
        
            
                
            
        

    
Their Cuckold Sissy Girlfriend: Dominated and Feminized by My Wife and Mistress: July Sissy of the Month

by Vanessa Lockridge


“Your tiny little thing was always meant to be hidden in frilly panties."

It started with a confession: I'd thought about wearing something pretty. It was never about what I lacked in my pants. Just an idea. Just for my wife, Jenna.

How could I have known how far she’d take it?

She introduces me to The Lady Jane, a stunning woman who specializes in transforming men like me to satisfy women like my wife. She makes me kneel for her in my pretty new dress so she can do for Jenna what I never could.

But when the pink silicone replaces what nature gave me, will I have the courage to embrace who she wants me to be? And what happens when she want to use it on me?


Chapter 1

"You can't be serious about this."

"Why not, Tyler? You've said before that —"

"That doesn't mean that I actually want—"

My wife swirls the dregs of her coffee and slurps it through the straw. Her lips are bright purple — the same shade as her hair. "Doesn't it?"

"Do you?" I can't keep the tremor out of my voice.

It's one thing to confess to your wife in a late-night conversation that you kind of think it'd be hot to put on panties and a nightie. It's something else entirely when she, out of nowhere, tells you that one of her best friends "since forever" that you've somehow never even met runs a service for that kind of thing. She even has a website! It'd be one thing to put on lingerie just for Jenna.

But there's no way I'd want to be transformed into a "perfect sissy girl."

Jenna grins. "You want to see the pictures again?"

She doesn't wait for my answer before she starts to swipe through them. The girls in them are, to a one, stunning in their skimpy lingerie and frilly dresses. It's hard to believe that any of them are actually guys. That they like the same thing that I do. That in those pretty little panties, there might be something —

"You can't even take your eyes off them!" Jenna giggles.

"Let's say I went along with this — this insane idea of yours," I say. "How would it even happen?"

"Well, usually she sees clients at her place downtown. Her girls are there with her. They... like to help out." She waggles her eyebrows suggestively.

The thought makes me stiffen — my body and my cock. "Is that what we... should do?"

Jenna grins at me around her straw as she polishes off the last of the coffee. "Is that what you want to do? Be surrounded by pretty girls just like you wearing all sorts of sexy little outfits? Think of all the fun things you could do together."

"I'm not a girl."

"Oh, honey, I know." Her smile is more like a smirk.

I sit and stew on it, staring into the cold remnants of my coffee.

"Look, it doesn't have to be anything serious," Jenna says. "Just a little fun, okay? Besides, she has some ideas for how you can... satisfy me."

A wave of anxiety rolls through me. "I thought I did satisfy you."

"You do, baby! You do. It's just... I know how anxious you can get. Because of —"

"Okay," I say quickly, just to make her stop talking about it. "But just us, okay? At our house. And just for one day."

Jenna's smirk spreads into a hungry, delighted grin. "I think when she's done with you, cutie, you'll want to keep it going for way longer than that."


Chapter 2

She looks like a dominatrix, even if she doesn't talk like one.

"Jenna says you're interested in my... services," she says, letting her tongue wrap around the last word while her eyes drill into me.

The Lady Jane would look out of place if she didn't seem to command all the space around her. Draped across my couch with the sunlight streaming in through the windows behind her. her already striking look a strange, otherworldly quality, like she's just floated down here from some high place where the women are stunning and dressed like something out of my fantasies.

Her long, platinum hair is straight and glossy, parted down the center and spilling down her back. She's naturally stunning and whatever make-up she has only enhances it: a gently smokey eye, a velvety-looking color on her lips. Her look keeps the emphasis on her dramatic figure: a tight, long-sleeved lace shirt with a neckline so low that I'm worried her breasts will pop out if she sneezes. It's tucked into a white latex pencil skirt that reaches her knees, which she keeps carefully together at all times, the toes of her white stiletto heels tapping on the floor. She'd be lady-like if she didn't ooze so much sex.

And she's sitting entirely too close to my wife.

"Tyler's finally ready to put one of his fantasies into practice," Jenna says. Her hand is draped across Jane's white latex skirt. "He just needed a little... push."

My stomach is a boiling ocean. I glance at Jenna, dressed in a black tank top and a pleated miniskirt that barely covers her ass when she sits, and then try not to let my eyes go to the menacing black bag that Jane brought in with her. It's huge and looked heavy. I can only imagine what kind of terrifying feminine delights are inside.

"I have just the thing for a first-time," the Lady Jane says with a crooked grin. She flicks her chin towards the bag. "Go open that up and show us all what's on the very top."

Now I feel like I'm going to throw up. "Right now?"

The Lady Jane laughs and rolls her eyes like she's just realized something. "My goodness, how foolish of me." Then her eyes narrow and her gaze focuses down onto me. "You need to be naked, first."

Jenna's mouth falls open into an O shape as she stares at me. My cheeks burn red as I take off my shirt. "Do I really —"

"Yes," Jenna hisses. Her obvious excitement this is the only thing keeping me going. I drop my jeans and kick them aside, standing there in nothing but my underwear. This feels so weird. "And those too, baby."

"Oh," Jane coos when they drop to my ankles. "The perfect size for panties."

