.” She said. “But… does that mean I’m a good girl?”

Fiona nodded.

“It does.”

Honey giggled. She squirmed.

“So… can I have the next part of my surprise?” She asked, voice coy and sweet.

Fiona smiled, nodded. Honey had no idea what the next part of her surprise was, but she knew she wanted it.

“Absolutely. I’ve been looking forward to this. Now, you just lie there while I get ready. I’ll be back in a moment. Don’t go anywhere.”

Fiona chucked as she shifted off the bed and Honey was left grinning, panting, squirming. She watched, bound, aching, as Fiona began to rummage through the suitcases.


Six

Honey could not see clearly what Fiona was doing, her wife just out of view, visible only out of the corner of her eye and bound to the bed as she was she could not shift to get a better view. So, instead, her imagination began to run wild.

What was she going to do to her? What did she have planned? Thoughts ran through her head, hopes, fears, excitement, anxiety. The thoughts and feelings mixed with her heightened state of arousal were a potent mix. As frustrated and horny as she was, her face covered with her wife’s juices, smooth and pretty, sensitive, Honey could feel her mind almost breaking.

She had made Fiona cum, had made her cum hard, fucking her with her tongue while Fiona had teased her caged cock and her plugged ass, so… she was a good girl. She had earned her surprise. She just hoped her surprise involved her cumming, because any more teasing and she might actually lose her mind completely.

There was movement to the side, and Honey could just see her wife, naked, shifting about, her perfect ass as she bent over. She wasn’t sure what was going on, what was going to happen, what came next, but she knew that whatever it was she wanted it.

So much had happened already, so much had changed. Their wild weekend had begun with a bang, and Honey felt happier, and hornier, than she had in a long time, and perhaps ever. Her wife had planned all of this, had given her all of this. She was grateful and excited and eager to please.

And she was desperate to cum.

“You still want your surprise?” Fiona asked.

Honey tried to turn to see but Fiona was staying out of just sight, still teasing.

“You can say no now, but if you say yes…”

“Yes, please… pretty please Daddy. Please…”

Honey was begging. Fiona chuckled.

“Well, that was a bit more enthusiasm than I was expecting. I thought I’d have to tease you more, but… you are keen.”

Honey nodded.

“Yes Daddy.” She said. “I… I’m so horny. Being pretty and sexy for you, the cage and the plug, then making you cum, it’s… it’s making it hard to think. I just need to cum. I need to cum so badly. I think I’ll go crazy if I don’t.”

Honey was babbling. Fiona didn’t move. She stayed just out of sight.

“Oh this is fun. I like this side of you, not only are you sexy, but you’re fun too… so dirty and eager and flirty. Just the kind of femme I like. Does this mean you’ll be Honey for me more often?”

Honey nodded.

“Yes. I… yes, please. I like this, and I… I want to make you happy. I can be Honey for you. I want to be Honey for you. I want to be your good girl and… and I want you to be my Daddy.”

Even as she was saying it Honey felt the truth of it. She did want to be Honey more. She wanted to be Honey not just for Fiona, but for herself too. This side of her was real and vibrant and having let it out she knew there would be no way she could put it back in a box.

Yet, more than just being Honey, she wanted to be a good girl for Fiona too. And she wanted Fiona to be her Daddy.

“Well then, I guess there’s no point keeping you waiting. How about I make you my good girl, and you show me just how much you want to please your Daddy.”

With that Fiona finally moved. She stepped forward, into view, and Honey paled.

Fiona was still naked, except for a leather harness she wore around her hips and crotch, straps fitting around her ass. And in the centre of the harness, covering Fiona’s pussy, was a cock.

A large, thick, long strap-on cock, flesh coloured to match Fiona’s skin, with hanging balls that swung with movement as Fiona swayed her hips, wiggling her ass. As Fiona moved she stroked her cock, the surface glistening, as though wet, and Honey realised with a shiver that her wife was lubing it, making it slippery, getting it ready.

Honey watched, mesmerised as Fiona strutted across the floor to the bottom of the bed, her cock swaying. It was enormous. Bigger than Honey’s, thicker, longer, and it looked so life-like, with a prominent head and sculpted veins rippling over the surface, that Honey could almost believe it was flesh and blood.

“You like Daddy’s new cock?” Fiona asked, stopping at the foot of the bed.

