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Sissy Husband

Feminized for Her Pleasure

Based on True Events

By Justine LeRoz


Chapter One


Erik had never pictured himself as a stay-at-home husband, but he didn’t mind it at first. He used to work as an accountant at a large firm, crunching numbers, writing reports, and developing a persistent carpal tunnel that he avoided getting treated. He hadn't minded the job, but it always felt like something he had to do instead of something he liked doing. People had been lying to him his whole life in that way, he discovered--jobs weren't something you picked because you loved doing them, they were just what you had to do to make enough money to survive. When he came down with a severe case of pneumonia and had to be hospitalized for several weeks, they generously gave him an indefinite leave of absence.

When he finally got better, he decided he would make a change.

Kelly made enough money in her executive position to provide for them both. She did enjoy her job. Her fierce nature was what had attracted Erik to her in the first place. Kelly had an air of authority about her and people couldn't help but do what she said as if she were always barking orders instead of just calmly suggesting what she wanted.

"You can't do what's best for everyone," she had told him, "only what's best for you."

Her words had tumbled around in his head for months until he finally decided to quit his job. Anyone could do anything they wanted to do, he figured. Why not him?

They hadn't saved a huge amount of money, but even without him having to contribute, they would be able to make it through the next few years in comfort. He'd thought Kelly would be apprehensive about him leaving his job, but she seemed pleased about it. The sickness had taken a toll on Erik and his health was fragile even after he got out of the hospital. Kelly had waited on him hand and foot while he got better.

Something about the idea of him staying home while she went out and provided for him appealed to her on a deep level. Once Erik was sure she didn't resent him for not going back to his job, he was relieved. He'd become interested in the realm of housework, and Kelly had various ideas of how he could use all of his above-average skills at cooking, cleaning, and doing laundry.

"You're my little house husband," she joked one night, kissing him tenderly on the cheek. "And I'm your strong wife, providing everything a spoiled boy like you needs to keep him happy."

That was all it took. For him, entering into the world of housework was probably the most enjoyable part of his new life. It really helped him to empty his mind and focus on small tasks like sweeping and cleaning dishes. It was almost relaxing.

Kelly's dominant personality seemed to become more pronounced after he quit his job. Erik found himself obeying orders from her more and more as the days passed. He would have thought it would bother him, but he actually didn't mind. Kelly was such a strong woman and there wasn't room for two alpha personalities in their marriage. That had always been why they worked as a couple--he was something of a submissive. It used to embarrass him but he was getting more comfortable with it as time went on. Kelly had always made more money than he could ever hope to bring in. She'd always known what she wanted while he was uncertain, and she'd always been willing to simply tell him what to do when he was hesitating.

"All you have to do is trust me," she always said. And so far, she hadn't been wrong once.

But Erik had really doubted her when she came home early from work one day and caught him wearing her panties. She had ordered him to put on one of her dresses as well.


Chapter Two


The laundry was perhaps Erik's favorite chore around the house. Putting things in order helped calm his mind and when it was just clothes, he could be sure everything had a place. He'd hung Kelly's dresses neatly in her walk-in closet, folded her sweaters and shirts and put them in the dresser, and carefully placed each silken blouse in its place. All that was left was her underwear.

And that was where the trouble began. Erik had always liked women's clothes. They were just so pretty and soft. There was so much more art to them than men's clothing which stayed essentially the same year after year. He's always thought that if he'd been born a woman, he would have been a model. Even as a man, he had a slim, lithe body with very little muscle tone. Especially now, when he was still recovering from his long illness, he was small and skinny. For the first time since they'd been married, he might have been just as small as Kelly. He wondered what her underwear would look like on him.

The thought was so intriguing that it caught him off guard and he dropped a pile of clothing onto the floor by the bed by accident.

He sighed and cursed at himself for not being able to do one little task as efficiently as he liked. His mind was a mess. Kelly wasn't due home for another couple of hours. He'd tried to distract himself by doing a little work on his computer, but he couldn't find his focus. The thought of Kelly's pretty underwear drawer kept coming up. He tried to ignore it. But eventually, he had to finish putting the laundry away. The thought of leaving it out made him uncomfortable and he didn't want Kelly to come home to a mess.

Who cared what pretty underwear Kelly had? He probably wouldn't even recognize a thong if he saw it.

How would he look in it? It was probably soft. All silk and satin and lace. How would it feel on his ass? How would his member fit inside the sleek little piece? Would it be hidden by the smooth fabric? How did it feel when lace rubbed against his manhood?

He tried to shake the thoughts out of his mind. This was crazy. He was a guy. He didn't like that sort of thing. He wasn't supposed to be thinking about this. He was a man. He put away every other article of clothing until there was just a sweet little pile of undergarments waiting for him on the bed.

You're my little househusband. ...I'm your strong wife, providing everything a spoiled boy like you needs to keep him happy.

He picked up one of the delicate pieces of silk and stroked it. His hand felt so big and coarse next to the soft fabric. He imagined a woman's hand touching it and running a fingernail across it. She would cup his privates and laugh at the way he filled up the panties. Perhaps she would stroke him through the fabric. The softness of a woman's touch stroking across him as her firm grip left him moaning in pleasure... Maybe she would put him in a dress...

No! Stop! He dropped the panties as if they had burned him. Of course, it was such a crazy thought. Maybe he was crazy. Maybe he'd become unhinged after his long illness. And what would Kelly think? He shouldn't be thinking these things. He shouldn't be touching his wife's panties like this. He definitely shouldn't be rock hard and leaking precum at just the thought of being made to dress up like a girl. What was wrong with him?

He moved to the closet and began putting Kelly's panties up and out of sight. He tried to complete the task without touching any of them for too long or looking at them too much as if they might contaminate him with more unruly thoughts. After that was done, he went to the kitchen where he busied himself with washing the dishes, putting the food away, and wiping down the countertops. He worked until he heard the garage open, then he made his way to the bedroom and got ready for Kelly to come in.

She was in a better mood than she'd been in all week.


Chapter Three


When they were in bed together that night, Erik found his mind drifting back to what he'd imagined when he was putting the laundry away. The feel of her panties against his skin. The thought of her long nails weighing him as the tight silk tucked his member back against his body. The way she would chuckle delightedly at him and tell him how pretty he looked.

He went over it all in his mind as his wife bounced up and down on his cock, which was harder tonight than it had been in months. Erik was ashamed to be thinking about these things with her right there, on top of him, his member inside her tight, wet pussy as she rode him hard, but he couldn't help it. It just turned him on so much. He loved his wife and he didn't know another woman half as sexy as Kelly, but somehow his attraction to her was magnified to another level when he thought about her humiliating him by making him dress in her clothes.

After it was over and he'd cum inside her, he felt guilty about it. While she went to the ensuite bathroom to clean up he lay in the bed, wondering if there was something wrong with him. This was some of the best sex they'd had in ages. He'd been so turned on and he'd made her cum so hard before he finished. But the whole time, he'd been thinking about her commanding him to put on those panties.

When she came back to the bed, she crawled in between the sheets and joined him.

"Good night, darling," she said in a drowsy voice.

"Good night," he replied.

She didn't seem to notice the look on his face. Erik lay there, protesting to himself in silence. He lay there for a long while. Eventually, he fell asleep.

The thoughts about the panties wouldn't leave him, though. Throughout the next several days he found himself dreading the laundry when the temptation would arise again, now even stronger as he had dwelt on it all week.

Kelly seemed to notice his distraction but chose not to say anything to him about it. He could see her watching him as he stood in front of the sink, up to his elbows in suds, furiously scrubbing a casserole dish as though the wayward thoughts were particles of sauce and meat that he could cleanse away with a  sponge and some hot water. If only he could tell her why he was upset. But Kelly would surely think less of him if he let her know what had been going through his mind the last few days. These were strange, abnormal thoughts that he definitely should not be having. She would hate him if she ever found out what he was thinking about. She would probably divorce him.

Kelly was a dominant woman but there was no way she would want him the way he was thinking about...was there?

Laundry day came around and there was no avoiding it. He couldn't leave a task unfinished. It wasn't in his nature. He hung up the dresses. He folded the shirts and blouses. He ironed the pants and put them away. He matched each and every sock. And then he was left with the underwear.

Maybe he would do it. Just one time. Because as soon as he realized how ridiculous it was to want this he'd be cured. As soon as he saw how stupid he looked wearing his wife's panties, he'd know he hadn't really wanted it at all. It was just a silly idea that had caught in his brain and refused to shake free. It didn't mean anything. He'd just put on one pair.

Soon everything was done and he had no more excuses to procrastinate. He had put away every pair of panties but one. It was a black silk thong with a lace waistband. They were smooth and soft and quite stretchy. He was confident that they would fit him. He was terrified they would look awful on him. He was even more terrified that they wouldn't.

He stripped out of his shirt and then his pants and boxers, and stood nude before the bed, taking a moment to stare at the thong before putting it on. He stepped into the panties gingerly, slowly, and pulled them up his lean thighs. The fabric was just as smooth against his skin as he'd hoped. He found himself wishing he'd shaved his legs, though. Erik had fair hair, but there was a good amount of it on his arms and legs. Even though it was light, it was hard not to notice it. He told himself it didn't matter and finished putting on the thong.

It felt amazing. It cradled his member and tucked it back slightly in a smooth embrace. The narrow piece in back sat right between his two round asscheeks, displaying them prominently. He'd expected to be embarrassed and immediately take the garment off,  but instead, he felt better than he had in a long time. He could feel himself getting hard as he went to examine his reflection in the full-length mirror on the door of his and Kelly's shared master bathroom.