I hate how hard I get when I hear it. Jenna's staring at me with a hungry look on her face, but Jane is all professionalism. With that smile still in place, she cocks her head towards the bag and silver hair spills out around her. Her arm is draped around my wife's shoulders. Fingers playing at the lacy bra strap that's slipped down her arm.

It's purple. Not just purple — a dark, shimmering purple that seems to glisten like water spilling across my fingers. It's the softest thing I've ever touched. Slippery in a way that I can tell will feel incredible on my bare skin. When I lift the panties from the , the dense froth of black lace along every hem rustles sweetly, so large that it almost obscures the purple in front. Whatever tiny tent I manage to pitch in these will be utterly lost. The front will look totally smooth.

Like I don't have a cock at all.

"Oh, Jane," gasps Jenna. Her voice is dripping with arousal like I've never heard before. "Those are beautiful."

"Your favorite color," Jane says, and Jenna giggles far more than she should.

"And did you get the —"

"Of course," Jane says. "Show us the rest, Tyler."

My hands are shaking as I set the panties down and go to the next purple garment inside: a nightie in matching midnight purple, with so many layers that it makes an A shape when I hold it up by its sheer ruffled straps. The neckline is high and square, studded with tiny bows that match the ones around the hem, punctuating the ruffle trim and black lace. It's girly and so short that it'll put my panties on full display.

Jenna sucks in a deep breath through her teeth. When I look over, she's staring at me. Like a predator watching their prey.

A smile pulls up one corner of the Lady Jane's mouth as she looks between us both. "Get dressed."

"Right now?"

Her face falls into something stern and commanding. "First," she says icily. "You are not to question me. And second — I didn't ask you to speak yet! — second, you are to address me as The Lady Jane when you speak to me. Do you understand?"

I can feel myself shaking all over. There's no way this is happening. No way Jenna would let someone talk to me like this. It feels like a betrayal — to tell someone my darkest, most shameful fantasies, then to force me into living them, and then treating me like this. This isn't what I wanted at all. I'm doing this all for Jenna, because she pushed me into it.

So why am I so hard?

"Yes, Lady Jane," I say quietly.

Jenna giggles again.

"Your wife told me everything about your little... shortcoming. I specialize in girls like you—men who need to accept their proper place. Nature already gave you a head start with that tiny button between your legs." A different smile crosses the Lady Jane's face now. More knowing, more satisfied. The look of someone who knows she's won, and it didn't even take that much work to do it. "And as long as you're wearing those pretty little panties," the Lady Jane continues. "You're to use an honorific for your wife, as well."

The air seems to crackle in the room. My eyes go wide and snap towards Jenna. She's grinning like a fool, staring up at the Lady Jane with something almost adoring on her face. Her cheeks are pink and her pupils dilated and if I checked, I'm sure I'd find her wetter than I've ever seen her.

"Just 'Mistress,'" she says. "Now, I am dying to see you all dolled up, sweetie. Get dressed for us?"

For "us."

"Yes, Mistress," I say. A thousand butterflies take off in my stomach.

I can only imagine how far this first step will take me.


Chapter 3

"Oh," I moan, unable to keep the pleasure out of my voice and then instantly hating myself for being so open about it. I don't want to bend so obviously to these women. Especially not my wife.

But it'd be a lot easier if it didn't feel so damn good.

"Don't get distracted," the Lady Jane says, pointing to the purple nightie shimmering on the table in front of us. Even holding still, it seems to be moving. "Put that on."

"And then what?" I ask as I pick up the surprisingly heavy, deliciously swishy nightie. It brushes against my belly and goosebumps erupt over my back. My eyes flick from the Lady Jane to my wife to see if they noticed — the Lady Jane hasn't seemed to, but there's that same knowing look in my wife's eyes. She leans over, squeezing herself up against the Lady Jane, and whispers something into her ear that makes them both titter with giggles.

"And then you'll be our sweet little Julia," Jenna says.

"Once you get your panties and heels on, of course," the Lady Jane adds.

It makes me shiver all over again. Julia. I haven't asked for this transformation; this was something else entirely that my wife pushed on me. And now they've decided that I'm going to become... someone new? Just like that? Someone who likes having a new name. Likes having my cock teased to aching hardness while being called pretty girl names by a woman who's not even my wife. By my wife, even!

Wait, is that what I want?

The nightie is liquid silk spilling across my body as I pull it into place. It swishes around my body, kissing my skin and forcing tiny moans to leak out of me. I'm furiously hard in my panties, but as expected, I'm barely visible in them, shrouded by lace and frills and glistening purple. As much as I am loathe to admit it, the sweetly feminine clothes feel wonderful: the gentle weight on my shoulders, the way the nightie swings around me with even the tiniest movement.

And the constant stroke of satin across my swollen tip.

"Oh, fuck," Jenna gasps. Her legs are crossed and she's rocking back and forth slightly on the couch. "You look hot like that, baby."

"You really think so?" I ask, hoping it sounds more coy than desperate.

The Lady Jane laughs. "Of course she does," she says.

"I want a kiss," Jenna says.

"Don't ask," the Lady Jane says. "She's your plaything now. Command."

Jenna straightens and gives me a firm look. "Julia, come kiss your Mistress."

"Yes, Mistress." She looks like she's going to explode when I say it.