To emphasise her point she wiggled her hips, and the cock swayed. Honey’s eyes were glued to it. Fiona’s hand slicked up and down, greasy and slippery, the cock wet and ready.

“I spent a lot of time researching the best one. This was quite expensive, but it’ll be worth it I promise given how much I think you’ll enjoy it and how often I intend to fuck you with it.” Fiona said. “It’s meant to feel even better than the real thing.”

Honey’s cheeks turned pink, her caged dick throbbing, her ass clenching on her plug. It was so thick, so long. The head was prominent, almost flared, threatening. Fiona was going to fuck her with that, was going to fuck her in the ass. Was going to make her into Daddy’s good girl.

The thought made her heart race, her head spin, and her body hot.

“Please…” Honey whimpered.

She wanted it. She wanted it more than she had ever known.

“Such a butt-slut.” Fiona said, smirking. “I never knew. But… I’m glad we’ve discovered this together.”

Honey giggled.

“Me too… but… if you don’t fuck me soon I’m going to scream. Please…”

Fiona rolled her eyes in a mocking, teasing fashion, wiggling her ass to make her fat cock sway. She took a deep breath and sighed, chuckling.

“Such a greedy slut. But I supposed it’s fair enough, you have been a very good girl for me.”

And with that, Fiona stepped forwards.

***

Fiona climbed up onto the bed and crawled forwards, crawled over Honey’s bound body. She loomed over her for a moment, her fat strap-on cock hanging over Honey’s caged dick, glistening with lube, almost mocking, threatening, and she leaned down to kiss her husband.

“Ready to cum on Daddy’s cock and show me what a slut you are? Are you ready for Daddy to claim you?” Fiona asked.

Honey whimpered, nodded.

“Please…”

That was all Fiona needed to hear. Fiona shifted, rose up to kneel between Honey’s spread thighs, her arms and legs still bound, and she reached down to grip her panties. With one sudden, sharp motion she pulled, hard. The panties became taught, almost painful, and then there was the sound of fabric ripping.

Fiona was tearing Honey’s panties off of her. The thought made her shudder, and as she looked down she could see the thick, long, glistening, lube-slicked, strap-on prick between her wife’s legs, a promise of pleasure, ready to claim her.

Honey watched as her panties were shredded and torn off her, tossed to the side. She was bound, helpless, soft, pretty, her wife’s slut, and she loved it. She wanted her Daddy to claim her.

Fiona reached down between Honey’s legs, teasing fingers over her caged dick, and ran then down the smooth crack of her butt to the head of her plug. She pressed it in, making Honey squirm, whimper, and grind her hips.

And then she gripped it, gently, and began to pull.

“Fuck… oh gods.” Honey whimpered.

The plug shifted, easing out. Her hole stretched, the thickness of the plug tugging at her entrance, her virgin hole. She could feel her hole stretching wider.

“Fuck…”

The pressure built, Fiona pulling gently, and then, suddenly, the plug popped free, slipped out, leaving Honey empty. Her hole felt suddenly void, craving to be full again, gaping in invitation.

Honey did not need to wait long.

Fiona tossed the plug to the side and with her hand gripped the base of her strap-on, glistening prick, and aimed it, shifting her hips. The head of it slipped along Honey’s crack, teasing over her gaping hole, pressing just barely in. Honey moaned with delight, need, hunger.

“Yes… please…”

Fiona though just smiled, letting the head of her cock slip away. She teased, taunting Honey with what she wanted, needed. She slipped the lubed head of her girthy strap-on cock up and down, pressing it over Honey’s tight, gaping, virgin hole, pressing it in, stretching her, before letting it slip away again.

Honey was going out of her mind with need. Each time her wife pressed the thick head of her cock in she hoped that was the time. She tried to work her hips, her ass, to capture Fiona’s cock, but she was bound, helpless, completely at her wife’s mercy.

Each time the head of that fat cock slipped away it fired the ravenous sense of lust and frustration growing inside of her. Her body was burning, mind blank, delirious.

“Please… I can’t take it any more… please… fuck me, Daddy.” Honey said, begging. “Please fuck me, claim me, make me your slut. Please…”

“Such pretty words.” Fiona said, grinning.

Her cock slipped down, pressing again at Honey’s hole, her virgin ass. Honey shifted, trying to capture it. She felt the tip just barely entering her. She didn’t dare hope.

