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Sissy Husband



I took a deep breath, trying to steady the chaos in my chest. My heart thudded hard, each beat echoing like a hammer strike beneath my ribs. In the mirror, my reflection stared back—rosy cheeks flushed with nervous energy, curly hair carefully arranged, a little too soft, a little too perfect. I adjusted the silky pink halter top that clung to my chest, its delicate fabric cool against my freshly shaved skin. The soft shimmer of the fabric caught the bathroom light, accentuating the subtle curves I had done my best to fake. I bit my lip, half-admiring, half-anxious, as I took in the smoothness of my arms and legs. I had spent over an hour in the shower, shaving every inch of myself, determined to feel silky and feminine for tonight.

There was no denying it now. I looked more girly than Sasha. Hell, I was practically unrecognizable. Whatever masculine features I used to see in the mirror were gone, hidden beneath layers of makeup, smooth skin, and lingerie that hugged my frame with teasing precision. Greg—the quiet, compliant husband—had vanished. In his place stood something else. Something softer. Something sluttier. I wasn’t Sasha’s husband anymore, not really. I was her little toy now. Her obedient, feminized plaything. Her submissive pet for when her bull, Jace, needed a laugh—or a warm hole to mock.

“This is what you asked for,” I whispered, watching my painted lips move as I spoke. The words sounded strange, too intimate, like a confession meant for no one but me. I had kept my secret for about a month, hiding my growing fixation behind closed doors and stolen moments. But deep down, I knew I had wanted this all along. I hadn’t exactly been subtle about it. There had been a part of me—curious, aching—that had practically begged to be caught. Why else would I have been so careless, so obvious, when Sasha came home early that afternoon and found me standing in front of her closet mirror in her panties and heels?

I puckered my lips and reached for the lipstick she had picked out for me. The tube clicked open, and I applied the deep pink shade with slow precision, just as Sasha had shown me the night before. I could still hear her voice in my head, teasing and commanding. “Let me see,” she had said, tugging me toward her by the cheeks and tilting my face left and right. She studied me with sharp eyes and a wicked grin, making me pucker like a nervous prom date. “Oh, Jace is going to love that color,” she had said with a laugh that made my knees weak.

That had been the dress rehearsal. Tonight was the real thing.

The arrangements had been made. Jace was on his way. Soon, he would walk through the door and see what Sasha’s pathetic little husband had become. Or maybe what I had always been, deep down.

My chest rose and fell with shallow, anxious breaths. I teased my hair one last time, fingers trembling slightly. The teasing curls bounced as I fluffed them, trying to give them just enough volume to match the rest of the look. Then I heard it—the chime of the doorbell. That sound made my entire body jolt. It was as if everything inside me clenched at once, a cocktail of dread and arousal flooding through my veins.

I had seen Jace before. Many times. Usually while he was buried deep in my wife, her legs thrown over his broad shoulders as she moaned loud enough to make my face burn. I had watched from the corner of the room, my cock trapped uselessly in its cage, throbbing with helpless frustration. But tonight was different. This wasn’t just watching. This was participating. This was showing off.

“Greg? I mean, Bella—come down here,” Sasha called, her voice rich with anticipation.

Time slowed as adrenaline surged. My body moved, but everything felt suspended, like I was walking through a dream I couldn’t wake from. As I made my way toward the stairs, my mind reeled, replaying the chain of events that had led to this moment.

Just three days earlier, I had been in Sasha’s closet again. Sneaking. Fingering the lace of her bras and the satin of her nightgowns. It had become a ritual. My little private indulgence had only started a week before that. But the rush I got from it was instant—and addictive.

I had been Sasha’s loyal cuckold for the three years we’d been married. Faithful, obedient, and always eager to please. Our marriage didn’t begin with her bringing over alphas to fuck her while I watched. That came later. Maybe eight months in, when she realized how much I squirmed at the idea—and how much I loved it too.

She hadn’t married me for my masculinity. We both knew that. I had hazel eyes, soft features, and shoulder-length auburn hair that curled at the ends no matter how I styled it. My frame was lean and delicate, with barely enough muscle to hold a firm posture. Even when I wore jeans and a T-shirt, I didn’t exactly scream masculine. If anything, I looked like a shy art student more than a grown man. Strap me into a pair of snug denim shorts and a halter top, and I could easily pass for a flat-chested twenty-year-old girl browsing makeup tutorials in a dorm room.

No, I was simply a twenty-five-year-old man who was submissive, quiet, and honestly pretty useless in the bedroom. That description might have crushed another guy’s ego, but I never felt bothered by it. If anything, it fit perfectly with the part of me I had spent years hiding. Long before I met Sasha, I carried around a secret fetish. A dirty one, too. I would get turned on by the idea of watching real men with real confidence take a woman I admired right in front of me.

Back in college, that feeling showed up any time I saw the football players walk off with the same girls I had spent half the semester daydreaming about. I would sit there in the cafeteria with my untouched sandwich, pretending I was studying, while those guys laughed and draped their arms over the girls I never had the guts to talk to. I would watch the girls giggle, flip their hair, and hang on every word those guys said. And I would sit there imagining what kind of rough, hard pounding those players were giving them later in the dorms. I did not picture myself replacing them. I pictured myself watching.

Then I met Sasha, and for a while the fetish slipped into the background. I married her, loved her, and felt lucky to be anything in her life at all. I honestly thought the whole thing might fade away. But I had a sloppy habit of watching porn when she wasn’t around, and I got careless. She caught on.

She tossed a little anger my way when she figured it out. Not screaming, not crying, just irritated and confused, like she did not know whether to laugh or slap me. A few days passed, and then something changed. I started noticing her thinking about it more than she admitted. She got quiet about it, curious even.

“It might be fun… I don’t know,” she said one afternoon while she stood in front of the mirror, teasing her hair and biting at her bottom lip. She tried to sound unsure, but the excitement was already sitting in her eyes. It was obvious she already had someone specific in mind.

Before I really processed it, I was meeting Jace, a personal trainer from her gym. Just the thought of him watching Sasha’s ass while she did squats, and maybe flirting with her without caring about the wedding ring on her finger, made me harder than I had ever been in my life. I never understood why it hit me that way. I just accepted that it did. Something about a real man looking at my wife like she was his property felt like gasoline poured over a flame.

And when Jace came over that evening, I learned how much stronger that feeling became when a man like him actually fucked her.