She cups my cheek when I reach her, fingers tight behind my ears, pulling me down into a kiss that starts tender before quickly becoming aggressive and hungry. It's a shock. She's never kissed me like this before — never looked at me like this before. And when her hand slides up the inside of my thigh and starts playing with my cock through my panties, stroking my entire length with just the tips of her fingers, she's never pleasured me like this before. I moan and melt into her. For an instant, all my masculine defenses are gone.

And then she says it.

"Your little clitty is so adorably pathetic in those pretty panties. It's like it was made to be hidden away under silk and lace," Jenna breathes.

My eyes snap open as I pull away from her mouth and stare at her in disbelief. She's always been sensitive about that, and while I might not be as big as the other guys, I always make sure to pleasure her. There's nothing I can do about what I was born with. But she's looking up at me with those huge hazel eyes, begging me to play along, and even though she doesn't stop moving her hand, she looks guilty — but not enough to stop.

"You were made for these, weren't you?" she says, still stroking me. "That tiny excuse for a cock was always meant to be a pretty sissy clitty buried in frilly panties. Look how it barely makes a bump!"

"Is that why you wanted her dressed up like this?" The Lady Jane says. "Because she's too small to ever pleasure you like a man?"

"Now you don't have to worry about your itty-bitty cock, baby. Now you can be a pretty girl just like us. Doesn't that feel better than pretending to be a man?"

"And we'll teach you everything you need to know about feminine pleasure. Should we start now, Jenna?"

My wife grins and pushes me away, pointing to a spot on the floor in front of her. "Kneel, Julia."

I'm still reeling from it all. The part of my brain that knows better than to go along with this hasn't come online yet even if I keep wishing it would. So I stumble backwards and sink to the ground in a purple cloud of silk and look up at the pair of them, each like a statue of a Roman goddess, all curves and muscle and perfect, slender forms.

And then they start to kiss.


Chapter 4

It's such a shock that it takes me a second to even process what's happening. I try to think of it in real terms, what I'm actually looking at: There are two women kissing above me — my wife and her best friend, a stunning woman I barely know. Their hands are already roaming over their bodies. I'm on my knees in front of them, dressed in purple silk, my name changed and manhood reduced and feminized and still, horribly, rock hard. Maybe harder than it's ever been.

The Lady Jane squeezes Jenna's tits through her shirt; my wife moans, then dives into the other woman for a kiss, latex squeaking and stretching as she grinds herself against her. My eyes flit back and forth between the two of them, drinking in every sight: the way their hips push together, the way their hair mingles like molten silver and rich chocolate, how their tongues dart across lips painted in deep pink and midnight purple. I can't remember the last time I saw Jenna this horny. Her tiny pleated skirt has risen up high enough that I can see the tiny black lace thong she's wearing.

The one she once tried to get me to wear.

"Do you want to join us, Julia?" The Lady Jane says breathlessly. She turns to stare at me with her bright green eyes.

It's every guy's fantasy, right? Getting to watch his wife make out with another woman. But this is darker than my late-night high school thoughts. This is being turned into someone new entirely — and liking it, even if I don't really mean to. This isn't just some innocent fantasy. And yet...

"Yes, Lady," I breathe.

Jenna grins. "Too bad."

They go back to kissing, except now the Lady Jane's hand is clenched around my wife's ass beneath her skirt, and now they're not just giggling and kissing, they're moaning. Exploring. I watch in equal parts fascination and horror as Jenna unbuttons the front of The Lady Jane's shirt, revealing a black bra trimmed in white lace underneath, and then starts sucking on her neck. They turn to face me so I can see how their hands work at each other's bodies, how their hips start grinding together in little circles. There's the sound of a zipper and the Lady Jane's latex skirt slips off over her knees to reveal pale skin and dense black tattoos.

There are women having sex in front of me and I'm so hard that it hurts.

"What do you think, Julia?" My wife says. "Are you going to be a good girl for us?"

The words make my whole body shudder. "Yes." Then: "Yes, Mistress."

"Mmm," Jenna purrs. "She learns fast, doesn't she? We should have done this years ago!"

I look up at them, feeling helpless. My heart is pounding out of control in my chest. Years? How long has this been going on? They're looking at each other and not me, still lost in their own little world — one where they're kissing again and moaning into each other's mouths while Jenna pulls off the Lady Jane's shirt completely and throws it away from her with a satisfied grin on her face.

"I have fantasies, too," Jenna says to me before plunging her hand into the Lady Jane's white panties and slurping a nipple into her mouth. The Lady Jane moans.

"Your fantasy is... making fun of your husband?"

Jenna giggles around the Lady Jane's nipple, but doesn't take it out of her mouth. "My fantasy is fucking my best friend while my husband watches from where he belongs. From where she belongs," she says, finally releasing it with a loud pop! that makes the Lady Jane shiver and squeal. Then they both laugh and start kissing again. They look like models: Jenna, petite but curvy, in black bra and panties; the Lady Jane, all long limbs and pale skin and dramatic curves, naked except for her black underwear.

"She looks so left out down there," the Lady Jane says. "Look at that little bump in your panties... it's adorable how it barely makes a dent in all that lace. That's why you were always meant to be a little sissy girl."

"Touch yourself, Julia," the Lady Jane hisses to me. "Just like a girl does."

"But don't you dare have a little... sissy accident," Jenna says. "I bet your panties are going to be as wet as mine from that pathetic little thing dribbling so much in them."