He was a little horrified to see how easily the panties seemed to fit him. It was like they were made specifically for him. Kelly always said he didn't have a man's hips and ass, which meant he couldn't get away with buying panties in the male section of the store. Now he knew why the panties from the men's section never looked right. He was built like a woman. He'd never noticed how narrow his waist was before. The weight he'd lost when he was sick was part of it, but for the first time in months, he didn't feel uneasy when he looked at his slim body. For a man, he was small, skinny, and unimpressive. But when he looked at himself and tried to see a more feminine shape, he wasn't displeased. He had great legs and a round, plump ass. He'd always been embarrassed by his big butt. It never seemed right on a guy, but he liked the way it looked framed by the silky fabric of the thong.

It was hard to snap himself out of how mesmerized he was by his reflection. Why did it look so good? Why did it feel so right to be wearing women's underwear? Why didn't it turn him off to think that he'd be a sexy woman? And why did his eyes keep drifting to the closet where the rest of his wife's clothing was waiting for him? Did he dare--

He was pulled out of his fantasy by the sound of the bedroom door. Erik wanted to hide as Kelly entered the room, home hours before she should have been done with work. He felt his face heat up with a blush and tried to cover himself with his hands to hide what he was wearing.


Chapter Four


"Erik?" said Kelly. There was no question that she had seen him in her panties, and watched him admiring himself in the mirror. "What are you doing?" She didn't sound angry. She crossed the room swiftly and eyed him up and down as he stood before her, filled with shame for his attire but unable to move. "Is this what you do all day while I'm at work?"

Was that a note of amusement in her voice? Was she laughing at him?

He hung his head. "I--sorry," he managed. "I'm just--I just tried it on. I didn't mean to. I'm not--I wasn't gonna."

She was silent for a moment. Either she was processing exactly what this meant or she was searching for an appropriate line of questioning. He felt the need to fill the silence with more explanations but couldn't seem to get the words in the right order.

"I just--You weren't here so I started putting away the clothes. I--I just tried it on," he repeated.

"Aha." She sounded so amused. There was no anger in her green eyes, but there was a playful twist to her smile that intrigued him. "Take your hands away," she said. "I want to see what they look like on you."

Erik only hesitated for a moment before doing as he was told. He felt her eyes rake over his slim body. He felt the urge to cover up, which was crazy because Kelly was his wife and had seen him nude many times. Somehow this was more personal, though. This was more intimate than being naked before her because the clothing he was wearing was so feminine.

She walked around him in a slow circle and he felt her eyes taking in every inch of his body. Erik felt his face heating up with a blush as she looked him over.

When she was facing him once again, Kelly said, “They look good on you.”

Erik didn’t know how to respond. “I--” he said. Did she actually like them? “I was just trying them on.”

She chuckled and moved in close, her perfectly manicured hands grasping him firmly through the thin silk. “If you were just trying them on, Erik,” she whispered into his ear, “then why are you so hard?”

And of course he didn’t have an answer for that.

"Go into the closet," she said, her tone now the same commanding one she used to tell him what to do to her during sex, "and get my black sheath dress. You know the one. Put it on and come show me."

And for the first time in ages, he hesitated when she gave him an order. This felt right. This was so fucking exciting. It felt like what he'd been wanting for years.

But why was there a part of him that was so damn scared to do what she said?

She stared him down. "Don't think too much," said Kelly. "I can see the cogs turning behind your eyes. Just do what I tell you, Erik, and I'll make sure you have a good time."

He did as she said. Afterall, Kelly had never steered him wrong before.

The sheath dress was soft and fitted, with a skirt that was shorter than he remembered. It looked amazing on Kelly. It wasn't terribly revealing, but it managed to show off her amazing body without leaving too much skin out. The dress was one she wore to look professional when she had a client she wanted to tease. Kelly's office dealt with investments and she got a lot of male clients who didn't really know what they were doing but wanted to feel as if they did. Kelly disdained all of them, but played with them like a cat with a mouse.

Erik remembered clearly what she looked like in the dress, so he was surprised to find that his body fit in it, too. Almost. He borrowed one of her push-up bras and put it on. He didn't have any tits, but Kelly's were small. This would at least offer the illusion that he had more of a feminine figure. He slipped into the dress and, with a little bit of a struggle, zipped up the back so that it hugged his figure tightly. He couldn't see himself yet. Well, he could look down, but he wasn't sure how he really looked. Was this a good idea? What if Kelly was doing this to humiliate and punish him for trying on her panties and she knew it would look terrible?

"I know you're thinking in there," came Kelly's voice through the closed closet door. "It doesn't take this long to put on a dress, Erik. Come out and show me what you look like."

He could never resist an order from her for long. He emerged shyly from the closet, his eyes on the ground. He probably looked stupid.

But the approving hum she made seemed to indicate otherwise.

"I see you borrowed one of my bras," she said. "Unless you sprouted tits and didn't tell me."

"I--I'm sorry," he said. Why was his impulse always to apologize? "I didn't think you'd mind. I just--"

"Shhh," she moved close and put a finger over his lips. "I don't mind, baby. It looks good on you. You look just like a lady."

The words made him feel all hot and bothered. He realized that he liked it when she said that. He liked it a lot.

"Go look at yourself in the mirror," she told him. "You look good, Erik."

Once again, he did as he was told. It was uncanny. His face even looked softer, more feminine somehow in juxtaposition with his body in this dress. He looked like he had slight curves. His waist was small, his ass was thick. He was afraid of how much he liked what he saw in the mirror. Something about seeing himself as a woman felt very, very right. Why had he never thought about this before? Why--

"Come back to me now," called Kelly. "If I let you brood too much, we won't get to have any fun."

Erik didn't think he'd been brooding, per se, but his new motto was "Don't question Kelly." So he obeyed.


Chapter Five


She was sprawled out on the bed, playing with something black and long.

"Do you know what this is?" she asked him.

It was her vibrator. He'd seen her play with it before. He liked to watch Kelly pleasure herself sometimes. She was always so sure of what she wanted and never afraid to take it.

"That's your vibrator," he told her.

"Yes," she purred. "Have you ever used it, Erik?"

He shook his head. It had never occurred to him to touch her toy.

"You will now," she told him. He took in a sharp breath but didn't deny her. Kelly knew what was best, he reminded himself. And after doing what she'd told him so far, he was more turned on than he had ever been in his life, so he couldn't go wrong listening to her a little more now.

"Bend over the bed," she told him. "You look so pretty in my dress, Erika, I want to show you how a lady gets fucked."

He did as he was told. Erika didn't comment on the new name she gave him. It fit.

He bent over the bed, his ass in the air, the skirt riding up and exposing his creamy white thighs. Kelly stood up and came around behind him. He could feel her hands exploring his body like it was their first time together. In a way, he supposed it was.

"So sexy," she said. "I've been wanting to dress you up like this for years, Erika. But I didn't want to push you before you were ready. You've always been a little delicate and I didn't want to spook you." She ran a manicured finger over the shape of the black underwear he'd stolen from her. Up one side of his ass, down the other, then down the piece that sat in the center. She played with his member through the thin, smooth fabric.

"You like it, don't you?" she said, squeezing his balls lightly. It wasn't enough to hurt, just enough to let him know she was there and she owned him. "You're so much dirtier than you ever thought." She stroked his manhood. Erik bit his lip and silently agreed with her.

"You haven't been this hard for me in a long time, " she said, stroking his erection through the silky panties. Her hand was firm but not too rough. She knew exactly how he needed to be handled. She always had. He was leaking precum at an alarming rate, soaking the delicate panties with the evidence of his own excitement.

Slowly, she peeled them down his hips, but didn't pull them all the way off. She left them down around his thighs and continued her attentions. He felt something smooth that wasn't her finger touching the sensitive skin between his balls and his asshole. He realized it was the toy just as it began to vibrate softly, jolting waves of pleasure through his body as it massaged a spot he hadn't known was so sensitive.

"You like that?" Kelly asked. He moaned a yes and she hummed in approval.

"You be the girl this time, Erika," she said. "You always let me top anyways."

She pressed a wet fingertip to the pucker of his ass and he tensed up. "Don't" she said. "This is your first time, baby. If you don't relax, I can't make you feel good. You need to be a good girl and trust me."

He liked it when she called him a good girl. He'd never thought he would enjoy that, but it sent a heated pleasure through him. It was a thrill he'd never experienced before today. Again, he obeyed and took a few deep breaths, relaxing himself and letting her push her finger against his entrance.

"Good girl," she said. He flushed. She pushed harder and her finger pressed through and entered him. It was barely inside him but she continued to move and soon had the entire digit in. It felt strange. It wasn't as bad as he'd thought it would be, though. He actually liked it. It was intense and strange but not bad.

She began to move her finger in and out of him, stretching his entrance. The vibrator was still humming at his perineum, sending jolts of pleasure through him. Something was building in him like no orgasm he'd ever experienced before. This was deeper and bigger. The pleasure was so profound. Other orgasms had been waves on the beach, but this would be a tsunami when it finally broke.

She pressed another finger in, moving them in and out slowly. She was scissoring them now, opening him up in preparation for something bigger.

He felt so vulnerable like this, her fingers inside him, a skirt pushed up around his hips, and his wife's panties down around his thighs. He didn't hate it, though. He was enjoying it. Erik whimpered a little as Kelly slowly pulled her fingers out of his ass.