Fiona pressed on, thrusting her hips, and the thick, long, slippery prick sank deeper. Honey’s hole stretched, wider and wider. It was so much thicker than the plug,

It was filling her, entering her. Her wife’s fat cock was slipping deeper.

Honey did everything she could, spreading her legs as wide as they could go, squirming and working her hips in need. She wouldn’t let it slip away. The tip sank in.

“That what you want?” Fiona asked.

“Yes… please…” Honey begged.

Fiona smiled, thrust her hips forward. Her girthy cock sank deeper, stretching Honey’s hole, pressure. It was so thick, stretching her wide, sinking in. Honey worked her hips, desperate for it. And then…

The thick, flared head popped past her outer entrance, sank deep. Honey moaned in bliss and delight. Her wife’s cock was inside her, was inside her ass. She was Daddy’s butt-slut.

“Fuck yes…” Honey moaned, drunk on bliss. “More… please, more…”

Fiona smiled, looking down at her good girl. She was only too happy to oblige.

***

Fiona thrust her hips, forcing her cock deep, hilting it in Honey’s tight hole. Honey moaned, gasping, ground her hips down, wanting to feel as much as possible.

Her ass was stretched wide, split open by her wife’s fat, long, slippery cock. It was deep, thicker than the plug, longer, and the prominent head was teasing over a bright spot of pleasure inside her, pressing on the knot of pleasure in her belly.

“Fuck…” Honey moaned, delirious.

“You want me to fuck you?” Fiona asked.

Honey nodded, staring up at her beautiful wife. She worked her hips as best she could, wiggling her ass down, fucking herself onto the fat strap-on, arms and legs spread out, bound, her cock caged.

It felt so good. She was smooth, sensitive, in lingerie and heels, caged, bound, and her wife was fucking her in her ass. She had never realised it could be like this, that it could feel so amazing.

Slowly Fiona pulled out, slipping her cock out until just the head was inside, tugging at Honey’s entrance. Honey wiggled, wanting to feel as much as she could. Fiona just held her cock in place, completely in control.

She stared down at her husband, at Honey, and smiled.

“Please…” Honey whimpered.

Fiona lowered herself down, her lips pressing to Honey’s, and the pair kissed, deeply, passionately, and Fiona thrust.

Her cock sank deep, filling Honey’s no-longer virgin ass. She fucked her hard, making her moan in bliss into the kiss, fucked her deep, knocking the breath from her lungs and the sense from her head.

Fiona kissed Honey, tongue in her mouth, tasting the musk of her cunt on her husband’s lips, and fucked her strap-on cock deep, hard, fast. The pair began to rut, like animals.

Fiona pulled her cock out, slammed it in, over and over, her hips slapping against Honey’s juicy ass. Honey spread her legs as wide as they would go, bound to the bed, and worked her hips to feel as much as possible.

They fucked, grinding, slamming in, slipping it out, riding. Honey’s hole was stretched wide, stuffed full, and with each stroke the prominent head teased over her sensitive inner walls, pressing on the knot of pleasure deep inside.

Her caged cock throbbed in agony, and her whole body thrummed with a pleasure that was new and addictive and overwhelming. She worked her hips to chase the sensations that were radiating out from her ass, waves of newfound pleasure blossoming with each thrust.

Fiona fucked harder, faster, deeper, her strap-on cock, slippery, girthy, long, slamming into Honey’s ass. The head teased over the knot of joy again and again, causing it to expand and unravel. Honey rode it, clenching down, fucking back.

“Fuck… yes… more Daddy. Please. Fuck me harder. Fuck me. I’ll be a good girl for you Daddy, just fuck me… make me cum… please…” Honey was babbling, driven wild with joy and pleasure.

Fiona smiled and obliged. She fucked harder, deeper, faster. She fucked her pretty, sexy, femme husband as hard as she could, slamming her cock into Honey’s tight ass. She was breathing hard, sweating, but she wanted to make her butt-slut cum.

“Fuck… I’m… I’m so close…”

Honey was moaning, whimpering, grinding her hips down. Fiona thrust deep, hard, fast, and Honey rode her wife’s strap-on cock as hard as she could given that she was still very much tied in place. She was bound, helpless, caged, smooth, pretty, sensitive, a butt-slut, a good girl, and her Daddy, her beautiful wife was fucking her in the ass with a massive, girthy cock.