Like a girl?

My hand trembles as I rub my clit — no, I chide myself, my cock! — through the panties. They're thick enough that I can't really get my fingers around my shaft. Instead, I spread my index and middle fingers apart into a V and squeeze them on either side of my cock through the purple silk. There's a tiny sensation on the sides and a powerful, slippery pleasure right at the tip. I can't pump myself, not really. So I'm forced to rub myself in tiny circles.

Just like Jenna is as she watches me.

"Oh, fuck, that is so hot," she moans. "You're not even stroking yourself. You really do have a tiny clitty!"

"Those tiny circles you're making... that's it. You're learning to pleasure yourself like the girl you are. Men stroke, women rub. And what are you doing, Julia?"

It should hurt to hear it. But it only makes the pleasure better — far better than it's ever felt before. They're rubbing themselves now, too, their hands in each other's panties as they look down at me from the couch.

"I'm rubbing my... rubbing my clitty."

lets out a shuddering sigh as the Lady Jane works her faster and harder. She's so wet that the couch beneath her is soaked, too, her head thrown back and body writhing with pleasure that I've never been able to give her.

Not like this.

"I think it's time for our new plaything to show us how thankful she is," the Lady Jane moans. Jenna leans over and kisses her, shivering with desire.

"I agree. Hands out of your panties, Julia. Time to practice." She spreads her legs open and pulls her panties to the side. "Show me how much better you are as a girl than you ever could be as a man."


Chapter 5

"Oh, fuck," my wife moans from above me. "You're so much better like this than you were before."

"Go slow," the Lady Jane instructs. "Be patient. This isn't about you, Julia. It's all about her."

"If you do a good enough job, baby," Jenna gasps. "I'll let you cum."

The Lady Jane smirks down at me. "The way a pretty girl is supposed to."

None of it should be right, I know that. I shouldn't enjoy the feeling of the babydoll as it brushes on my rear or the touch of lace on my thighs or the sweet touch of satin on the tip of my cli — cock. Everything they've said to me should be cruel and hurt me, not make me harder. I should man up and take my wife the way she needs, not let her be pleasured by some other woman.

And so I surprise even myself when I say it, the words coming out of me almost unbidden: "You think I'm pretty?"

Jenna giggles and reaches down to cup my face in her hands. She strokes my cheeks with her thumbs and smiles at me like she used to. There's love and affection there, even through the haze of hunger. "Oh, baby. You are absolutely stunning." My breath catches in my throat. It shouldn't make me feel so good, but it does — especially knowing that it comes from my beautiful wife.

I flick my tongue against her swollen clit and she bucks and squeals. "And you're so much better at that in your pretty frillies than any of your clumsy efforts as Tyler. Your mouth is the only thing that ever came close to satisfying me."

Does that mean she only wants me as Julia now?

"When we're done with her," the Lady Jane purrs. "She'll have mastered all these feminine techniques."

"Ohh," Jenna moans. "And so many more. I can't wait to give her what she needs."

"I'm going to give you a taste of it first," the Lady Jane says with a grin.

Jenna shudders with excitement. "More than a taste, I hope. That's the closest I ever get to a real man."

My eyes go wide and snap up towards hers — could she really be talking about what I think she is? But then her body stiffens and shakes like nothing I've ever seen before. She lets out a long moan that fills the room and her hands grip my hair tight, holding my face against her as she cums. Her whole body is shaking; her thighs clench around my ears. The Lady Jane holds her tight through it all, the back of her head, keeping her in a tight kiss, the other playing at her breasts.

And I'm just a toy.

She pulls me off her once she's finished and sits back heavily on the couch, panting and gasping and grinning up at the ceiling in a daze. Her panties are soaked and the couch is probably ruined. A part of me is proud. Then she looks down at me and giggles breathlessly.

"That was so much better than anything you've ever done, Julia."

"Did you enjoy that, sissy?"

I squirm beneath their gazes. Under their control. "Yes," I admit.

"Show us."

"I bet your little clitty is drowning in pre-cum right now," Jenna breathes. "That's what happens when real women take control and little sissies like you have to watch."

When I lean back and spread my legs, the wet spot at the front of my panties is almost as big as the one on the couch.

The Lady Jane gasps and covers her mouth, the corners of her eyes squeezing up in delight. "Look how wet her panties are! I've never seen any one of my sissies get that wet that quickly before."

Jenna's biting her lip, looking down at me with a strange mix of pride and hunger. "My little Julia was always meant to be this way. That's why she could never satisfy me as Tyler."

"Julia," the Lady Jane says, her head lolling to the side, framed by platinum. "Back to the bag. Get the pink one."

Pink one? I crawl to the bag, my nightie spilling around me, pantied rear waving in the air. Both women giggle in delight at it and I can't help but feel strangely aroused by knowing how hot it is. I fish my hand into the bag, through layers of cool silk and sweet lace until I find what I'm sure she wants, even if I can't see the color. When I pull my hand out, my stomach clenches.

"Ohh," Jenna moans when she sees it. "That's the biggest cock that's ever been in this house."

The vibrator is even shaped like one — bright pink but otherwise very real looking, with a thick head peeking out from the foreskin and veins curling along its massive length. It's everything mine isn't. And even as I try not to imagine it, to push the thoughts away and focus on what's happening right now, I shudder.