"Don't worry, baby," she said. "I've got something better for you."

She leaned down and spit on his asshole. He could feel the wetness of it. She pulled the vibrator away from his perineum and pressed its round head to his now moist entrance. It was larger and thicker than her fingers, and it was still vibrating softly. He moaned as she slowly pushed it inside him. It opened him up more than she had but her fingers had done good work preparing him for this.

It was like nothing he'd ever felt before. It was amazing. She moved it slowly at first, letting him get used to the feeling of being penetrated.

"You like that, baby?" she asked him again. And again he answered with a moan.

"You can be my little wife," she whispered in his ear, leaning over him so her front was touching his back. She was still fucking him with the toy, her hand moving faster now, picking up speed as she became more excited. "Is that what you want, Erika?"

"Yes!" He moaned. He was surprised by the fervor in his voice. He really did want it. He wanted her to dominate him completely and make him into a woman. "Please," he said. "Make me your little wife!"

She pressed herself into him, moving at a punishing rhythm, her breath hot on the back of his neck. One of her hands was holding the toy that was inside him, the other was in her panties.

"You're going to be my little slut!" she told him.

"Yes!"

"You're such a dirty girl!"

"Yes!!"

They were both close now, panting raggedly as their bodies focused on pleasure, not speech. He was surprised by how turned on Kelly seemed to be by all this. But he knew what she sounded like when she was close to cumming and she was almost there, too.

Erika was on the edge of...something. When he finally came it was the biggest orgasm he'd ever experienced. His vision actually went black for a moment as he reached a release that was more profound than he'd ever known. He came and came and heard Kelly cumming as well as she pulled the toy out and collapsed onto him, panting and struggling to catch her breath.

"Oh my god," she said. "Fuck. Baby, that was amazing."

He was panting as well. He felt like he wasn't thinking straight. That was incredible.


Chapter Six


Later, when they were both cleaned up, Kelly told Erik that he could get a job again if he felt up to it.

“I will if you want me to,” he said. Questioning Kelly didn’t lead to good places. Doing what she said...well, that had its rewards.

She smiled mischievously at him. “We don’t need the money,” she said, “so it’s up to you. But I need a new secretary at work.”

“A secretary?” He said.

“Yes,” she grinned. “She will need to start on Monday. My previous one had to leave because she’s been knocked up.”

“Oh,” said Erik.This wasn’t what he expected.

“Well,” said Kelly. She raised an eyebrow, waiting for his response.

Erik bit his lip and started to worry about what this all would mean before he remembered his new resolution.

“Erika will take the job,” he said.

“Perfect.” said Kelly. “I’ll see you at eight sharp on Monday. Oh, and Erika?”

“Yes?”

“I expect you to cater to my clients’ every need.”

“Oh.”

He blushed, but Kelly could see he was looking forward to it.


Sissy Secretary

Shared for HER Pleasure

Sissy Husband: Book 2

Based on True Fantasies

By Justine LeRoz


Chapter One


Erik couldn't help pausing when he crossed in front of the big mirror on the door to the walk-in closet in the bedroom. He was still getting used to seeing himself like this.

It almost didn't seem like he was the one looking back as he gazed into wide blue eyes set in a narrow, soft, pale face. Light hair fell in waves around his shoulders, softly curled and silky smooth. He was wearing a maid costume complete with a poofy black skirt and a frilly white apron. The skirt fell only to his mid-thigh and his legs were shaved smooth under it. He wore white stockings that came up almost to the skirt of the dress, leaving a teasing glimpse of pale thigh visible between the two expanses of fabric. If he didn't know better, Erik would have thought he was looking at an attractive young woman in the mirror.

It was amazing what a few months of training and a very strict wife could do for a man. Erik had become a sissy at his wife's demand and he loved every minute of it. It was everything he'd always been too afraid to ask for. He even wondered sometimes if he wanted to go on hormones and really feminize his body permanently. Kelly wouldn't mind, he was sure. She loved dressing him up.

She even wanted him to start a job as her secretary in a few weeks. He’d be dressed up as a woman full time and in public. He found himself looking forward to it.

He should have realized sooner that his wife, the CEO of a large trading company, enjoyed being in charge in the bedroom too. She had always been the dominant one in their marriage and when she had caught him trying on her panties one fateful afternoon, Erik's fate as her sissy husband had been sealed.

He'd been quick to try to explain himself, but Kelly would have none of it. She'd ordered Erik to keep the panties on and put on one of her dresses. The fucking that followed was the most intensely pleasurable thing Erik had ever experienced in his entire life. It had very likely changed the course of their entire marriage.

They hadn't been in a bad place before, per se, but their sex life had been a little dry. Now it was exactly the opposite. They were like newlyweds again. Erik loved letting Kelly dress him up and pamper him and punish him. Kelly loved using her dominant side and taking care of her little sissy.

Erik was waiting for Kelly to come home from work now. He was actually very eager to see her. He wiggled his hips slightly as he ceased admiring his reflection in the mirror and got back to work with the vacuum.

Kelly had been extra mean to him this morning. He had a fairly large plug in his pert little ass, pressing just enough to keep him ready but not stimulating him enough to let him get off on his own. He couldn't have done anything if he wanted to, Kelly had also locked him in a chastity cage before she left the house.

"You are mine," she reminded him, putting the little silver key into her purse. "You don't cum unless I let you. You need to remember that, Erika."

As always, the feminine name had made him shiver. Kelly really knew how to leave him wanting more.

That morning she’d made him kneel between her legs before she left for work.

He whimpered softly as the plug pressed on him and she stroked his cheek softly.

“You’ll have to wait for what you want like a good little sissy, Erika,” she said. She put a hand on the back of his head and pressed his face between her thighs, “Serve your mistress first.”

Obediently, he’d begun to eat her pussy. Kelly was waxed and silky smooth, her pussy wet and waiting. She never used to let him give her oral before he’d become a sissy. Erik knew now it was because she needed to be completely in control when he was between her thighs. He licked slowly down the folds of her pussy, taking each moan as encouragement.

Kelly gripped his hair tightly and pressed his face harder into her. “Come on, Erika,” she said. “More.”

He’d moved his attention to her clit, licking it and sucking at it lightly. She moaned in pleasure, her grip like iron. Erik could feel the plug pressing on him as he leaned forward into his wife and mistress. His cock was restrained, but he could feel the pleasure as he shifted his weight. Would she let him cum this morning or make him wait for her? He hoped for the former but knew that latter was more likely.

“Oh, fuck! Just like that! Yes!” Kelly moaned and pressed forwards into him again. He knew from experience that she wanted him to keep doing exactly what he was doing now and would punish him for changing his speed or pulling away.

“Fuck! Yes! Oh, Erika!” That would have been enough to make him cum if he wasn’t locked away.

Erik sucked at her clit, circled it with his tongue, then licked it again and again just the way he knew she liked. When Kelly came, she kept her grip on him tight, letting the sweet juices of her release squirt into his mouth.

He’d known better than to ask her to let him cum after that, but he certainly had hoped she wouldn’t make him wait.

Chapter Two


Erik started vacuuming again, the memory of that morning fading away but leaving him hyper-aware of the plug in his ass pressing against him as he moved. He'd been on edge all day. He was all dressed up but couldn't do anything about his arousal until Kelly came home. She enjoyed making him wait and he found that it was always worth his while to be a good little sissy for her.

Still, he perked up when he heard the front door. She was back.

Kelly found him as he was replacing the vacuum in the hall closet.

She was as beautiful as ever in a fitted ruby-red sheath dress and black stilettos. Her dark hair fell in a sharp bob to her chin. She was lovely, powerful, dominant. Erik fell back in love with her every time he saw her. She had an air about her that made everyone around her want to obey.

He noticed something different about her today. A tenseness that he didn’t often see in his wife. He studied her a little, wondering if something was wrong. When Kelly noticed how he was looking at her, she seemed to shake off the tense attitude.

"Have you been a good little sissy maid?" she asked, surveying the house as if searching for signs of any stray lint or an out of place rug.

"Yes, mistress," he said. "The house is clean. I've folded your laundry and put it away and dinner is warming in the oven."

She made an approving noise. "Very good," she said. "I suppose you can have a reward, then, Erika."

The name sent a shiver down Erik's spine. She allowed him no masculinity when she was in charge and in truth he didn't want it anymore. Everything was much easier when Kelly was the one in control.

"Go get yourself ready and lie down on the bed," she said. "I have a surprise for you tonight."

She held up the large shopping bag in her hand to show him. It was from a local shop that he knew sold a variety of adult items. Erik felt his core tense in anticipation at the thought. The last time Kelly had brought him a present, it had been a cock cage and a butt plug. He wondered what else she could possibly have brought home for them.

"Yes, mistress," he said.

Lying on the bed waiting for Kelly was agonizing. It had been bad enough when she wasn't home, but now that he could hear her in the other room, the anticipation was intense. He was on edge. He was so excited it was difficult to keep himself from squirming, though he knew that Kelly wouldn't approve of anything that looked like he was trying to get himself off. He lay still on the bed like she had taught him, his cock held in the cage and the butt plug pressing tauntingly on his sensitive insides and waited for his wife.

She did not disappoint.

Kelly emerged from the other room in a tight leather corset, black fishnet stockings, and thigh-high stiletto boots. She looked as radiant as a goddess as she smiled down at her prone little sissy husband. Every ounce of anxiety he’d seen in her before had been cast off.