“Fuckkkk!” Honey clenched down, slamming her hips down onto Fiona’s cock.

Fiona slammed in deep, and held her cock there. She knew from Honey’s expression and the tone of her voice she was on the edge. She slammed her cock in deep, held it there, and ground her hips to push her to the brink.

“Cum for your Daddy.” Fiona said.

And Honey did.

With her wife’s cock deep, pressing on all the bright spots inside her ass, teasing out every drop of pleasure, she ground down and felt the knot of bliss in her belly untangle. Her caged cock throbbed, hard, and her ass clenched down on the fat cock inside her.

Honey was cumming, cumming harder than she’d ever cum before. Her caged cock drooled a limp stream of cum as her ass squeezed down hard on her wife’s cock.

Her whole body was throbbing, alive with pleasure unlike any she’d ever known. It was a climax more intense than any she’d experienced before, confirming without a shadow of a doubt the truth. She was Daddy’s butt-slut.

“Oh gods, oh gods… fuck.”

Fiona pressed her cock as deep as it would go, holding it there, milking the last of Honey’s climax from her, making sure she felt as much pleasure as possible. She watched as her husband came on her cock, a pretty slut, a good girl, and then she kissed her.

Fiona kissed Honey deeply, passionately, the pair savouring the moment and all the potential of it. Things had changed, and they would never be the same again.

As Fiona broke the kiss Honey shivered, in bliss, delight, her climax finally subsiding. Her ass was quivering from the joy of being fucked.

“You fucked me good, Daddy.” She said, smiling.

“You were good to fuck.” Fiona replied.

The pair chuckled, both radiant with joy, breathing hard, sweaty, blissed out from the pleasure they had experienced. Honey squirmed again, delighting in how good her wife’s cock felt inside her ass.

“Does that mean… we can do this again?” Honey asked, smiling.

Fiona nodded without a moment’s hesitation.

“Absolutely. In fact, I was hoping tonight would go well, because tomorrow I’ve got something extra special planned.”

Honey blinked, wide-eyed, pretty and sexy, squirming on her wife’s strap-on cock, clenching her ass down to savour every last moment of her first time.

“I’ll look forward to it.” She said, giggling.

“Just, one small, tiny, minor issue.” Fiona said. “You’re going to need to get better at walking in those heels. Because I’m taking my girl out on the town.”

Fiona smiled. Honey blushed, nodded. She felt a swell of nerves, anxiety, but she knew that if Fiona was with her, if her Daddy was with her it would be safe, and fun.

“I’ll do my best Daddy.” She said.

“That’s my good girl.” Fiona said, smiling.

As she spoke, she thrust her strap-on cock one last time, pressing it deep, making Honey whimper. She knew was going to enjoy her new connection with her husband, and the new adventures that lay ahead for them, just as she knew that Honey was going to enjoy everything she had planned for them both.

And they both knew that after their wild weekend away, their relationship would never be the same, and they were both glad for it.

THE END 
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FULL SERVICE SECRETARY
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Grayson is in a desperate situation. He’s in debt, with no way to pay it back.

That is until the beautiful Ms Sereine makes him a proposal. Become her pretty, feminine secretary, and embrace the very generous incentive scheme she’s willing to offer him.

The question is, how far is Grayson willing to go to earn those bonus payments?

Grayson is deep in debt and his life is out of control. He’s behind on payments, and his love life is a mess. With interest piling up and the threat of creditors knocking on his door he goes to see Ms Sereine, the woman who set up his loan.

She’s sympathetic, and she wants to help, so she offers Grayson a solution. She’s in need of a secretary, a pretty, feminine, girly secretary, and she thinks Grayson would be perfect for the role. There’s just one problem.

The salary is less than Grayson’s currently on. How is he meant to make payments on a lower salary when he’s already struggling?

Ms Sereine has considered that. Her work in sales sees her earning generous bonuses. She’s willing to share some of her commissions if Grayson is willing to put in a little extra effort.

Grayson agrees to Ms Sereine’s terms. He steps into the role of her secretary and as time passes he begins to find that the extra effort feels like no effort at all. Soon Grayson finds himself on a journey of self-discovery as he uncovers desires and talents and needs he never knew he had.

As Grayson works to pay off his debt he is transformed and he struggles to accept his new glamorous, flirtatious, and brazen identity. He’s just working to pay off his debt, right? And the more effort he puts in, the more service he’s willing to offer, the faster his debt is paid off.