Because I can't help but wonder what it would feel like inside of me.

"You want your wife to put you in your place," the Lady Jane purrs. "Don't you?"

There's no need for words. I nod quickly. Yes, yes, yes. That's all I want right now — that and to know what it feels like to be a woman pleasured by someone else. To be Julia, pretty girl sissy.

When I return to the couch, the Lady Jane plucks the dildo from my fingers and rubs it up and down the front of my wife's soaked panties, drawing out squealing, gasping moans from her. She pushes it in just enough to dent the lace, threatening my wife with penetration, her eyes glued to mine the entire time. A promise to give Jenna what I never could. Taunting me.

"There's another outfit in that bag, Julia," she says. "Get it, turn around, and put it on. And don't you dare turn around until I give you permission."

"Yes, Lady," I say, and scurry back over to the bag.


Chapter 6

The moans are loud and deeply pleasured. All I want to do is turn around and look. They're right behind me, not ten feet away, doing who-knows-what to each other. I should go and stop this and take Jenna. If I was a real man, that's exactly what I'd do.

Instead, I roll the sheer nylon stockings slowly up my legs.

"Oh, fuck, Jenna," the Lady Jane groans, her voice breaking on my wife's name. "Oh, fuck. Right there, right on my clit."

"Do you think Julia wants me to kiss her clitty like this?"

"She's probably never been this hard in her life," the Lady Jane says.

"I bet her little clitty is aching right now, listening to real girls pleasure each other."

I whimper as I slip the garter belt into place. It's tall and purple, too, the same material as the nightie was. Frothy black lace spills out from the waistband and along the curves of the straps. Fat purple bows sit atop each clasp, the ribbons trailing down my thighs.

There's a happy squeal followed by a long gasp that could only belong to Jenna. "Ohh... Oh, Jane, that feels so good!"

"Look, she has her garter belt on now."

"Fuck, I never thought her ass could actually look good."

"Bend over, sissy. Spread your legs and wiggle your ass like a girl."

I do, gasping at the sweet stretch of nylon over my legs, sliding my hips from side to side as I keep my eyes dutifully glued on the wall in front of me. There are more giggles and more moans and more whispers behind me.

"Look, you can't even see anything between her legs!" Jenna says.

"She looks just like a real girl. Just the right size for these little panties."

"But she's still such a dirty slut," my wife purrs. "All wet from sucking her Mistress's pussy."

I pull the purple panties up slowly, relishing the feeling of the lace tickling my nylons. This is a different pair — full coverage in the front, and still perfectly smooth and flat despite my throbbing shaft — but with a thong back that slips between my cheeks and almost disappears. There's no question about which side of me the women are interested in.

"Do I really need this?" I say, lifting the bra and almost turning around before remembering my instructions.

"Of course, sissy," the Lady Jane says breathlessly. The sounds from behind me are loud, now — slippery wetness and desperate panting. They must be going at it hard now, and the thought only makes me want to turn around more. "How else are you going to look like the sexy girl you're meant to be?"

"I don't have any boobs!"

"The more you embrace being Julia, the less embarrassed you'll feel about Tyler's lack of performance. It's not a failure when you accept what you truly are."

She leaves the rest unspoken. There's no need to detail it. It's obvious enough, especially as I clasp the bra at my back, the satin cups pushing my chest up and together enough to give me a facsimile of cleavage shrouded behind more black lace. Another purple bow sits right in between them to match the pair on either strap.

There's only one thing left to put on. Just looking at it makes me shake, and I can't tell if it's fear or excitement or something else. It's so strange how I can be in a three-piece set of matching lingerie, how I can have my manhood mocked mercilessly, how I can have a new girl's name — and yet it's putting on a dress that feels like crossing a Rubicon. Like just wearing that will be the final proof of everything they've been saying.

Jenna and the Lady Jane moan behind me as I pick it up and hold it in front of me. It rustles sweetly, a white lace petticoat peeking out from beneath a tiny skirt made from tiered purple satin trimmed in black lace. The bodice has two lines of ruffles that run from the top of the skirt up and over my shoulders, where they flare out into long straps that brush against the translucent balloon sleeves. The garment is a masterwork of exaggerated femininity: demure and slutty, girlish and seductive.

I slip the dress down over my head. My arms disappear into lacy layers then reappear in the sleeves while the dress' heft settles around me. It's like a better version of the nightie in every way. More swish, more swing, more silk, more lace. It squeezes me just right, tickles me just enough. I twirl experimentally in it and can't suppress a little giggle when I feel it swirl around me.

"Oh, isn't that cute," the Lady Jane says.

"Turn around, baby."

Slowly, carefully, I spin on my heels, afraid of what their reactions might be to this whole thing. Jenna and the Lady Jane are watching me even as their hands continue to explore each other's bodies while they sit with legs splayed wide open. They're both covered in a sheen of sweat and panting loudly, moaning between kisses. The Lady Jane's hand is inside my wife's panties again; Jenna has hers deep in the other woman's. They're stunning and I feel a spike of disgust with myself as I look at them. There's no way I could be as gorgeous as they are.

"Oh Julia, look at you," Jenna breathes, her fingers still working inside the Lady Jane. "That dress was made for your body. All those years trying to be Tyler... what a waste."