"Are you ready for me?" she asked, stroking the eight-inch black strap-on she was wearing.

Erik was more than ready. He was eager. He could hardly wait for Kelly to fuck him.

"Stand up and lean over the bed for me," she commanded.

He did as he was told and felt her come up behind him. She rubbed her hands up and down his body, causing him to moan in appreciation and push himself back against her. The hardness of the strapon pushed into his back. Kelly chuckled fondly.

"Such an eager little sissy slut," she whispered into his ear. "Do you want me to let you out of your little cage to play, Erika?"

"Yes, please, mistress," he breathed. He was aching to be fucked.

"Good girl," She reached around him and unlocked the chastity cage in a single smooth gesture, pulling it away from his manhood and discarding it. Her hand massaged his flaccid cock and soon it was straining against her smooth skin. He'd been waiting hours and hours for her, after all.

"I hope you were thinking about me all day," she breathed into his ear, stroking his cock slowly. "I know I was thinking of fucking you."

He leaned into her touch. The plug in his ass was pressing tantalizingly against him and making it difficult to keep from cumming on the spot. But he knew from experience that doing so without permission from Kelly would result in punishment.

"I was thinking about you all day, Mistress," he said. "I could hardly wait to see you."

"What a good little sissy," she said. He felt her hands reach for his plump ass and play with the cheeks before she moved her hand between them to slowly remove the plug. The feeling was exquisite. He couldn't help but let out a soft moan.

"You're certainly ready for me," she said. She pressed a finger into his ass slowly and drew it out. "You're all wet and stretched out and ready for my cock, aren't you, Erika?"

"Yes, Mistress!"

She kissed the back of his neck. "Good." She pushed him down so his torso was flat on the bed and his ass was in the air.

He heard her squirt lube onto her hand and tensed as he felt her rub the cold gel onto his entrance.

He felt her line the tip of the strapon up with his entrance and slowly press herself inside him. It was amazing.

"Oh God!" he said. "Yes!"

She didn't take long to start fucking him in earnest. Kelly was rough, dominating, and demanding. It was exactly what Erik liked. He often lamented that it had taken so long for them to discover this dynamic was what their marriage needed.

"Fuck baby," she said, reaching a punishing rhythm with her strokes. "You feel so good. This is just what I needed." She pressed him down and put both hands on his hips so she could get a better angle with her thrusts. "You don't know the shit day I've had at work today." She kept up a steady rhythm as she spoke, anger permeating her voice and adding force to her actions as she went on. "There are some real assholes at my company lately and they all want my time." She sighed and then seemed to will herself to stop talking about work. "But I'm here with you now. It's all worth it to come home to you."

"Is there anything I can do?" Erik asked. Kelly rarely spoke about her work so whatever she was dealing with had to be pretty significant for her to complain now of all times.

She stroked his hair and seemed to check her emotions, slowing her forceful thrusts a bit and settling into a slower pace. "Don't you worry about it, baby," she said. "All I need from you is this. Just be my little sissy and let me come home and fuck the shit out of you when I need it. That's all you have to do. Just be a good little sissy."

She seemed to want to drop the topic so he just said, "Yes, mistress."

And that was enough. She didn't mention work again as she fucked him hard. He could feel himself getting ready to cum. He'd been on edge all day, after all. Suddenly she pulled out of him, stopping him from reaching his climax. He let a little whine escape him as the thick strap-on was pulled from his tight ass.

"Get off the bed," she said. "I'm going to lie down. I want you to ride me."

It wasn't something they'd tried before but Erik did as he was told. She got up on the bed and lay on her back, the strap on standing up invitingly between her shapely thighs. She took the bottle of lube from their bedside table and applied it again to the thick, black plastic length. "Ride me, baby," she said. "I want to watch you fuck yourself on this big cock. I want to see your face when you cum."

Erik did as he was told. He climbed up onto the bed and positioned himself over the head of the strap-on. It was more intense having it enter him from this angle and he gasped.

"Good girl," she said, watching him slide himself down her length. "Good girl, take that fucking cock like a good little slut. I want to see you ride me,"

He continued moving down until the strap on was fully inside him. It felt incredible. He rose up and slid himself back down again.

"Yes, baby!" said Kelly. "Fuck, yes. That's good. Fuck yourself just like that. You're so fucking sexy."

He started to pick up speed as he got the hang of moving in the new position. They'd had sex like this before, but always with Kelly riding him. It was new and exhilarating as always to be the one receiving. It turned him on more than he could have guessed. He watched Kelly's face as she watched him impale himself over and over again on her thick black cock.

Soon he was back on the edge of orgasm and he could see she was close as well.

"I-ah-I need to cum!" he said, raising himself up and down in a frenzy of desperation.

"Then ask permission," she said.

"Ah! Please! Please, Kelly! I want to cum!"

"Do it," she said.

And he came like the good little sissy he was. The hot cum shot out of his cock and covered both of them in his seed. Kelly reached her climax at the same time as him and moaned as her release washed through her, throwing her head back and closing her eyes in ecstasy. Erik had always thought she was never more beautiful than when she was cumming.


Chapter Three


“I have a surprise for you,” she said to him later, when they had both cleaned up a little. “It’s in the garment bag in the closet.”

He went to look and was surprised to find a little pink bodycon dress hung up in the bag, paired with shoes to match and a pair of white stockings.

“For me, mistress?” he asked.

She smiled at him like the cat who ate the canary. “I need my secretary in the office tomorrow, Erika.”

“Tomorrow?” Anxiety played in the pit of his stomach. He was looking forwards to the job but had thought he had a few more weeks to prepare for it. He had never been out in public as a woman before and even though he passed fairly well, firsts were always nerve-wracking for Erik.

She came to stand behind him, wrapping her arms around his slim frame. “Don’t worry, darling,” she said into his ear. “I’ll make sure you have fun. I have a client who I need help convincing to stay with the company. Come in and help me make it worth his while.”

He turned to look at her. “What do you mean?” he asked, though he was fairly certain he knew what she was talking about.

Kelly smiled at him. “Maybe just a show,” she said. “But it’s possible he might want more.”

He was surprised to find that the idea turned him on. Erik had never wanted to be with a man before, but the thought of doing it as a woman...well, that was tempting.

“You want to share me?” he asked. He felt Kelly’s hand between his legs, stroking his arousal.

“You seem like you like the idea,” she said, sounding pleased and a little amused. “My little sissy secretary.”

She brought him back to the bed and made him cum again, telling him how the man would use him the next day as she stroked his cock and played with his nipples and ass. By the time he’d finished, Erik knew he wanted what she’d described to him. He wanted to be shared, used, and showed off.


Chapter Four


They arrived at Kelly's office late in the afternoon the next day. It was strange to be going up to the offices when everyone else was leaving for the day. Erik had been to Kelly's company before to visit his wife or take her out for lunch, but he'd never been there as a woman and the difference was small but still somehow remarkable. He was treated differently when he was dressed up. People's eyes lingered on him and he didn't think it was because he looked odd or out of place. Nature had been kind to him, and Kelly was gifted with make-up so he passed as a woman fairly easily. It was reassuring to get so much attention as they entered the offices. He walked behind Kelly and noticed every time someone gave them a second glance or a look lingered for a little too long.

Kelly's current secretary, Lacey, was just leaving as they came back into the office. She was a pretty girl with short, dark hair and large brown eyes. She was also appeared to be well into the third trimester of pregnancy and was moving slowly, her center of gravity thrown off by her large stomach. She smiled when she saw them enter the office suite, but it was obviously superficial. She was afraid of being asked to stay late.

“Don’t mind us, Lacey,” said Kelly. “You get home and get your rest. Erika is going to take over for you when you go on leave so I’m showing her around the office.”

Lacey nodded, obviously grateful to be allowed to go. She picked up her coat and walked out of the office as fast as she could manage.

Kelly's office was on the very top floor of the building. It was the dream of every would-be CEO to have an office like this. The desk was large and made of oak. The couch was leather. The view was spectacular. The wall behind her desk was entirely made of glass and the whole of the city could be seen through it, painted in reds and golds in the sunset.

Erik had always known that Kelly was good at her job and very successful, but every time he saw her office it felt like he learned again what a powerful woman he had married. It felt good. She was strong enough to let him be the submissive one.

"He'll be here in a few minutes," Kelly told him. "His name is Aaron Weiss. He's a new client and he's considering leaving for another investment company unless we can change his mind." She gave Erik a knowing look. "Luckily," she continued, "I know what he likes, and I think we can help him to come around."

Erik nodded. This was so new. He reminded himself of his strategy so he wouldn't be overwhelmed: When you feel worried, relax and trust Kelly. She hadn't steered him wrong or gone too far yet.

"So," he said, "He-he knows about me?"

Kelly smiled. "I may have told him a thing or two about my new secretary. He knows you're my little sissy and he's curious about you. He might want to play a little bit."

Erik licked his lips nervously. "Kelly, I--"

She put a gentle hand on his cheek. "If it's too much," she said, "Or you want to stop at any time, just say 'red.' I won't let it go farther than you want, Erika. You're MY sissy. My little wife. I'm going to protect you if you need it."

Erik nodded slowly. He was nervous but he didn't want to back out. The twist in his stomach was more like anticipation. He'd never done this before but he was ready. Kelly would be here. He felt his core tighten at the thought.