Sasha was nervous, but her nerves turned into shock once we saw what Jace was packing. His dick was huge, thick, and heavy in her hand, and she froze for a second like she could not believe it. The moment she wrapped her fingers around him and felt it pulse in her grip, I knew I would never be able to compete again. Jace was already almost cartoon-level attractive. Blonde hair, clear blue eyes, carved muscle, and a confident posture that filled up a room without him even trying. Sasha and I assumed there had to be one flaw. There had to be something lacking under all that physical perfection. There was not. He was hung in a way that made everything else we had ever seen seem like a joke.

And he did not hold back, which fit Sasha perfectly. She did not want him to. My entire body went tense as I watched him slide into her and pound her with everything he had. I felt horny, angry, and absolutely powerless all at once. The moment he made her orgasm while she rode him, I completely fell apart inside. I had never made Sasha come during sex. Not once. The only times she had climaxed during our lovemaking were when she added a toy to help her finish, which always made me feel like I was a guest star in my own marriage. Watching Jace make her cum without a single bit of help was like seeing proof that nature had picked its favorites.

From that moment on, Sasha was hooked. And so was I.

But after eight months of watching Sasha with other men, something in me started to shift. The arousal was still there, but so was something else. A growing itch. A deeper, more complicated need I couldn’t quite put into words at the time. I felt myself falling further into that submissive mindset. I wasn’t just a cuckold anymore. I was beginning to feel humiliated by it. Stripped down. Smaller.

I had become a third wheel on dates with Sasha and Jace—on the rare occasion I was even invited. They looked good together. Too good. He was tall and confident, always putting his hand on the small of her back or whispering something that made her laugh. They made sense in a way that I never had with her, even though I knew she still loved me. I believed that, and I think she did too. But Jace was the fun. He was the thrill. And eventually, he wasn’t the only one. Sasha started exploring more. She brought other men into her life. Into our life. She couldn’t seem to get enough of the attention, the domination, the freedom. And honestly? Neither could I.

But something was building inside me. A pressure. A kind of quiet desperation. I had no outlet for my own masculinity, no release for any part of myself that used to feel like a man. It started to wear on me. I felt invisible. Castrated, almost. My cock hadn’t been touched in weeks. Sometimes months. I stopped even thinking of it as part of my sex life. All I had left was the pleasure I got from watching muscular, well-endowed men take my wife right in front of me. And the strange part? That pleasure never faded. It just started to evolve.

I didn’t feel like her husband anymore. I felt like her best girlfriend. The kind she’d call to tell about her hookups. The kind who got to help her pick out outfits for dates. Only, I wasn’t helping her pick—I was imagining myself in her clothes. And one afternoon, when I stumbled across a website showing cuckold husbands dressed in women’s lingerie, something clicked. The images weren’t even high quality, but the effect was instant. There were men in panties, lace bras, short skirts, even full makeup and jewelry. They looked ridiculous. But they also looked free. And I wanted that.

That night, I couldn’t stop thinking about it. The next morning, I waited until I was sure Sasha had left for her friend’s house, then slipped into the bedroom and opened her lingerie drawer. My heart was pounding. My hands were shaking. I picked a pair of her pink silk panties—ones I had seen her wear on a few special nights—and stripped out of my own clothes. Sliding the panties up my legs was like flipping a switch. The fabric was smooth and cool, clinging to my skin in all the right places, hugging my cock and balls in a way that made me gasp.

“Wow,” I whispered, staring at my reflection. “You’re so pathetic.”

But I didn’t say it with disgust. I said it with heat. I puckered my lips and gave a shy little curtsey to the mirror, then turned to check out the way the thong hugged my ass. For the first time in my life, my perky little butt made sense. It actually looked good—tight and framed by the thin band of fabric. I kept going, pulling on one of her bras, stuffing it with a little fabric to fill the cups. Then came a skirt. Then a necklace. I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to.

This was supposed to be a private moment. Sasha was supposed to be gone for hours. I thought I had time to figure out whether this was a one-time curiosity or something deeper. But it didn’t take long to realize I was already hooked. The moment I saw myself in the mirror—panties stretched tight around my hips, makeup smeared on clumsily, a cheap necklace hanging against my chest—I felt more beautiful than I ever had. More natural. More… right.

There was a moment, a short one, where my thoughts spiraled. Was I supposed to be a girl this whole time? Had I missed something fundamental about myself for years? I didn’t have any answers. But what I did have was a cock that ached for release, twitching against the silk fabric, begging for attention.

I started to walk around the room in slow little circles, letting my hips sway. I raised one hand like I was flirting, like I was talking to a guy—maybe even someone like Jace. Someone taller, stronger, harder. Someone who might grab me by the waist and pull me close. I smiled at nothing, lost in the scene playing out in my head.

“Oh, you want some of this?” I asked the mirror, pitching my voice high and breathy like a girl trying to sound flirty. “You want to take my tight little ass?”

My cheeks flushed as soon as I heard the words leave my mouth, but it only made me harder. Dirtier. I tugged at the waistband of the thong, pulling it tight against my hips, imagining a man—no, not just any man—Jace, grabbing it and yanking it down without asking. I slid one finger between my cheeks, teasing the edge of my hole, and gasped at how sensitive I felt.

The sensation lit me up instantly. I moaned louder than I ever had before, not caring how ridiculous I sounded. Hot, sticky ropes spilled into the panties as my whole body shuddered from the release. I clenched my thighs together, panting, barely coming down from the high when the bedroom door flew open.

Sasha stood there. Her eyes widened.

She didn’t say a word right away.

There I was, still shaking, caught red-handed and fully exposed. Her necklace hung around my neck, her bra stretched across my flat chest, and her thong now soaked with my cum. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t speak. I just stood there in front of the mirror, mouth open, dick twitching under ruined silk, while my wife stared at me like she had walked in on a stranger.

I honestly thought she might leave me right then. Sure, she had embraced our lifestyle. Sure, she had taken lovers and enjoyed watching me kneel at the sidelines. But this? This was something else. This was me pretending to be a girl. Her girl. And I hadn’t even asked.

Later that night, after an uncomfortable few hours and a lot of nervous pacing, we finally talked. She poured herself a drink. Then another. I waited for the anger, the disgust, anything. But instead, she surprised me.

After a long sip and a slow exhale, she said, “When I saw you like that... I didn’t expect it. But now, I keep thinking about it.”