"You look so natural in that," the Lady Jane confirms. "Beautiful. So girlish."

"Do a little twirl again," Jenna commands, her voice thick with arousal. "Show us how that pretty dress makes you feel."

I spin again, faster this time, feeling my skirt fly up around me and exposing everything else beneath. The stockings, the garter belt, the purple thong. When I stop and face them again, my chest is heaving. My whole body feels alive, like it's on fire — like my skin itself is burning. It doesn't hurt but I can't help but wonder if things will ever feel normal after this.

When I stop, they're still staring at me, still aroused. But there's something new with them, now. Black leather with shiny silver rings and a strange hole at the front. Almost like a pair of panties, but without enough coverage to even be that titillating. Barely more than a harness. A harness the Lady Jane is sticking the pink dildo into while she looks up at me from under her eyebrows.

"Would you like to fuck your wife the way us pretty girls do?"


Chapter 7

It might be the last time I ever have a woman kneeling in front of me.

I can only catch a glimpse of her platinum hair and the curve of her ass beneath white lace as she helps me step into the strap-on harness. The pink cock waggles suggestively in front of it. Jenna can't take her eyes off it.

"Look at you, Julia. Finally wearing a cock worthy of your wife. That pathetic little clit between your legs could never stretch her like this will. Like she deserves."

The tip barely peeks out from beneath the white lace and purple satin of my dress. The room is electric as I stand there, shaking, my dress whispering around me. The Lady Jane tightens the harness around me and stands. The weight of the pink silicone cock jutting out from my body feels alien yet strangely right. She put the harness over my panties, trapping my tiny clit inside, rock hard against silk panties the stiff leather back of the harness.

"Your little clitty disappears completely under the harness," the Lady Jane purrs. "Like it was never there at all."

"Yes, Lady," I moan, wrapping my fingers around the swaying shaft and stroking it automatically. I can almost feel it.

The two women burst into giggles. "It's so much bigger than what you were born with," Jenna says with a grin. "Is this what you've been hiding from me all these years? That you'd rather put on panties and wear a real cock?"

"Now she's finally equipped with one worthy of you," the Lady Jane says, giving Jenna a kiss. "Are you ready?"

"Dying for it."

She lays back on the couch, pulling off her soaked panties and tossing them to the ground. Her skirt is still on. I used to especially like it when she did that. Now, I guess, we'll both keep wearing our pretty clothes. My wife looks up at me like she has so many times before, except this time everything is strange. She doesn't look worried or disappointed. I don't have to push any anxiety from my mind. For the first time , she looks happy to be beneath me like this. It's not just that things are different, now.

It's that things are right.

"It's so much bigger," she says with a giggle. "Remember how you used to apologize every time you slipped out?"

My stomach tightens. I do remember, and the shame that went with it. But now I don't have to.

"Now I'm going to you properly," I say softly, and watch her melt beneath me. She reaches up and pulls me down into a kiss, the strap-on sliding against her pussy, my dress rustling against her stomach.

"Fuck," Jenna moans, "This feels better than anything else ever could."

Her hand slides between us and grips the thick shaft — thicker than mine was even at its best — then guides it in place over her glistening hole. Her legs wrap around me as she holds the dildo steady for me and kisses me hard again. I push my hips forward and there's a gasp when I penetrate her fully in one swift stroke.

"Oh, fuck," she moans, her eyebrows pushed up into a high arch on her forehead. "Oh, fuck, fuck!"

"What does it feel like, Julia?" the Lady Jane purrs. "Does your clitty feel good in your little panties? Pleasuring your wife the way only a girl could."

I'm so hard it hurts. As I push in and out, my clit is pinned against the harness, the underside rubbing against the silk. I can feel pre-cum pouring out of me as pleasure like I've never felt before rushes through my body. It's better than any time we've had sex before.

It's the only way I ever want to do it again.

"Isn't it ironic?" the Lady Jane says over Jenna's squeals of abject pleasure and my shuddering, girlish moans. "You had to become a woman to fuck her like a man."

The thought is enough to send me over the edge — that I'm fucking her as a girl; that this is how girls play together. That I was always one of them — that my cock doesn't belong inside of her. It belongs here, sliding against my panties while my cock — my real cock — thrusts deep inside her without slipping out, our bodies rocking together in perfect harmony. The silicone cock feels amazing between my legs even if the pleasure I get isn't from being inside my wife. Even with its huge size and impossible girth, it slides easily in and out of my wife's pussy.

"Remember, Julia — don't fuck her like Tyler did with that disappointing little nub. Fuck her like the girl you are."

Jenna reaches up to stroke my face. "Your little clitty could never reach my spots, but this is what I've always needed from you."

The orgasm rips through her. She makes noises I've never heard her make before, her body shuddering and stiffening so intensely that for a moment, I'm worried that I've actually hurt her instead of pleasured her. But then she relaxes and slumps back down onto the couch, gasping loudly, aftershocks of pleasure sending tremors through her.

"Oh, fuck!"

Her legs shake around me as I continue thrusting into her slowly. Every time I bottom out, her body jerks and spasms like an aftershock of the initial climax. She wraps her arms around my waist and me tighter against her, forcing me deeper inside. Her hips move in time with mine, helping me find the perfect rhythm — the one that brings us both closer and closer to ecstasy.