"You'll be watching the whole time?" he asked. The idea turned him on for some reason. He wanted her to see him get fucked by her client. He wanted her to watch him take a cock in her fancy office.

"Of course," Kelly purred. She leaned in to whisper in his ear, "I want to see you getting fucked by a real man, Erika. I bet you're going to love it."

Her voice was turning him on. The nervous energy began to dissipate and be replaced by excitement. This was new, but not bad. Kelly was here. He was safe to try something he'd never done before.


Chapter Five


As if he'd been waiting for this very revelation, Mr. Weiss chose this moment to knock at Kelly's office door.

"Come in," Kelly said.

He did as he was bid.

Mr. Aaron Weiss was a tall man with sculpted features who could have just as easily been a model instead of a rich potential client. He was quite possibly the most handsome man Erik had ever seen. He had a large frame, big hands, and broad shoulders. His dark hair was neatly combed away from his face, his strong chin covered in a five o’clock shadow that highlighted his square jaw. His grey eyes took in the scene before him, traveling from Kelly's confident stance by the desk, to Erik's more demure posture.

"Good evening, Aaron," Kelly said. "Nice of you to come and see me after hours. This is Erika. She's going to be taking over as my secretary soon when Lacey goes on leave. She's been eager to meet you."

Mr. Weiss chuckled at this. "I was curious when you told me about your new secretary. She's certainly very pretty."

Erik blushed as Mr. Weiss looked him up and down. The taller man's eyes raked over every inch of Erik's body, taking in his slim form and the way the pink dress clung to his body. He exuded the same powerful kind of energy that Kelly had. He was a man who was at home being in command. Erik lowered his eyes as Mr. Weiss looked him up and down.

"You may greet Mr. Weiss, Erika," Kelly said.

Erik was relieved to have been given a command. In his anxiety, he was never sure what to do next. "It's nice to meet you, Sir," he said. His voice had always been high for a man. He'd been working on speaking in softer, more feminine tones since Kelly had made him become a sissy and he thought that he was getting quite good at it.

"Nice to meet you," said Mr. Weiss.

But Kelly wasn't satisfied. "Erika," she said. "I think Mr. Weiss wants more of a greeting than that. Get on your knees."

Erik obeyed his wife, sinking to his knees before the tall man and feeling the soft carpet on the office floor tickling his legs.

"Show him how happy we are to see him, Erika," said Kelly. Erik knew what she was going to command him to do next, but he still waited for her to say the words. "I want you to get his cock out, Erika. Make our guest hard and show him how happy you are he could make it."

Erik was only too happy to do as he was told. He opened the buckle on Mr. Weiss's pants. He did it slowly, partly in an effort to tease the man and partly because he was well aware that the belt probably cost more than he used to make in a year. He opened Mr. Weiss's pants and found a hard cock waiting for him. The man was even larger than he'd expected and he felt his core twitch in anticipation. He wanted to do so many things to that big fucking cock, and he wanted it to do a few to him as well. For now, Erik wrapped his small hand around the thick member and began to stroke it.

Mr. Weiss was already semi-hard, but as soon as Erik began to touch him, he rose to his full glory. He had a truly enormous cock. The tip was slightly red, and Erik could see a few angry veins running down its length. He'd gotten so used to strap-ons and dildos that it surprised him to see another man's cock now. It was strangely enticing.

He rubbed its impressive length, feeling its rigidity under his hands. He could feel Mr, Weiss's eyes on him as he did this. The man was hungrily taking in his every move. Erik could tell he was already enjoying himself. He gave steady, long strokes to the man's member and enjoyed feeling its hardness in his hand.

"Good, Erika," said Kelly. The praise made him feel warm inside. His wife was watching everything he did and he liked it. "Put him in your mouth. I want you to suck him off."

Erik had never sucked another man's cock before, but he was sure it couldn't be much different than having Kelly suck his. He leaned forward and licked the red tip of Mr. Weiss's cock. The man let out a soft groan and Erik took the tip in his mouth and sucked, running his tongue around the head. It tasted of salt and something else. He supposed this was what men tasted like. He liked it. He leaned forward and took more of the big cock into his mouth, sucking and using his tongue on the length of it. It wasn't as difficult as he had feared to learn this. He focused on doing what he'd liked when Kelly gave him a blowjob.

"Oh fuck," said Mr. Weiss, his hand tightening in Erik's blonde hair. "You're fucking good at this."

"It's Erika's first time," said Kelly.

Erik let their voices wash over him but kept bobbing his head on Mr. Weiss's cock while he did so. Kelly sounded proud of him and he liked that. He wondered if she was turned on watching him suck another man off.

"More, Erika," said Kelly. "You can take him deeper than that. Give Mr. Weiss as much as you can."

Erik did as he was told, relaxing his throat and taking as much of the man's cock as he could manage. He still couldn’t fit it all in his mouth, even when part of it was lodged in his throat. But he could take more than he'd thought he could. He started bobbing his head again, sucking and licking when he reached the tip of the cock.

Mr. Weiss put both hands on Erik's head and started moving him, thrusting his hips and taking control of the rhythm. He began to move faster, his fingers gripping in Erik's fine hair as he controlled the other man's body.

Erik let Mr. Weiss dictate the rhythm, relaxing his throat and taking the cock as it was thrust again and again into his mouth and throat. He wanted desperately to touch himself but he wasn't sure it was allowed. He was a little hard from being treated this way and from looking at Mr. Weiss's strong form. He also knew Kelly was enjoying seeing him like this and that turned him on as well. He wondered how long she'd wanted to watch him be used by another man.


Chapter Six


Finally, Mr. Weiss pulled out of Erik's mouth. His cock was rock hard and glistening wet with Erik's saliva.

"Kelly," said Mr. Weiss, "Can I fuck her?"

"Of course," said Kelly.

Erik felt his core tighten in excitement. Yes.

Kelly came and pulled him to his feet. She walked him to the fine wood desk and ordered him to lean over it, placing his hands on the smooth surface. Her hand trailed down his back, her touch soft through the fabric of his dress.

Mr. Weiss came up behind him and pulled up the skirt of his dress, his large, smooth hands trailing along the skin of Erik's thighs and ass.

"So fucking pretty," he heard the man say. Mr. Weiss pushed him so his torso was laying on the desk, his ass up in the air as if on display. It was a vulnerable position, and Erik found he was very turned on by it.

Mr. Weiss pulled down the lacy white panties Erik was wearing.

"Don't go too hard at first," said Kelly. "It's her first time with a real man."

Mr. Weiss caressed Erik's bare ass, making the smaller man want to squirm in anticipation. "I'll start slow," he promised.

Erik felt Mr. Weiss's big hand touching his face, a large finger pressing on his soft lips.

"Get it wet," Kelly instructed him.

Erik opened his mouth and sucked at the finger, coating it in his wet saliva and running his tongue up and down its length.

"Eager, aren't you?" said Mr. Weiss. Erik hummed a little around the man's digit.

The finger was extracted and soon Erik felt it pressing against his tight entrance. He remembered to relax himself as Mr. Weiss slowly inserted it. It felt amazing. Erik was used to Kelly's smaller fingers and the plastic toys she used on him, but this was different. Mr. Weiss's finger was bigger and thicker than Kelly's and it felt good.

He pressed it until it was all the way seated inside of Erik's tight body and then began to move it in and out, stretching him and making him ready for a cock.

"Oh," Erik couldn't help but let out a little moan.

"You like that, don’t you, Erika?" said Mr. Weiss. The feminine name in his deep, commanding voice was the hottest thing Erik had ever heard. He hadn't been sure he wanted this when Kelly had told him about it, but he was sure now. This was the most excitement he'd ever felt. He was eager to be fucked.

"She's a bit of a slut," said Kelly fondly. "She likes to be held down and fucked. Don't you, Erika?"

Erik moaned a little again in agreement.

Mr. Weiss slowly withdrew his finger. Erik barely had time to miss it when he felt something much larger pressing at his entrance.

He turned his head slightly and he could see Kelly, seated in a leather chair with her hand between her own legs. Was she touching herself? Her eyes were bright with passion as she watched her husband being touched by another man.

"You might need to fuck her hard, Aaron," said Kelly. "Look how much she wants it."

Erik spread his legs a little wider as if in agreement.

"Don't you, Erika?" said Kelly, her hand working at her clit. "Tell him how much you want his cock inside you."

"Yes!" said Erik. "Please, I--please fuck me, sir! I need your cock inside me!"

Mr. Weiss moaned and pressed his cock against Erik's entrance. It was still tight and at first, he met a small amount of resistance, but he didn't stop. He slowly pressed himself forward until his cock was fully seated inside the pretty little sissy.

Erik heard himself moan. He'd never felt this full. He loved the way Kelly fucked him, and the strap-ons and dildos she used. He still wanted her every day, but this was something different and delicious. The feeling of a real cock inside his tight entrance was something he'd never experienced before and he found he liked it.

"Little slut," said Kelly. Her voice had an edge to it. Erik could hear the breathiness that meant she was enjoying herself. He was sure her long fingers were working furiously at her own clit as she watched him now.

"Good girl," said Mr. Weiss. He began to pull his cock out, just as slowly. Erik heard himself let out a small whine as it was withdrawn and then pressed back into him more quickly.

"Tell me you like my cock, Erika," said Mr. Weiss.

"I fucking love your cock!" said Erik. His voice was high and feminine. He sounded like a woman being fucked. The thought turned him on. "Please fuck me harder, sir," he said.