I blinked. “Thinking about what?”

She looked me over, calm now. Curious. “What it might be like,” she said, “for someone like Jace to come over and manhandle you.”

My heart practically stopped.

She said it casually, like she was just putting the thought out there. But the look in her eyes said something else. She wasn’t disgusted. She wasn’t furious. She was amused. Turned on, maybe. But also a little annoyed.

“You should’ve asked before stealing my panties,” she added. “If you wanted to play dress-up, you could’ve had the decency to get permission. Now I’m going to have to punish you for being so bad.”

She said it playfully, but I knew she meant it.

“I just have to decide what your punishment’s going to be,” she said, smirking as she walked away.

For the next couple of days, she kept me in suspense. Radio silence. She didn’t say a word about what she had planned, but I knew something was coming. That’s how it always was. In our dynamic, Sasha was in control. I didn’t get to decide when I could touch myself or when I could climax. I didn’t even get to speak up unless she wanted me to. If I followed her rules, she was generous. If I broke them, I paid the price.

That was part of the thrill.

Being her little sissy husband, her obedient cuck, wasn’t just about humiliation. It was about earning her attention, and doing whatever it took to keep her pleased. Obeying her made me feel useful. Being beneath her, letting her take the lead—it turned me on in a way I still couldn’t fully explain.

But I’d crossed a line when I came in her panties without permission. That was the part that seemed to bother her the most. Not the lingerie. Not the makeup or the dirty talk. It was the fact that I had gotten off without her say-so. I tried to explain it wasn’t planned, that I hadn’t meant to take it that far. The moment I slid my finger back there and imagined Jace watching me, something in my body just broke loose.

I hadn’t expected it to feel that intense.

It had messed with my head a little, to be honest. That kind of arousal was new, and I wasn’t prepared for how powerful it would be. It was a release I hadn’t experienced before—raw, unfiltered, completely beyond my control.

But even if I hadn’t meant to do it, I knew I had disobeyed her. And I was ready to make up for it.

Forty-eight hours later, Sasha finally told me what my punishment would be.

“Jace’s coming over,” she said, while filing her nails like it was just another Tuesday. “He’s going to get to see you all dolled up.”

She didn’t elaborate. That was all she said.

But as the evening crept closer and Sasha started helping me get ready, I started to piece things together. She didn’t just want to parade me in front of Jace. This wasn’t going to be some passive little show. The way she was brushing out my hair, adjusting my bra straps, and choosing the most revealing panties from her drawer told me everything I needed to know.

I wasn’t just being punished. I was being offered.

And it was starting to feel like I might not just be dressing up for him. I might be his date.

“Let’s get you all set up,” Sasha said, her voice calm but loaded with anticipation.

She moved around the room with purpose, rifling through her dresser like she already knew exactly what she wanted me to wear. A few moments later, she held up a soft little skirt—black, short, and flirty—and a matching pair of delicate silk panties that looked just like the ones I had ruined. She laid them on the bed, then gave me a look that said I better appreciate the privilege.

Then she helped me shave.

Not just my legs, either. She guided me through every step, making sure I did it right. She held the razor steady as I nervously ran it down my thighs, and when I missed a spot, she took over. Her hands were steady, almost clinical, but there was something personal about the way she handled me. When we were done, she checked my skin with her fingertips, inspecting it like she was prepping her favorite toy. She even applied a little lotion afterward, rubbing it into my calves and thighs with practiced care. The smoothness was shocking. I had never felt anything like it. My skin tingled where she touched me, slick and hairless. The sensation was addictive. Even my ass felt different—more exposed, more feminine somehow.

Next came the makeup.

Sasha sat me down in front of the vanity and got to work. She brushed a soft pink blush across my cheeks, plucked at my eyebrows, and dabbed at my lips with a gloss that made them look almost kissable. She was focused but relaxed, like she was enjoying the process. And I was, too. I didn’t just feel pretty. I felt transformed.

When she finished, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. I hardly recognized the person staring back. My face looked smoother, younger, and distinctly more feminine. The soft shimmer of the makeup, the gentle arch of my brows, the way my skin glowed after all the care—it all came together in a way that made my heart skip.

I felt like the most beautiful girl in the world.

It had taken so long to get to this moment. So many little steps. So many nights spent wondering if I could really go through with it. But now that it was happening, I couldn’t slow down. I rushed down the stairs, my heart hammering, the hem of the skirt swishing against my thighs as I moved toward the foyer where Sasha was already chatting with Jace.

He turned as I reached the bottom step.

His eyes widened.

“Holy shit, Sasha,” Jace said with a grin, his voice filled with surprise and something else—something darker, more interested. He stepped toward me, and I instantly felt how small I was next to him. His body was massive up close, towering over my shorter frame like I could be scooped up with one hand.

I gave him a playful little curtsey, just like Sasha had taught me, and winked up at him. I still couldn’t quite believe it. I was really here. I was really doing this. I was going to be in Sasha’s place tonight. I was going to feel what it was like to ride that thick, perfect cock. My stomach flipped at the thought. My body tightened. I felt heat blooming between my legs as my eyes drifted lower, right to the bulge in Jace’s tight jeans. That was mine tonight. And even if it hurt at first, even if I wasn’t ready, I knew I wanted it. Not for me exactly. For Sasha. For us.

I was ready to be her slutty best girlfriend. Ready to share a man like Jace. To serve him. To please her.

“He... I mean she looks amazing,” Jace said, still staring at me. “This is so wild.”

“What’s so wild about it?” Sasha asked, her tone full of mischief. “Bella was practically a woman already,” she added with a sneer that wasn’t cruel, just cutting in that way she knew would hit. “But now, she’s got all the right accessories. And she’s smooth, too. Just like me.”

Sasha slid her hand over my arm, her palm gliding across my freshly shaved skin. The contact was soft but firm, a little possessive. She winked at Jace and gave me a look of smug satisfaction.

“Bella, huh?” Jace laughed. “Okay. I can get behind that.”

“I hope you can,” Sasha replied, her eyes sparkling. The innuendo wasn’t lost on either of us.

Jace reached for my hand, wrapping his strong fingers around mine. My skin looked even softer next to his rough, callused grip. “Come on,” he said. “I want the full show upstairs in the bedroom.”