"That's it, Julia," the Lady Jane breathes as she watches us on the couch. "No more pretending you're something else. Just a girl pleasing her wife."

It's almost enough to make me cum.

"I think — I think I might —" I stammer, my voice little more than a grunt.

"No," the Lady Jane says firmly. "You do not have permission."

Jenna looks up at me, hair matted to her forehead with sweat, eyes glazed over with pleasure she's never from me before. All it took was a dress and a toy and a dominatrix — and they're not done with me yet.

"It's your turn next, baby," Jenna breathes. "So you can cum like a girl, too."


Chapter 8

If anything, it looks better on her than it did on me.

But that doesn't make less terrified.

Her arousal is still dripping off the pink strap-on, but the Lady Jane makes me lubricate it more anyway, on my knees, skirts spread around me.

"Properly," she commands. "You're not a whore. You're a classy girl for your lovely wife. Back straight, hands in your lap. Show her how thankful you are for this."

Jenna thrills in rubbing it over my lips before easing the tip into my mouth. I can still taste her on it. The shaft fills my mouth easily as she thrusts gently between my lips. It makes my stomach twist with excitement and takes almost all my control not to wrench back the hem of my skirt and play with my throbbing clitty inside my soaked purple panties.

The Lady Jane kneels beside us and watches as I suck my wife's toy clean. "I bet that feels better than anything Tyler could ever do for you," she purrs.

"But not as good as what I'm going to do to her next."

"Is that what you want, Julia? To be fucked like a pretty girl in her pretty dress?"

"Yes," I say so softly it's almost inaudible.

The Lady Jane tilts her head forward, pointing her ear at me. "I'm not sure I heard that, sissy."

"Yes, please, Mistress," I say, my eyes locked to my wife's. I watch my words work their way through her. Her eyes darken with arousal as she looks down at me. A small smile plays across her face.

"You want me to fuck your tight little sissy hole?"

My words disappear so I nod instead.

"That little nod," Lady Jane observes. "So delicate. So feminine. A boy would have grunted or said something crude. But Julia asks so sweetly."

Jenna helps me to stand and gives me a kiss, pushing her body against mine, the strap-on finding its way beneath my skirts and knocking against the front of my panties. Her eyes snap open when it does and she gasps

"I think I felt your little clitty! You're so hard."

"A sissy girl's first cock is so important," the Lady Jane says. "It's so special that you're the one to give it to her."

"Bend over for me, baby," Jenna says, cocking her head towards the couch. "And lift your skirts."

My legs feel like jelly as I walk towards it. The room has narrowed down to just the three of us. It's like something out of a dream, but I can't tell if I want to wake up or not. I lean forwards, setting my elbows on the armrest. It's low enough that I'm leaning down and flops forwards around me. My rear is framed by silk and lace. Jenna gasps when she sees it.

"So cute. What a perfectly fuckable ass."

She hooks her finger into my thong back and pulls it from between my cheeks, letting it snap against my skin as she runs her fingers up and down where it used to be. I gasp at the intense, foreign sensation. I've heard about guys asking for reach arounds but never had the confidence to do it. Always worried about what it would mean if she pleasured me like that. If she'd ever want my cock again...

"So sensitive," Lady Jane coos. "Like a proper girl should be."

I whimper when I feel the cool, slippery tip of her cock replace her fingers, every muscle in my body tensing, my eyes wide but looking at nothing. All I can focus on is what's happening behind me. My dress rustles as I shiver, my garter belts tug my stockings up, my legs tremble in my stilettos. The Lady Jane is next to Jenna, instructing her on how to slip the cock inside of me, how to get the right angle.

And then all at once, it's in!

"Oh!" I gasp. The sound is high and feminine.

Jenna giggles. "Does that feel nice, baby?"

"Oh, fuck," I groan as it stretches me open, pain and pleasure rushing through me.

"You're opening up for me so nicely," Jenna purrs.

"Taking her cock like a good girl," the Lady Jane says. She circles around to me, tilting my head up with the side of her finger so I'm looking at her, and laughs when she sees my expression. "Look at her face!" The cock pushes deeper into me and I let out a long moan. "She's discovering what real pleasure feels like. Not that sad little dribble she got from rubbing her pathetic clitty."

"Is that true, baby? Do you like my big, hard cock inside of your tight little ass?"

"Yes," I moan. "Yes, oh fuck, yes!"

"'Yes,' what, baby?"

"Yes, Mist — oh!"

My eyes widen as something intense flashes across my body. Jenna giggles. She knows she found it. And now she'll keep hitting it every time she thrusts into me, making sure I feel every inch of the silicone cock. It's pleasure like I've never known was possible. Not just in my clit, like when I'd play with myself, but everywhere, like sunshine spilling out over my body.

"That's your sissy spot," the Lady Jane says. "And good girls can cum just from that."

"Please," I groan. "Please — I — I want — that, M-M-Mistress."

"She can't make sentences anymore," the Lady Jane says with a satisfied smile. "That's how you know you're fucking her properly. Men talk too much. Girls just feel."

Jenna is slow and tender as she fucks me, bent over the couch in my dress and heels, pre-cum squirting out of my clit with every deep thrust. Despite all of it, it doesn't feel wrong or humiliating. It feels intimate. Romantic.

It feels right.

"I want to cum like this," I moan. "Please, Mistress, please!"