Mr. Weiss complied, picking up his pace and beginning to fuck the little sissy in earnest. Erik was in heaven. The cool wood of the desk pressed against his torso, and his hair was in his face a little. He watched Kelly watching him as Mr. Weiss fucked him hard.

"You're such a good little sissy," said Kelly. "Taking his cock like that."

"Thank you, Mistress," Erik said, his voice breathy.

"She told me you were a little slut," Mr. Weiss breathed, his cock setting a punishing rhythm. "She didn't tell me how pretty you are when you get fucked, though," Erik moaned.

"Thank you, sir." He could feel his climax building inside him as Mr. Weiss pounded against him, pressing their bodies into the desk over and over again. He was going to cum harder than he ever had in his life, he was sure of it.

It was surprising, he wasn't even touching his cock, but Mr. Weiss's big cock kept hitting a spot inside him over and over again, flooding his body with pleasure that built a little more each time. He let himself give in to the sensations, hearing the sound of their flesh smacking together, and Mr. Weiss's hard breathing as they fucked. He listened to Kelly's high little breaths and moans as she watched them. He loved that she was enjoying this, too. He wanted to please her most of all.

"It feels so good!" Erik heard himself say. He was adrift in pleasure, only half aware of what he was doing as Mr. Weiss pounded into him again and again. "Fuck, it feels good!"

"You can touch yourself, Erika," said Kelly, her voice tight as her own orgasm approached.

Erik reached between his slim thighs and began to stroke himself, gasping at the sensation. He was so turned on and he knew it wouldn't be long.

"I--ah--I need to cum!" he said. "Please!" His voice was sweet and needy.

"You can cum when Mr. Weiss cums, Erika," said Kelly.

"Yes, Mistress!" Erik said. It was going to be hard to hold back.

"I'm going to cum in your tight little ass," Mr. Weiss breathed into his ear. Erik moaned in reply. He'd never wanted anything more in his life.

"Please cum inside me!" he gasped. "I want your cum!"

Mr. Weiss groaned and picked up his pace, this thrusts becoming a little erratic as he gripped Erik's hip tightly, his climax getting closer and closer.

"Fuck!" He tightened his hands on Erik's hips and the smaller man felt the hot rush of cum filling up his tight entrance. It didn't take long for Erik to cum as well, his seed splashing against the expensive wood of the desk. He heard Kelly finishing, a low, sexy moan escaping her as she came on her own hand, obviously satisfied by what she had just seen.

"Good girl," Mr. Weiss breathed into Erik's ears and the words made him shiver. He loved hearing those words.


Epilogue


Erik could hear Kelly speaking on the phone with Mr. Weiss after he left the office.

"I do hope you're going to stay with the company," she purred into the phone, "We service our clients better than anyone else." She paused to listen and then laughed at something he said.

Erik was lying on her big leather couch, feeling boneless and happy and used in the best way. Kelly was standing behind her big desk, speaking on her phone and looking out at her view. She kept turning to smile at Erik while she talked.

"Yes," she said. "Erika is very impressive. She'll be starting officially as my secretary soon. Mmmhmm. I'm sure she'd love to see you if you had to come in for a, ah, meeting. Yes. Very good. Talk later."

She ended the call. "You were very good today," she told Erik. "I'm pleased with you. Did you enjoy yourself?" Erik nodded.

"Yes, Mistress."

She smiled. "Good."

Erik closed his eyes. This was the best he’d felt in a very long time and it had helped him make up his mind about something he’d been pondering for ages.

“Kelly?” he said. He wasn’t hesitant to bring it up, but they’d only ever spoken about this topic in passing before. “I think I want to transition. To--to be a woman. Permanently. Go on hormones and change my name.”

She was smiling when he opened his eyes to look at her. “Of course,” she said. “I’ve been waiting for you to say you wanted that.”

Erik grinned. “I’ll really be your little wife then.”

“And I’ll be your mistress.”

They shared a kiss. It was sweet and beautiful and sexy as fuck.

FIN


Feminized for the Fratboys:

Shared at the Party

Magical MtF Transformation

By Justine LeRoz


Chapter One


I was in History class but I wasn't paying attention to the lecture at all. I was surreptitiously watching Jake Marner. He was my secret crush, tanned, muscular and tall with dark curly hair and brilliant green eyes. Jake was very sporty, I had seen him play waterpolo in the pool during our phys ed class, and he was often in the gym after classes. Sometimes I snuck peeks at his shirtless form while I ran on the treadmill. I saved those memories of his muscular bare chest in a special place in my mind. He had broad shoulders, and a strong jaw, with a polite, friendly smile. Usually, he was joking around. He was quite popular, especially with the girls.

On the other hand, I was the complete opposite. I was short, skinny and pale with brown hair which I wore a little long. Sometimes people even mistook me for a girl. I didn't mind. Jake never looked at me at all though. I knew he wasn't gay, but I couldn't help daydreaming about being alone with him anyway. Sometimes in my daydreams, I wasn't even a guy. I was actually a sexy college girl like the ones Jake liked to date. I had my same long legs and wavy hair, but my body was more feminine and I wore short skirts and tight tank tops to tease the boys. I'd had thoughts like this for as long as I could remember. I would imagine myself doing something I really wanted--auditioning for the school musical, talking to a cool girl in my literature class, sharing my artwork with someone--but when I daydreamed about these fictitious achievements I was always a girl.

It was really frustrating, but there was nothing I could do about it. I didn't have the courage to crossdress in public. I didn't have the money to buy women's clothes and makeup. Well, I did have a little extra money...from a part-time job at the college's bookstore....but I'd never known where to get started on something like that.

I watched Jake. He was clearly not paying attention to the lecture either. He was staring at Jennifer Abel, a pretty brunette who was too into her schoolwork to notice he was watching her. I felt so jealous, watching him watching her and knowing that if she wanted to, she could date the guy I was daydreaming about but I never could.

I couldn't picture myself dating another man if I was a guy too. I wasn't homophobic, I just knew that I'd want to be a girl if I was in a relationship . I over-analyzed my obsession with crossdressing for a while as the lecture buzzed on. I'd never told anyone about the way I felt. Not about being in love with Jake, not about the odd fantasies I had about being a girl. I wasn't sure why I felt this way. I had a lot of girl friends, some straight and some lesbian. I wasn't different or awkward with my friends.

When the lecture let out , I scanned around the room to see whether I could find Jake's eyes but he was gone. I walked to the Student Union to meet my friend Toni. Toni was a pretty girl with long red hair. We'd met a year before when I started at the University of Kansas; she was a transfer from Emerson College and we'd become friends instantly.

We headed to the Cafeteria for lunch. Toni was excited because Phi Theta Chi was having a party tonight. That was Jake's frat and I knew he'd be there, but I didn't want to go. There was no point. He wouldn't notice me, shy Jesse from his history class at the party. And even if he did, he wouldn't be interested in me as a guy.

Toni was determined to convince me to go with her, despite my protests. I knew I was thinking about him too much, imagining all the things I could talk to him about. Besides, if I saw him now, he'd only see me as Jesse and not the glamorous girl I wished I could be. I knew it was hopeless.

"Just help me find something to wear," Toni coaxed.  "I never know how to dress for these things and you're so good with fashion. I'm going to the thrift store this afternoon, help me pick out a dress or something."

The thrift store was my one weakness. I loved clothes, even though I couldn't wear most of the ones I really liked, and I loved helping Toni dress up. She was usually a jeans and a t-shirt kind of girl, but she looked stunning when she was all dressed up.

I agreed, feigning reluctance. Toni saw right through it. She knew I always had a great time at the thrift store.

The thrift store was crowded with students. I searched the racks with Toni, pulling out dresses and eyeing them. Toni was hesitant to try things on. She'd tried to convince me to drag her into the nearest empty dressing room, but I knew she'd be too worried that someone would see her. She was self-conscious about her figure. She hadn't escaped the freshman fifteen, but I was pretty sure it had all gone to her chest and her ass. Not that I'd ever say anything like that to her face.

"What about this one?" Toni asked, holding up a short red dress.

"Uh...I don't know about that," I replied.

"Why not?" She asked. "I like how it has a high neckline. No cleavage. And it accentuates my figure."

I was thinking about how it would look on me. The color would look pretty good with my dark hair and light skin. "It's just...I thought...you said you wanted more of a classy, elegant look. The back on this is entirely open."

She seemed to understand what I meant but didn't put the dress back. It was one of three she ended up deciding to purchase. Toni had a more is more philosophy about thrift shopping and a closet full of opportunistic purchases that she had only worn a handful of times.

As we were on our way to the checkout, a ring in the jewelry display caught my eye. It was a simple silver band engraved with shiny lines of opalescent material. The price told me that the ring was not really made of precious metals, but I liked the look of it so much that I didn't care.

"WISH RING!" The package declared. "This ring will grant your deepest wish if you put it on! Real magic! Try it and see!"

Toni noticed where I was looking and laughed. "You should buy it!" she said. "It says real magic. That's a steal for two dollars."

I laughed too. It was stupid, but something about the ring had caught my attention. I knew it was silly and cheap but I also knew I wouldn't be able to stop thinking about it if I didn't buy it.

"I bet it works," I said, plucking the ring off its display. "If your wish is to have your finger turn green."

But inside, I was thinking about what I would do if the magic was real. I would wish to be a girl, of course. I'd do my hair, put on a cute outfit, and experiment with makeup. I would talk to Jake Marner and see what happened. If I was prettier or more stylish or more confident, maybe he'd notice me.