I nodded, quiet and obedient. That was what Sasha had asked of me. To be polite. To be proper. To be a good girl. And I would be. Whatever Jace wanted, I would give it to him. Not just because I wanted it, but because I owed Sasha for everything—especially for the panties.

The three of us went upstairs together. Jace led the way while Sasha followed behind, watching me with pride. When we reached the bedroom, Jace guided me toward the bed and gently sat me down at the edge. I kept my legs closed, knees pressed together beneath the skirt, just like Sasha had instructed.

Jace’s eyes scanned my bare legs with obvious approval.

“A lady doesn’t spread her legs until asked to by her man,” Sasha reminded me, her voice smooth and steady.

I turned my head and looked at her. She was nodding. And just like that, I understood my role.

Jace rested his giant palms on the tops of my knees, his hands warm and heavy. His thumbs moved in slow circles, right over the smooth, freshly shaven skin Sasha had helped me prep. I shivered. Across the room, Sasha settled herself into the corner, taking a seat on the ottoman with one leg crossed over the other, a smug little smirk already forming on her lips.

“Do whatever you want with her, babe,” she said casually, like it was just another night in.

“Whatever I want?” Jace glanced over at her, a little uncertain, like he wasn’t sure if she meant it.

Sasha nodded. “Whatever you want. Bella’s here for your pleasure.”

Jace blinked. “Babe, I don’t...” he started to say, but his words trailed off when he looked back down at me. I had just shifted, letting my legs part just slightly—barely more than a couple of inches—but it was enough. His eyes caught the movement, and his lips curled into a grin.

“I’ve never done anything like this before,” he admitted, his voice a little lower now. “But she does look fucking hot.”

Sasha didn’t miss a beat. “So she’s got a little extra. Bella is still just as much of a woman as I am,” she said with confidence. “And I know you’ve been wanting my ass for a while now. You think I haven’t noticed? The way you look at it? I’m not even sure I can take that monster in your pants. But Bella? She’d be thrilled to try it.”

Jace shifted again, clearly responding to the mental image. I could already see the thick outline of his cock pressing hard against the denim of his jeans. It was pulsing now, visibly straining for room. Whatever hesitation he’d felt was disappearing fast.

Sasha leaned forward slightly, her voice soft and coaxing. “Don’t you want to sink your big cock into Bella’s smooth, shaved little ass? It’s tight. Warm. She’s ready for you.”

Then she broke into a giggle, playful and filthy.

“Babe, you’re making me hard,” Jace said, laughing, though his tone was thick with arousal.

Sasha raised her eyebrows and tilted her head. “Well, what are you going to do about it?”

That was my cue. I leaned forward just enough to brush my fingers through Jace’s hair, soft at the tips and warm from his body. I looked into his eyes, lowering mine submissively in the way Sasha had taught me, and let my lips part slightly as I bit the bottom one.

He was kneeling now, right in front of me. Close enough that I could smell the faint scent of his cologne—clean and masculine, with something spicy underneath. He looked up at me, still smiling, but now his eyes were hungry.

“So you’re a real slut, huh? A real little ladyboy?” he said, testing the words out loud.

I giggled and nodded, teasing my hair again like I had seen Sasha do so many times before. My heart pounded. There was something addictive about being this vulnerable, sitting here dressed for him, knowing he could do whatever he wanted with me. I wanted to be taken. I wanted to be used. I wanted to feel him moan inside me, to know my body could satisfy a man like Jace.

“What does Bella think about all this?” he asked, glancing back at Sasha. “She’s not much of a talker.”

I swallowed, then looked up at him again. “I want you,” I whispered.

The words felt electric on my tongue. They were mine. Real.

I broke character for a moment and straightened up, reaching toward him. I gestured for Jace to stand. He rose, towering over me again, and I slipped from the edge of the bed to kneel at his feet.

Sasha clapped her hands lightly in delight as I started to work. I reached up and unbuttoned his jeans slowly, careful not to rush. The metal button popped open with a soft click, and then I slid the zipper down in one long, steady motion. The tension in the room thickened.

Jace let out a low hum of satisfaction. “Mmm,” he said, watching me as I knelt between his legs, eager and desperate to see what he had for me.

My fingers trembled as I reached inside the open waistband and brushed over the thick ridge of his cock. It was hot to the touch, veined and stiff, pulsing beneath the fabric of his boxers. I let my fingertips run over the top, feeling the pressure and weight of him.

“Fuck,” I whispered, more to myself than to anyone else.

Jace laughed and pushed a few strands of my hair away from my face. “You work fast,” he said, amused. “I like that.”

I took that as a challenge.

With a small nod, I hooked my fingers into the waistband and tugged everything down in one motion—jeans and boxers both. His cock sprang free, swinging out with weight and force. The thick head slapped against the bridge of my nose and made me gasp. I flinched back slightly, stunned.

Sasha burst out laughing.

“Oh my god!” she said, cracking up. “I guess we can still tell it’s her first time.”

Jace chuckled and looked down at me with pure satisfaction. I reached for him with both hands, wrapping my fingers around the thick base. His cock was smooth and hot, and the veins twitched beneath my touch. I couldn’t believe how heavy it felt in my grip.

“Her hands are almost softer than yours,” Jace said, glancing at Sasha.

Sasha smiled. “Good. I want him to be the best you’ve ever had.”

The words ran through me like a live current, sharp and hot, leaving goose bumps scattered across my arms and a slow, creeping tingle up the backs of my legs. I could feel the flush rising in my chest, the heat crawling beneath my skin. My breathing had gone shallow, and I didn’t even realize how tightly I was squeezing my thighs together until the pressure made me shift.

I wondered if this was how most women felt. That rush of being wanted. Of knowing they were about to be taken by someone stronger, more dominant. Someone who wasn’t going to ask twice. The kind of man who looked at you like you were already his to use.

I couldn’t believe I’d agreed to go along with this filthy, over-the-top little plan, but the truth was starting to hit me. I didn’t just agree. I craved it. And now that it was happening, I was enjoying it more than I ever expected.

Watching my beautiful wife get taken by another man had already pushed the limits of my arousal. That alone had been overwhelming. But this? This was something else entirely. I wasn’t just watching anymore. I was part of the show. Dressed in my soft skirt and silk panties, made up and presented like some girlish version of myself, I was stepping right into the role I had only dared to fantasize about before.