Jenna speeds up her thrusts. "I've always wanted to do this to you. Ever since I caught you looking at my panties that first time. I knew you were meant to wear them, not just admire them."

"And when she couldn't," the Lady Jane purrs, staring straight into me, her eyes so intense that for just an instant, she becomes my entire world. "I was there to give her the pleasure you couldn't."

Years. They've been together for years. The Lady Jane had given my wife everything I couldn't. Pleasure — excitement — but now I could be better. I would learn from them both how to give it to Jenna myself. How to live as a woman who makes love with another woman. Not a man who pretends. A woman whose body responds to stimulation the way a woman's should: a sweet, throbbing clitty, moans and sighs and whimpers of pleasure. My breath catches in my throat as she pounds me faster. Deeper. I'm on fire, every nerve alive. My dress is a swirling mass around me, tickling my nipples through the cups of my bra while they stiffen against the fabric.

"I think our girl is getting close," Lady Jane observes. "Look at her face, Jenna. She's about to have her first real orgasm."

"I want to cum," I moan. "Please, Lady! Mistress!"

The pressure builds impossibly. My entire body trembles. I'm making sounds I've never made before — high, desperate whimpers.

"That's it," Jenna encourages. "Let go. Cum like the pretty girl you are."

My panties can barely contain it all. I scream as I erupt into them, pumping thick ribbons of sissy cream one after the other in time with Mistress' thrusts, her thick cock driving pleasure deep into my brain and cum out into my panties. It keeps coming, again and again until my head spins, her thrusts never slowing, only slipping out of me when my arms are shaking so hard they collapse under me and send me falling over the armrest. My legs shake wildly beneath my dress.

"What a cute ass," Jenna says, her playful smack sending another wave of pleasure through me and squeezing more cum into my panties.

Lady Jane giggles as she looks down at me panting over the couch. "You're welcome for the present, Julia."

"Is that — are we — done?" I stammer.

"Do you want to be?"

I don't even have to think about it. I push myself back up to standing on wobbly legs. Cum spills out of my panties, dribbling down my legs, drawing dark lines in my stockings. The strap-on glistens between Jenna's thighs and her eyes widen when I turn toward her, dress rustling around my quivering legs.

"I never want to be Tyler again."
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"No sissy cream yet," she instructs, her hand working mercilessly over my trembling body. "Good girls wait for permission."

One afternoon in my best friend's house changes everything. Matilda Jameson — stunning, commanding, irresistible — sees something in me I've never acknowledged.

And she knows exactly how to break me.

The first touch of silk against my skin awakens something I've buried deep inside. When she locks me in chastity and christens me "Ashlee," I should protest. Instead, I find myself aching for her approval, desperately seeking her praise as I explore pleasures I never knew existed.

But as the boundaries between Fletcher and Ashlee blur, I must decide: am I simply playing her game, or becoming exactly who I was always meant to be?
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“I think the pink is beautiful,” she grinned at my obvious delight. “The garter belt is just perfect on you. But there’s something else I want to see you in.”

I turned to face her, trying to keep my eyes away from the lump in her black satin panties. Trying not think about where it’s going to go.

“I want to see you in white,” she said, showing me the bustier. “All ready for me to take you.”

Family friend Katherine Steele needs a place to stay — and I have an open room. How can I say no to a stunning woman who dresses like that, all skirts and stockings, emphasizing her girlish figure?

It isn’t long before my curiosity gets the best of me and I get caught playing with her panties. But to my surprise, she isn’t angry — in fact, she’s thrilled to dress me up in her prettiest lingerie and sexiest stockings. I can’t imagine anything more exciting.

And then I see what’s between her legs.

Katherine insists on keeping me pretty and locked, and before I know it, that’s all I want, too. But can I satisfy her the way she needs, even all locked up? And am I really ready for her to bend me over and make me into a proper sissy?

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/her-sissy-plaything or…
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“This is how I’ve always wanted you,” she moaned, her hand grasping my cage buried in my panties. The satin of my dress hid her hand from view as it disappeared into the petticoats. “Locked and dressed. Ready to serve.”

“Thank you,” I moaned as she squeezed it.

“Shhhh,” she hushed, putting her finger to my glossy lips. “Let’s use that mouth for something more fun.”

I’d do anything for my wife — that’s what a husband is supposed to do, right? So when Veronica asks me to try putting on lingerie, I give it a shot for her. After all, I love seeing her in stockings and heels. Maybe it’ll be a little fun to wear them, too.

But once isn’t enough for her, and before I know it, she’s transformed me into a beautiful, sissy plaything perfectly suited to serve her needs. Her favorite thing to do is tease me until I’m a satin-clad, moaning mess — and then refuse to let me finish.

Things are fun, but Veronica wants to take things even further. Am I ready to go on a sissy vacation with her? What if she wants to make my denial permanent? What if she wants a sissy more than a husband?

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/sissy-housewife-1 or…
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”Don't they feel wonderful?" she grinned, running her hands down my stocking-glazed legs.

I shivered in response.

”Wouldn't it be so wonderful to be let out of this?" she continued as her fingers wandered across my soft, silk panties and the throbbing, desperate cage tucked inside. I ached for her touch, burned with need for it. "But you still have six more months in there," she finished with a gleeful smirk.
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