Chapter Two


When we got back to Toni's off-campus apartment, I helped her decide on a dress for the party. The ring was in my right jeans pocket and I could feel it there as if it were emanating heat. I was aware of its presence the whole time I was advising Toni on which dress to choose and helping her pick her shoes and jewelry.

"Come out with me!" Toni asked me. She never gave up on attempting to get me to socialize more, but it wasn't something I wanted. I never felt confident like she did.

I shook my head. "You know that's not my thing," I said.

She sighed. "I know. But I keep hoping I can change your mind. You'll have fun."

I just shook my head and she sighed. "Okay," she said. "But if you change your mind, come and find me!"

"Sure!" I said. I bit my lip. "Do you mind if I hang out here for a bit?"

She raised an eyebrow. "Your roommate?"

I nodded. My roommate was a dick. I hated going back to my dorm room when I didn't have to. Toni was smart to room off-campus, but I didn't have the money to afford that and her parents wouldn't help pay for her place if they knew she was rooming with a guy.

She pulled me into a one-armed hug. "Stay here as long as you want," she said. "But I'm helping you talk to your RA later. You should be able to go into your room."

"Sure," I said.

I watched her go and then sank down onto the couch, wondering what life would be like if I wasn't too shy to interact with other people.

As I leaned back into the cushions, half hoping they would swallow me up, I became aware again of the ring in my pocket.

I took it out and glanced at it again.

WISH RING. If only that were true. The expectation was written all over the package.

I looked away from it and out the window to the small courtyard in the middle of the complex. Butterflies fluttered around the bushes. I wished such a silly thing with the ring, something I really wanted. I took it carefully out of its package, and slid it onto my ring finger. I hadn't expected it to fit, but it did. Perfectly.

In the next instant, as I stared down at the shiny silver band, I knew it was working. I could feel my body changing. My legs grew shorter, and my feet grew smaller. My hips and thighs became less muscular, gaining a little fat to make them plump and thick. My hips grew wider, and my waist cinched in, knocking the breath out of me a little. My entire body was becoming smaller and leaner, but with more fat in certain areas like my hips and thighs. I felt my chest growing. It was slightly painful to watch as two round, perky breasts developed on my chest before my eyes. I felt my shoulders narrow and my neck lengthen and slim slightly. When the changes seemed to be done, I rose unsteadily to my feet. Was this real?

I stumbled through the apartment to the bedroom where Toni had a full-length mirror by her closet. I didn't recognize the girl staring back at me.

It was my face, but not my face. The eyes looking at me, framed by long, dark lashes, were certainly mine. The basic structure of the face was similar to mine, but more delicate and pretty than my face had been when I was a boy. I looked at my changed body. It was like mine but not mine. This was the body I had always wanted. Small but rounded and feminine. Compact. Toned and curvy. I ran my hands over my chest. I pinched my nipples, which didn't hurt but felt pleasant. I felt my body, rediscovering it. I finally felt comfortable in my own skin. I was sure that, somehow, this was real. I had wished for it and now it was happening.

I was a girl.

I expected to be scared. To panic and rip off the ring. But I felt calm. I was completely and utterly at peace for the first time in my entire life. This felt so right. It was like the outside of me finally looked the way the inside of me felt. It was perfect.

I sank onto the bed and tried to figure out what I wanted to do. I never wanted to change back. This felt too right for me to try living as a man again.

I looked at the ring and then back at my new body. Maybe I could try going out. Toni said that she'd love to see me at the party after all.

This was surreal. What would I tell people? Would I have to pretend to be my own twin or something? I looked at myself in the mirror again. My old clothes hardly fit me now. I hadn't been big as a guy, but as a girl, I was much smaller. My shirt was baggy over my full chest and my pants were stretched tight over my wide hips. If I was going out, it wouldn't be in this outfit. Maybe I could borrow something from Toni. She had half the thrift store in her closet, after all. I was sure she wouldn't mind.

My mind went back to the red dress that she had purchased but ended up not wearing. There was something sexy about the low, open back of the dress. I could picture myself in it. It was sexy and sultry.

I pulled on the dress. It fit me like a glove. I had to wear it without a bra, which I wasn't comfortable with, but it made my breasts look bigger, which was nice. I didn't have any underwear that would look good with the dress. My old boxers were not an option, but I wasn't going to borrow any from Toni. We were good friends but not that close. Once I decided that I would have to go without, a little thrill ran through me. It was half excitement, half arousal. I was going to be so exposed. It felt so naughty but in a good way. I hadn't known I could feel like this.

I was...fully in a female body. I had breasts, curves, hips and...a pussy. I hadn't touched it too much yet, but I was excited about it. I was a real girl. For the first time in maybe my whole life, I felt completely alive. I was ready to go out and try things I'd never done before. Things I'd never even wanted to do as a man because it felt like too much work. Nothing was too much now. A weight had been lifted off of me.

I found a pair of heels in the closet that looked like they would be a decent fit. I walked carefully across the room and back in them, making sure I wouldn't trip and make a fool of myself. It wasn't too hard to learn.

I stared at myself in the mirror again. An hour ago I thought there was no force on earth that could convince me to go to that frat party, but now I was actually excited. I was feeling like I could do just about anything.

I pondered about putting on makeup but decided against it. I had no experience with that kind of thing and I didn't want to waste time learning about it now. Besides, I didn't think it was hygienic to share Toni's makeup. A little thrill ran through me as I thought that I had all the time in the world to figure this out later if I wanted to.

I borrowed a small black clutch of Toni's and transferred the contents of my wallet into it. I smiled when I moved my campus ID from one to the other. That Jesse was gone now.


Chapter Three


The party was louder than I had expected. Phi Theta Chi was known for their parties, and everyone was dancing and drinking and having a good time. People stared at me as I walked in. They whispered to their friends when I walked by. I had never received this kind of attention before just for walking into a place, but it felt good. I could feel guys looking me over. They wanted me. There was a heat building between my legs. I wanted to get together with someone. Soon. I was aching to be touched. I wanted to see what this new body could do. I wanted to see how much pleasure the female body could experience.

But I wanted to do it with Jake. I knew other guys were looking at me, but I wasn't going to settle for any of them.

I found Jake near the keg. He was laughing with a group of guys. He caught my eye as I approached him. I knew he didn't recognize me. He'd never looked twice at me when I was a guy. But now, I could see the desire burning in his eyes as he looked me up and down. I looked damn good in the red dress. It showed off my legs and hugged my new body's curves in a very appealing way. My thick hips had a little slink to them that made them look more shapely than they had back when I was a guy. I felt my nipples harden against the fabric of the dress. I could feel my amazing body was drawing his attention the way it had attracted mine. Good. I wanted him to feel the same way about me that I felt about him.

I walked up to him and said, "Hey."

His eyes sped up to my face. "Hey," he said. He was staring into my eyes as if he'd never seen anything more beautiful before. "Wow," he said. "You look amazing. I'm Jake."

"Thanks," I said. "My name's Jessie."

He studied my face, frowning a little as if he were thinking hard. "Do I know you?" he asked. "You look kind of familiar, but I don't think I've seen you around before. I'd remember a girl like you."

He would have. If I'd ever been a girl before tonight. I giggled. It was so light and feminine. I loved the sound of it. "You must have seen me around," I said. "We might have a class or two together."

He searched my face and then his eyes narrowed. "No," he said. "I mean, I'm sure if I had a class with you, I would remember it."

I shrugged and then said, "I'm new here. I just transferred in a few days ago. I guess I've seen you but you haven't seen me."

He still seemed confused, but apparently, he decided to move on from it. "So," he said. "Is this your first party since you transferred here?"

I nodded. "This is my first college party ever," I admitted. "I usually don't go to things like this."

He laughed. "Well, they're all really boring," he said. "You want to get out of here?"

I could see in his eyes what he meant. He wanted me. I hadn't expected it to go this fast.

"I," I stammered. "Um,"

He put a hand on my shoulder to reassure me. "Don't worry baby," he said. "We don't have to if you're not into that."

I was into that. I was so into that. "No," I said. "That's not it. I, ah, I'm just nervous. But I do want to get out of here with you."

We were about to go when two other guys approached Jake. One was a tall dark-skinned guy with chiseled features and a chinstrap beard. The other was slightly shorter but still athletic-looking. He had short, blonde hair and a face like a model.

"Yo!" said the dark-skinned guy. "You're not leaving so soon, are you Jake?"

Jake put an arm around my waist. He obviously noticed how I tensed up when these two butted in on us. "Don't do this, Tyler," he said, his tone light. "You can see I'm about to head out with a pretty girl. Don't ruin it."

Tyler and the other guy laughed. "We said we were gonna stick together tonight, though," said the blonde. He put a strange weight on the words that made me curious. It didn't sound like he was just talking about them hanging out at a party. "Maybe your friend wants a little more company."

The two other guys were looking me up and down now and my core clenched as I realized what they were implying.

"What do you think, Jessie?" Jake asked me. "Tyler, James and I usually stick together. Would you like us to stick together now? We'll show you a real good time, I promise. Three guys are better than one." He winked at me.

My heart was pounding in my chest. I'd never slept with anyone before in my life. I was a total virgin. I thought that Jake would be my first time and I'd always imagined it as just the two of us. Did I really want my first time, especially my first time as a girl, to be with three guys not one?