“That’s it,” Jace said, voice thick with pleasure as I reached out with trembling hands and wrapped my fingers around his cock. It throbbed beneath my touch, pulsing with warmth and weight. I bit my lip as I tried to circle my fingers around the shaft. They didn’t quite meet.

I looked up at him with wide eyes, part nervous, part thrilled. He was huge. More than I expected. More than I knew how to handle.

“Fuck,” he groaned, leaning back onto the bed, his thick thighs spreading slightly as he let me stroke him. He didn’t give instructions. He just watched. That made it hotter. I was doing what I imagined he wanted, and every reaction I pulled from him felt like a reward.

I gave him a small smile and tilted my chin upward. “Do you like my hair?” I asked, my voice soft. “And my clothes?”

“They’re nice,” Jace said, grinning as his eyes scanned over my body, “but I’m more interested in what’s under them.”

I giggled, playing along. “Yeah? That can be arranged.”

He raised an eyebrow at me, amused and clearly enjoying the way I leaned into it.

“She’s more of a slut than I expected,” Jace said, glancing back at Sasha with a smirk.

Sasha crossed her legs and rested her chin in her hand. “Yes,” she replied, her tone teasing. “And she better not show me up, or she’s going to get more than a little punishment next time.”

“Oh yeah?” Jace asked, sounding intrigued.

Sasha smiled wider. “Well, I’m already planning to watch you fuck her tight little ass until she screams for more. That’s what she gets for sneaking into my drawers and stealing my panties. But if she’s too good at it? If she really starts enjoying herself too much? Then I think I’ll bring another one of my boyfriends over. Next time, the two of you can fill every one of her cute little holes at once.”

My breath caught in my throat.

Those words hit harder than I expected, setting my skin on fire and making my whole body tighten. My cock swelled in the panties, but not fully. Not the way it used to. The pressure was there, but the real need—the overwhelming ache—was lower. Deeper. I could feel it in my ass. A dull, needy pull like my body had opened up a space just for Jace. I had never felt anything like it before. It was strange. New. But it wasn’t uncomfortable. It was powerful. It was hungry.

I didn’t want to jerk off. I didn’t want to be touched like a man. I wanted to be taken. Pushed open. Filled up.

My cock felt like an afterthought now. Useless. It wasn’t what I needed. What I needed was him. I needed Jace’s size, his weight, his voice in my ear while he used me. The idea of being stuffed full, of hearing his low moans while he sank inside me, was making me dizzy.

I was becoming exactly what Sasha wanted. A proper little lady-boy. And I loved it.

“Stop being so coy, Bella,” Sasha said, her voice cutting through the haze in my head.

“I think you’d better get down here and show her how. It’s not like she’s done this before,” Jace said, looking back at Sasha with a playful glint in his eye.

Sasha’s face lit up immediately. She sprang up from the ottoman with a kind of eager energy that made my stomach twist with excitement.

“That’s a wonderful idea,” she said, hurrying toward me like she couldn’t wait to get involved.

She knelt behind me on the carpet and reached for my hair, gently gathering it in her hands. Her fingers were quick and practiced as she pulled it back, smoothing it behind my shoulders like a stylist prepping a model. The tug sent a jolt through me, and I shivered.

“First thing is to push your hair out of the way,” she said, holding it in place with one hand. “It’s going to get all over the place when you’re sucking his big dick.”

The bluntness of her voice hit me hard. My thighs clenched, and a ripple of heat rolled through my stomach. Everything about the moment—the physicality, the language, the way Sasha took charge—left my body buzzing and weak in the best way.

“Now, stroke like this,” Sasha said, reaching down to guide my hand.

Her palm wrapped around mine, and together we closed our fingers around Jace’s thick, velvety shaft. I could feel the heat of him instantly, heavy and pulsing in our joined grip. Sasha moved our hands together, slow at first, showing me the rhythm she wanted. I followed her lead, stroking him from base to tip in one long, deliberate glide.

Jace groaned and tilted his head back. His eyes fluttered shut, and his lips parted as his chest rose. “This is too crazy,” he said, voice unsteady. “I don’t know if I should be enjoying this.”

Sasha leaned in closer. “But you do, don’t you?” she asked, her tone low and coaxing. “Don’t worry about what you should or shouldn’t enjoy. Bella has a warm, tight little hole waiting for you. That’s all that matters right now.”

Jace exhaled slowly, still biting his lower lip. “Well, when you put it like that, it does sound pretty damn good.”

I smiled up at him, batting my lashes the way Sasha had shown me earlier. I gave my lip a soft bite and tightened my grip, pumping his cock a little firmer now, feeling the weight and thickness between my fingers. Every time I moved, his heavy balls swung just slightly, brushing against my knuckles.

They were huge. Ridiculously full. Hanging low and proud in a way that made my own pale in comparison. Mine had always been smaller, softer, almost childlike in size—and honestly, I hated them. I felt like I didn’t deserve them anymore. Not when I was dressed like this. Not when I was kneeling here, doing what I was doing.

Without thinking, I leaned down and pressed my lips to Jace’s sack. The skin was warm and firm, with just the right amount of give. I let my tongue slide across it, slow and careful, tasting the clean musk of his skin. His balls tensed slightly beneath my mouth, and I let my breath wash over them before licking my way up along the seam.

“Shit,” Jace hissed, his whole body twitching with the sound. “Just like that. I don’t think she needs any instruction, Sasha.”

Sasha didn’t answer right away.

I glanced up and saw the faintest flash of irritation in her eyes—maybe because I’d gone off script—but she didn’t stop me. She watched, silent for a beat, then stepped back toward the ottoman with a sigh that sounded more amused than anything else.

She shook her head, her dark hair swaying as she grinned. “I’ve created a monster,” she said, laughing lightly. “Or at the very least, a whore.”

“All good by me,” Jace said, smiling as he looked down at me. His cock throbbed in my hand, pink and slick at the head, the thick shaft flushed with blood.

I tightened my grip and slowly lowered my mouth toward the tip. The moment felt almost surreal. The flared head looked too big to manage, but I was determined. I channeled every bit of what Sasha had told me, every instinct I had about what a real woman would do.

I parted my lips, slowly and softly, and let my tongue glide forward until it met the warm, smooth head. The taste was clean and salty. My lips closed around it, and I began to suck—light at first, just letting the tip rest on my tongue while I adjusted to the size.

“Fuck,” Jace groaned. His hands shot to the sheets as he sat forward, his abs tightening.