And that’s why he’s doing it all, right?

But what happens when the debt is paid off? What if there’s more motivating Grayson than just his debt and the repayments?

What if deep down Grayson was born to be a Full Service Secretary?


HYPNO MAID
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Ryan is a mess, and his flatmate and her girlfriend have had enough. They need him to be better, or move out.

Desperate, Ryan says he’ll try harder. Luckily for him, the two women know just how to help him clean up his act...

It’s hard living with two attractive women when you’re terminally single. For Ryan, living with Maya and Olivia, it’s even harder. Not only are the two women very hot, but they’re also together, and they’re deeply into each other.

Ryan had thought it would just be him and his friend, Maya, when he moved in, but now her new girlfriend is around all the time, and though Maya is sweet and charming and kind, Olivia is the exact opposite, and Ryan is sick of her picking on him.

Olivia is picking on Ryan for a reason though. Maya and Olivia have had enough of Ryan’s bad habits, his bad attitude, and his mess. So, the pair give him an ultimatum: improve his habits, or move out.

Not wanting to lose his room, his home, Ryan says he’ll try, but admits that his bad habits are hard to break. Hearing that, Olivia offers him help.

Her help is simple enough. Hypnosis while Ryan sleeps, to help him break his bad habits, just like giving up smoking or eating healthier Olivia says. Ryan is sceptical, but soon he starts noticing changes in his behaviour, his routine, and his habits. He doesn’t want to admit it, but maybe Olivia’s suggestion really is helping.

And then a package arrives in the post, and what’s inside changes everything...


YOGA BODY
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Conner is stuck in a rut and he’s miserable. When it’s suggested he try yoga to get fit and feel better he’s dismissive. Yoga can’t fix anything, can it?

And then he meets Skye, the hot, tattooed, purple-haired yoga teacher who is nothing like he expected, and Skye, seeing something special in Conner, is determined to give him more than just a hot yoga body.

The moment Conner saw Skye he was captivated. She was nothing like he imagined a yoga teacher to be, and it turned out his first class was not as bad as he feared. After class, Skye and Conner get to talking, and he finds himself opening up to her in ways he never has before. He feels calm in her presence, comfortable and at peace.

Soon he’s taking one-on-one lessons with his hot, purple-haired yoga teacher, and Skye, sensing something in her student, does her best to help him and keep him motivated, even it means using some quite unconventional methods—like teaching him in only her underwear.

As the lessons progress and the methods become even more unconventional, brazen, and exhilarating, Conner begins a journey of self-discovery and passion that sees him transformed. With Skye’s help, Conner lets go of his fears, his worries, and he learns the peace and joy of self-acceptance as she guides him on a journey that sees him slowly becoming softer, prettier, and more feminine.

Conner might have started his journey on the yoga mat, but where it ends is up to him. If only he’s brave enough to take that final leap and open his heart to what his yoga teacher is offering.


ORAL FIXATION
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Harper has a bad habit. When he’s nervous, he bites his nails. Unfortunately his new boss, Ms Venatrix, makes him very nervous, and she will not tolerate his nasty habit.

Fortunately, she knows just how to fix his oral fixation. The question is, is Harper willing to submit to her plan?

Harper has always dreamed of landing a prestigious job at MONUMENT, a high-end fashion magazine founded and presided over by the remarkable Ms Venatrix. So, when he is offered the position of personal assistant to Ms Venatrix he’s thrilled.

But on his first day on the job, Harper makes a crucial mistake. He arrives at the office late and wearing an ill-fitting suit that is clearly past its prime. Worse, Harper has a bad habit of biting his nails when he’s nervous, and as nervous as he is, he just can't seem to stop biting his nails.

Ms Venatrix doesn't mince her words when she calls Harper into her office at the end of his first day to discuss his performance. He’s simply not good enough, and he needs to be better. As a fashion magazine, MONUMENT needs all its staff to dress appropriately and look their best, and as her personal assistant, the habit of biting his nails has to stop.

Fortunately for Harper Ms Venatrix is willing to give him a second chance.

Soon Harper finds himself not only dressing and looking better, but his habit of biting his nails has been redirected to something a lot more appropriate, and a lot more fun. And Harper comes to realise that he really has landed the job of his dreams, it’s just not quite what he was expecting…
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