I looked them over carefully. They were all handsome. They were all hot. I could feel my pussy getting wet just from looking at them. I tried to imagine what it would be like if I left with all three of them. So many hands on my body, touching me, pleasuring me. So many guys to give me everything I wanted.

I clenched my thighs together, feeling the want pulsing in my core. This wasn't what I'd planned on when I came to the party tonight, but it was what I wanted now. After all, I'd been a boy when I woke up this morning and I'd never thought my life could be as good as it was now. I'd taken a chance putting on that silly ring and it had given me the body of my dreams. I took a chance coming out to the party and now I had Jake's attention in a way I'd never managed before. So now that three guys all wanted me--well, was I going to start saying no all of a sudden? I wanted all three of them. If I was going to have a first, then this was it.

I nodded at Jake. "I think you're right, Jake," I said. "I'll have more fun with all three of you."

The guys all gave each other knowing looks. I wasn't sure what I was getting myself in for, but I was excited to experience it.


Chapter Four


Jake and the guys led me to a bedroom on one of the upper floors of the house. I had to keep reminding myself this was really happening. I felt like I was in a dream. I was a girl and I was about to have sex with Jake Marner and his two best friends. Three hot guys. I couldn't believe I was actually about to do this.

Jake shut the door behind us and the other guys and me were all together. The room was dark, but there was a sliver of light from the streetlights outside that came in through the window. I could just make out the guys' silhouettes. I could about make out my own. The guys were all standing at attention. I could feel my own heart racing in my chest.

"I need to tell you something," I said, my voice breathy as I ran my hands across Jake's toned body. "You might not want to hear it."

"Oh yeah?" he said. He didn't sound worried.

"I, um, I've never done something like this before," I said.

He pressed his lips onto my neck in a soft kiss. "Don't worry baby," he said. "We'll make you feel real good. I promise," His breath was warm on my skin and I wanted more of him.

"I--I'm a virgin," I admitted.

He chuckled softly. "Don't worry," he said again. "We'll take good care of you, baby."

He pushed me backward until I felt the bed behind me and I fell softly onto it. Jake kneeled down between my legs.

"We'll make you feel real good," he promised again, his voice a husky whisper that sent shivers straight to my core. "You're going to fucking love taking our cocks."

"Yes," I breathed. My heart was beating so fast, and my blood was singing inside me. I was so ready.

Jake pushed the already short skirt of my red dress up, revealing my thighs and then my sex. He pushed the skirt up over my hips, leaving me bare before him.

"She's so wet," he said. I blushed as he announced it so casually to the other guys. "Scoot up on the bed," he ordered me.

I pulled myself fully onto the bed so that I was sitting in the center of the mattress. Jake pushed me back so I was lying down.

Tyler and James were on either side of the head of the bed and Jake was down between my thighs again, rubbing at my clit with his thumb. I moaned and arched my back as an explosion of pleasure sparked through me from his touch.

"OH!" I said. I'd touched myself when I was a guy and even masturbated but it had never felt as intense as just one touch did now that I was a woman.

Jake chuckled. "You like that?" He asked. He leaned down and gently lapped at my clit with his tongue. I cried out in pleasure. I had never felt anything like this.

Tyler and James were unhooking the back of my red dress, peeling it down my body so the fabric was bunched up around my waist. Jake wasted no time in pulling it down my legs and discarding it on the floor. I was nude except for my red heels. I was too enamored with how good I felt to be self-conscious now. Tyler and James began fondling my breasts, squeezing them and pinching my nipples. James put my nipple into his mouth and began to suck gently at it. I moaned in pleasure.

When Jake put his mouth back on my pussy and began to eat me out, I thought I would die. I was in ecstasy. I'd never imagined anything could feel this good. His stubble was rough against my skin, but his mouth was hot, his tongue lapping and sucking at my clit and making me go crazy from all the sensations rocketing through me.

When I came it was the hardest I'd ever orgasmed in my life. It lasted longer than I knew it could, my vision going white around the edges as I lost myself to the pleasure shooting through every part of me.

Jake chuckled. "Oh, Baby," he said, his voice hazy. "If you like that, wait until I get inside that tight little pussy of yours."

"Oh," I moaned. I was barely coherent. All I knew was that I wanted more. "Yes," I said. "Please."

"Do you want us to fuck you?" asked Tyler, his hand drifting to the sizeable bulge in his jeans.

I could only nod.

Tyler, James, and Jake were big guys. They were all athletic and built like football players. But I was still surprised at the size of their cocks.

"Come to the edge of the bed and get up on your hands and knees," James instructed.

I did as he asked and he pressed the tip of his uncut cock to my lips. "Have you ever sucked anyone off before?" He asked.

"No," I murmured.

He fisted a hand in my hair and I opened my mouth automatically as if he'd discovered some unknown reflex in me. "You'll learn," he said. "Relax your throat and try to use your tongue, not your teeth."

He pressed the tip of his cock into my mouth and I swirled my tongue around its bulbous head. It tasted salty. I sucked at it, taking more into my mouth. James used my hair to leverage more of himself into my mouth and I obediently relaxed my throat like he'd told me to. I wasn't sure I could take all of him, but I was surprised at how much of his thick cock he managed to fit into my mouth. He pumped himself lazily in and out of my mouth a few times, setting a steady rhythm.

This all felt so natural to me. This was what I had always wanted. To be used and feel wanted. I hadn't been confident enough as a guy to go after it, but now, as a girl with a new life, I was finally getting everything I'd been dreaming of. I loved sucking cock.

Just as I was getting used to pleasuring James, I felt someone behind me, pressing into my tight pussy.

"It's just my finger for now," said Jake. I pressed back into him eagerly. It felt so good. I could feel my pussy was dripping wet, eager for him to fill it.

"Damn," said Tyler. "She really wants it."

All I could do was moan around James's cock. I did want it.

"Just relax, baby," said Jake. "I'm putting my cock in."

At first, when I felt how much bigger his cock was than his finger I was afraid, but James never let up with his steady rhythm pumping away into my mouth and the repetitive motion grounded me a little. He paused as Jake aligned himself with my virgin entrance and I closed my eyes as I felt his thick cock press inside me.

The pain was fleeting, but the pleasure that came after was transcendent.

"Oh, fuck, she's tight," said Jake. I felt his strong hands grip at my waist. "Baby, you feel fucking amazing," he said. He thrust in and out of me slowly and I moaned around James's cock. It felt incredible.

I'd thought I only wanted to get with one guy tonight, but being between two sexy, muscular guys was a dream come true. James's thrusts pushed me back onto Jake's cock and vice versa and I was riding a wave of incredible pleasure.


Chapter Five


I was just relaxing into being fucked by two guys at once when I felt a slick finger press at the tight bud of my asshole. My surprised exclamation was drowned out by James's cock, but I heard Tyler chuckle.

"Don't worry, baby," he said. "You're going to fucking love this."

I heard him and Jake change up their positions slightly so Tyler could get better access to me. I was scared but I didn't want to tense up in case that made it hurt. At the same time, something in me knew that I wouldn't feel complete until I had Tyler's cock in me too. I needed every hole filled with a thick, hard cock. I wanted to get fucked like that.

"This is just my thumb," said Tyler. He pressed the digit against my ass and I felt the tight pucker reluctantly give way for him. It felt so wrong to have something pushing that way, right into my asshole. I'd played with my ass a little when I was a guy, but it felt so much better when someone else was doing it. "You like that, baby?' he asked, pumping his thumb in and out in rhythm with the other two guys. "You're really tight."

All I could do was moan. It felt so good. I still wanted more. I didn't have to wait for long before his cock was pressed against my puckered hole. The other two slowed their rhythm again and Tyler pressed his huge cock into my ass slowly. The tip pressed all the way through and I gasped but he didn't stop until he was fully sheathed in my tight little hole.

"Fuck, baby," he said. "I'm not going to last long like this,"

They all began to speed up again, pumping in and out of me faster and faster until they found a good rhythm. I was lost in the ecstasy of what I was experiencing. Two had been good but three was fucking amazing. It wasn't long before I felt another orgasm rising up within me and I cried out around James's cock as I came, longer and harder than the first time, my pussy and ass clenching around the cocks inside me.

I must have pushed the guys over the edge because it wasn't long before James came in my mouth. I gulped down the salty emission, swallowing every last drop before he finally pulled out of me.

"Fuck! I'm coming!" Said Tyler. He pulled out and I felt the warm gush of his cum being released all over my bare ass.

Finally, it was just Jake, pumping in and out of me hard, his hands gripping my hips tightly.

"You feel so fucking good!" he said. "Oh, fuck, I'm about to cum inside you!"

I was exuberant at the thought, even though I wasn't sure if my new body could get pregnant or not. I didn't really care right now. I just wanted him.

"Fuck!" I said. "Please, Jake! I want your cum in my tight little pussy! Cum inside me!"

He sped up to a punishing pace, pressing my torso into the bed as he savagely used my tight little body, and soon he did what I asked him as I cried out, coming for a third time on his cock. I felt my pussy clenching around him like a vice as he released spurt after spurt of hot cum inside me.

"Goddamn," he said, pulling out. "You're so fucking hot, baby,"

I slumped bonelessly onto the bed. I felt amazing, but I was so tired I wasn't sure I could move.

"What did you say your name was?" Jake asked me, tucking himself back into his jeans.

"I'm Jessie," I said.

He smiled at me. "You're fucking amazing, Jessie," he said.

I closed my eyes as the guys left me on the bed. I was exhausted but I felt amazing. I was going to fucking love being a girl.
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