Then he reached for me.

He grabbed the back of my head, his grip firm but not rough, and pulled me closer with clear intent.

“That’s it,” he said, voice thick with need.

I relaxed my jaw and let more of him slide across my tongue, ready to take whatever he gave me.

I felt the swollen head of Jace’s cock slide deeper into my mouth, warm and firm as it nudged toward the back of my throat. My lips stretched around the thick shaft, and my jaw ached just slightly as I adjusted to the size. The sensation was overwhelming, but it wasn’t just physical. I felt it in my stomach, in my chest, in the heat pooling low between my legs. Every nerve in my body was lit up with arousal, my center pulsing with a sharp, needy hunger. I wanted him inside me. I wanted all of him. But for now, I took what I could—driving his cock deeper between my lips, doing everything I could to show him just how badly I wanted more.

My tongue traced along the underside of his shaft, brushing against the warm ridges and firm, raised veins that pulsed with each heartbeat. Jace’s grip tightened at the back of my head, his strong hand guiding me in slow, controlled movements as I took more of him into my mouth. His skin was clean and faintly sweet, and I let the taste linger on my tongue as I worked my lips around him, feeling the weight of his cock filling my mouth.

“Oh, fuck!” Sasha cried out from behind me, her voice sharp with delight. “This is even better than I imagined.”

She stayed perched on the ottoman, one leg bouncing as she watched us with open hunger in her eyes.

“Do you like being a girly little whore, Bella?” she asked with a smirk. I nodded as best I could, my mouth stuffed full, lips stretched wide as Jace’s cock pressed closer to the back of my throat. Sasha laughed, high and wicked, clearly thrilled by my helplessness.

“How’s her tight little mouth feel, babe?” she asked Jace.

He answered with a deep, guttural moan, his head tilted back, his chest rising and falling as he gripped my hair tighter.

Sasha wasn’t done. “Do you like being such a dirty, feminine little whore?” she asked again, her tone sharper this time, just a touch condescending.

She loved this version of me—submissive, feminized, willing. Maybe even more than I did. But as much as she teased, I couldn’t deny how alive I felt. The act of dressing like this, of kneeling between a real man’s legs and taking him in my mouth, made me feel more desired than I ever had before. More real.

I swirled my tongue around Jace’s big, bulbous cockhead, letting myself savor the weight and shape of it. Each time it slid along my tongue, I imagined what it would feel like splitting me open. I closed my eyes and pictured it—his hips pressing forward, his cock buried deep inside me. I wanted that. I needed it. But I kept my patience. For now, I focused on using my mouth to simulate the act, sliding down deeper with every stroke, pulling back just before I lost control.

I gagged once, just slightly, and pulled off with a wet cough. I wiped my mouth, panting, as I stared at the length of his cock—thick, red, and glistening with my spit. Jace leaned back on his hands, breathing hard, watching me like I was his favorite new toy.

“Fuck, you’re making me want to take you right here, right now,” he said, his voice low and strained. “I know I shouldn’t, but I can’t fucking help it.”

Sasha sat up straighter, her expression shifting with authority. “What do you mean you shouldn’t?” she asked, her tone suddenly sharper. “She’s yours to do whatever you please with. Take her now, if you want to, babe.”

I met Jace’s eyes and gave him a small, knowing smile. Without saying a word, I stood and moved to the bed, bending over the edge with my hands braced on the mattress. I arched my back, presenting myself exactly the way I knew Sasha would want me to. My ass stuck out high, offered and waiting.

Jace didn’t hesitate. He stood and stepped in behind me, his presence so big and commanding I could feel the air change. I reached down and yanked my skirt down over my thighs in one quick motion, letting it pool around my ankles. I could hear him behind me, hear the rustle of clothes and the quickening of his breath. Every sound turned me on more.

I felt like a proper virgin being offered up. Bent over. Vulnerable. Open. I wasn’t supposed to get a man like this. A girl like me should’ve had to settle. But Sasha had gifted me her bull for the night, and I was going to make the most of it.

Jace grabbed the waistband of my skirt and pulled it down farther, exposing the curve of my ass. The cool air of the bedroom kissed my bare skin, and the little satin thong Sasha had leant me barely covered anything at all. The thin strip between my cheeks made me feel even more exposed.

“Mm. This looks tight as hell,” Jace said behind me. I felt his hand on my ass, rough and warm. He squeezed one cheek, firm and slow, then pulled back and delivered a sudden, hard smack that echoed in the room.

“Oh!” I gasped, letting out a high, feminine yelp. The sting bloomed across my skin, but I didn’t hate it.

Jace grinned and did it again, harder this time.

My hips jerked forward, and I let out another sharp moan, higher-pitched than before. I wasn’t faking it. I wasn’t pretending. I was ready.

I bit my lip and teased my hair with my fingertips, letting it fall in messy waves as I turned to look over my shoulder at Sasha. She was watching closely, her eyes locked on the scene in front of her, and I saw her hand drifting lower. Her fingers grazed the waistband of her shorts, just barely dipping underneath. I knew exactly what was coming. Any second now, she would slide her shorts off and start touching herself through her panties, moaning softly while she watched her once-dignified husband get treated like the needy little girl he had become.

That thought alone nearly made me melt.

I lost track of her completely when Jace smacked my ass again, harder this time. The sound cracked through the room and made me jolt forward. Then I felt his hand reach for the thin strap of my thong, pulling it aside. The sudden exposure made me gasp.

His fingers moved over my ass, rough and slow. I felt the pad of his middle finger swirl around my hole, and the second it twitched beneath his touch, he let out a low growl. My opening clenched instinctively, and Jace just laughed, leaning forward slightly.

“Damn,” he said, turning toward Sasha. “That’s a perfect little ass. So tight and smooth. Just like yours.”

Sasha smirked and leaned back a little more, propping herself on her elbows. “Told you,” she said. “Why fuck my ass when you can fuck my husband’s? I mean—my girlfriend’s,” she corrected, with an exaggerated shrug.

Jace chuckled at that, his eyes never leaving my body. “Honestly? If I didn’t already know this was your husband, I never would’ve guessed. You can’t even see his balls from this angle.”

“That’s because they’re small,” Sasha said without hesitation. “Tiny. Pathetic. Same for his little penis. Ugh. Your cock is like... four times the size of his. And now you’re going to show him exactly why I’ve been having you over every night for the past six months.”

Her words made my stomach flip.

Jace spit directly onto my ass, the warm wetness landing right over my hole. The sensation made me flinch, but I didn’t move away. He rubbed it in with his fingers, swirling the spit over the tight ring of muscle before lining up one thick finger and pressing forward. The pressure built quickly. My back arched, and I let out a sharp moan as his finger began to force its way inside.

It wasn’t gentle. It wasn’t slow. It was rough, fast, and real.

My body tensed as he pushed deeper, the aching stretch overwhelming. It was too much and not enough all at once. The sensation bruised me in the best way—hot, unfamiliar, and so personal I almost couldn’t process it. I felt myself ripple from the inside out, a mix of pain and raw, electric lust sparking across my whole body.

The silk panties clung to my balls, damp with arousal and tight from the pressure. Every inch of fabric that touched me made the feeling more intense. I was on my knees, wearing perfume, bent over for another man, and now being fingered like a girl. I winced and grit my teeth, struggling to adjust, my whole body fighting the intrusion but craving it just the same.

How the hell was I going to take his cock when just one finger felt this huge?

“Fuck!” Sasha moaned behind me, loud and breathless.

I looked back quickly and saw she had stripped off her shorts. She sat in nothing but her little pink thong, her hand sliding over her mound in quick, desperate circles. Her cheeks were flushed, and she grinned guiltily when she saw me looking.

Jace noticed too and laughed. “You like this, huh?” he asked. “Turns you on to see me dominate your husband? Or should I say, your girlfriend?”

Sasha’s voice was already breaking from arousal. “Fuck yes,” she moaned. “More. I want more. Show her what it’s like to be taken by a real man already. Don’t hold back.”

Jace stroked himself, his thick shaft glistening with spit and pre-cum. Then, with a grin, he leaned in and slapped the heavy length against my ass. The impact made me flinch again, and he followed it by reaching back to grab a bottle of lube.

I heard the slick pop of the cap, then felt a sudden splash of cold liquid spread over my hole. I gasped, the chill of it shocking against the heat of my body. He poured more across the curve of my ass, and the extra dripped down between my cheeks.

Jace spread the lube with one hand, rubbing it in firm, slow circles around my tight opening. I was slick and exposed now, dripping wet from both the spit and the lube. He moaned under his breath as he rubbed himself with the same slickness, coating his cock and letting out a low growl that sent a fresh pulse of desire through my core.

He was ready to take me. And I was ready to be taken.

Even if I wasn’t sure how I’d survive the size of what was coming, I knew one thing for certain—I wanted it.

I felt the heavy weight of Jace’s cock settle on one of my ass cheeks, hot and thick against my bare skin. He let it rest there for a moment, maybe to tease me or maybe just to catch his breath. I stayed still, gripping the sheets tightly, the muscles in my thighs already trembling. Then he shifted. The thick, swollen head slid slowly across the curve of my ass until it found my opening.

“Fuck,” Jace said, laughing quietly under his breath. “I don’t know if this is going to work. She’s really tight.”

“Ugh, you’ll be fine,” Sasha shot back from her spot behind us, her voice sharp with impatience. “Just fuck her already.”

I barely had time to breathe before I felt the pressure.

Jace pushed forward, and I cried out, my hands clenching the sheets tighter as the blunt force of his cockhead began to split me open. The stretch was immediate and intense, unlike anything I’d ever felt. My entire body tensed as his thick length started to work its way inside, slowly but firmly. Within seconds, he was already stretching me wider than I’d imagined possible—at least four or five times the width of his finger.

“Oh! Fuck!” I gasped, forcing my voice to stay high and soft, trying to sound as feminine as I could even as the pain made my jaw clench. “Oh! It’s so huge!”

That was the moment it hit me fully.

The silk panties were still snug around my balls, the string pulled aside just enough to give him access. My skirt was bunched awkwardly around my ankles. My hair hung around my face in loose strands. I didn’t just feel like a slut. I was one.

Jace’s cock kept pushing, slow but relentless. Each inch split me wider. The sensation was raw and overwhelming, a mix of sharp ache and unbearable pressure, but underneath it was something else too. A fullness. A tickling throb that radiated deep into my core, hitting every filthy little nerve I didn’t know I had.

I reached down between my thighs and started rubbing myself through the silk, just as I imagined I would if I had a clit instead of a cock. The fabric was damp with my own need, and the friction made me gasp. It was unlike anything I’d ever felt before. The pleasure bloomed and spread fast, like a fire igniting at the tip and licking through my whole body.

“Fuck,” Jace breathed. His voice was rough now, deeper, and unsteady. “She’s so tight,” he said again, laughing a little as he shook his head.

“How does her pussy feel?” Sasha asked, her voice thick with arousal. “Is it nice and snug for you?”

“It’s amazing,” Jace groaned, picking up the rhythm as he thrust his hips forward again. I whimpered as the thick head of his cock buried even deeper inside me, pushing into that aching, sensitive place that made my legs shake. My mouth hung open. My body jerked with every slow stroke.

I was a whore. Bent over. Skirt around my ankles. Panties to the side. Hair bouncing with each motion as Jace started to fuck me in earnest.

“She’s touching herself while you fuck her,” Sasha giggled. “She’s the biggest slut I’ve ever seen.”

Her words slid right over my skin and seemed to set every inch of me on fire. I moaned again, biting my lip as I rubbed harder through the soaked fabric. Each time Jace’s cock slid deeper into my tight little asshole, I winced from the pressure but couldn’t stop grinding against my own hand. I was addicted to the stretch, to the fullness, to the raw dominance in every motion of Jace’s hips.

“Fuck,” Jace hissed as he slammed forward again. He reached deeper now, bottoming out with every push. “I don’t know how much longer I’m going to last in this tight fit.”

Sasha laughed, but it melted into a moan as she kept rubbing herself. “You’d better last longer than you do with me,” she said, half teasing and half breathless. “Don’t you dare finish before she does.”

Her fingers moved faster, and I could hear the slick sounds of her arousal behind me as she watched us. Jace kept thrusting, deeper, harder, his groans getting louder.

Then Sasha stood and walked over. She sat at the edge of the bed, right in front of me, and spread her legs. Her pink thong clung to her soaked mound as her fingers circled her clit, slow and deliberate. My face was inches away.

“You’re such a perfect little slut,” she said, smiling down at me. “I can’t believe I never dressed you up like a girl before.”

She reached out and gently ran her fingers through my hair, then gave my cheek a playful pat. I looked up at her, flushed and gasping, while Jace’s cock kept pounding into me from behind. And in that moment, I felt more seen—more exposed—than I ever had in my life.

And I loved it.

“How does that big dick feel deep inside you? Is it everything you’ve always wanted?” Sasha asked, her voice breathless and dripping with satisfaction.

I nodded as best I could and tried to speak, but all that came out at first was a whimper. My voice shook from the pressure building in my gut, from the fullness that overwhelmed every inch of me. “Yes,” I finally managed, right before another wild moan ripped out of me as Jace slammed forward again.

His cock plunged deep, shoving through every inch of tight resistance, pushing right against something that made me see stars. His hips slapped against my ass with a heavy, wet sound, then he pulled back with that same measured force, only to drive back in again, harder.

“Fuck, I can’t hold on much longer,” Jace grunted. His breathing was ragged now. “Where should I cum? On her sweet face?” he asked, grinning down at me.

Just the suggestion made my lips tingle. I licked them slowly, savoring the mental image. But then another thought hit me. Something even filthier. Something that made my cock jerk hard in the wet satin that clung to it.

“I want it inside me,” I said, barely above a whisper. My voice trembled between moans.

Jace leaned in close, his chest brushing against my back as he thrust again, deep and thick. His breath warmed my ear. “What?”

“I want you to fill me up inside,” I said again, louder this time, my voice cracked and desperate. I couldn’t believe I said it, but it felt so right. The need was too strong to deny. The thought of him losing control inside me, of his cum pumping deep into my used little hole, pushed me to the edge.

Jace smiled. “That sounds perfect,” he said, before grabbing a handful of my ass and giving it a sharp, satisfying spank.

“Cum for me,” I begged, my voice high and needy. “Please.”

The words barely left my lips before it hit me.

The heat built fast, like a fire igniting deep inside my core. My legs trembled. My hips jerked forward. The pleasure swelled at the tip of my cock and then exploded, flooding my panties with thick, hot streams as I came hard, harder than I had in my entire life. The inside of the satin was soaked instantly. I didn’t even care. My whole body went slack, buzzing, my back arched as I cried out over and over again.

At the same time, Jace slammed into me one final time, all the way in, his cock buried to the base. His groan was long and low, deep from his chest. I could feel every inch of him pulsing inside me. His cock twitched hard, once, then again, and then the warmth hit me.

Thick, hot cum flooded my ass, spilling into me in wave after wave.

My hole clenched around him, still throbbing, as if it were trying to milk him dry. My own cock twitched again inside my panties, releasing one last weak spurt as I shook with the aftershocks.

I had never felt anything so good. Being filled by Jace, used completely, sent me into a dazed blur. The way his cock still throbbed inside me, the way my ass ached but clung to him—it was perfect. I felt truly broken in.

“Fuck!” Jace shouted, so loud I thought it might rattle the walls.

Sasha moaned again from the bed, her legs spread wide and her fingers working fast as her orgasm took over. She cried out with her head thrown back, shaking with release.

Eventually, the three of us were left panting, soaked with sweat and cum. Jace didn’t pull out right away. He stayed inside me, his arms wrapped loosely around my waist as he eased us both down. He lay on his side behind me, and I curled slightly in front of him, spooned tightly against his chest with his cock still buried deep inside me.

“Oh,” I exhaled, still shivering with afterglow.

“Fuck,” Jace muttered again, shaking his head slowly. He looked toward Sasha, his expression dazed and satisfied. “I’ve never cum that hard in my life.”

Sasha smiled brightly, sitting up on the bed and brushing her fingers through her messy hair. “Well, I’m glad to hear you say that,” she said. “You’ll still fuck me, of course. But if you ever want to fuck my ass again, you can use Bella’s instead.”

I turned my head slightly at the sound of my name. Or rather, my new name.

“I don’t think my husband is ever coming back, in fact,” Sasha said with a satisfied little smirk. “I think Bella is here to stay. What do you think about all of this, Bella? Does that sound good to you?”

I thought about it. Really thought about it. About everything that had just happened. About how unthinkable it all would’ve seemed only days ago. Dressing like this, giving myself over to another man, being fucked senseless while my wife watched. But now? Now it felt right. Better than right. With Jace still inside me, his cum still warm and filling me up, I smiled and reached back to caress his thigh.

“It sounds amazing,” I said softly. “Why don’t we go again right now?”

Jace chuckled and turned to Sasha, shaking his head with disbelief.

“Looks like you’ve got some competition now for being the dirtiest girl in the house,” he said, laughing.

And he wasn’t wrong.

Because Bella was here to stay.
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Promoted to Sissy

They Made Me Pretty

Initiated

Sissy on Display

Obeying Her Rules

Good Girl

His Secret Sissy

The Cheerleader’s Toy

Transformed

Pretty Little Lies

The Panty Trap

Transgender and Feminization Series:

Hungry Femboys (7 Books)

Thirsty Femboys (7 Books)

Pretty Femboys (7 Books)

Femboys (8 Books)

Fabulously Feminine (10 Books)

Ready for Anything (8 Books)

A New Woman (7 Books)

Sissified and Feminine (10 Books)

Feminized (4 Books)

Transitions (8 Books)

Big Hard Girls (8 Books)

Sissy Girls (9 Books)

Transgender and Crossdressing Explicit Erotica (9 Books)

Deep Desires (10 Books)

Girly and Dirty (10 Books)

Girl Boys (10 Books)

Feminized Men and Transgender Women Romance Novels (6 Books)

The Catch (chronological, 5 Books)

Pretty Girls (8 Books)

Dirty Femmes (8 Books)

First Time Feminization (8 Books)

Turned Into A Girl (7 Books)

Boy to Girl (5 Books)

Male to Female Collection (8 Books)

First Time Sissy (8 Books)

Sissies and Crossdressers (7 Books)

Husband to Wife (4 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 1 (10 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 2 (10 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 3 (10 Books)

Crossdressing Bundle (15 Books)


About the Author



Jane is a gender-fluid author of transgender, feminization and crossdressing short stories, who identifies as female.

When she isn’t writing, she is (clumsily) attempting yoga and chatting with friends in her home, Vermont.

To read more of Jane’s stories, click below.
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