
        
            
                
            
        

    
Trained to be Her Bride: Feminized for my Fiancée: August Sissy of the Month

by Vanessa Lockridge


“Your fiancée desires that I train you,” The Lady Jane's voice drops to a silky purr. “But she wouldn't send you to me unless she sensed what I see plainly: a man desperate to be taught who he really is.”

When my fiancée sends me to a mysterious brownstone as punishment for a bachelor party gone wild, I expect a weekend of relationship counseling — not a complete dismantling of everything I thought I knew about myself. Every layer of clothing The Lady Jane strips away is replaced by something forbidden and beautiful: satin against my skin, stockings sliding up my legs, and a new name that makes my heart race.

Ariana.

When I return to Melissa, I expect the game to end. But our wedding night won't be what I imagined. I'm won’t be her husband — I'm going to be her bride. And as she claims me completely, I'm forced to confront the truth.

Perhaps this is who I was always meant to be.
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Chapter 1: Correction

"It was just a strip club!" I complain — whine, really — to the unmoving woman with her arms crossed in front of me. "It wasn't even my idea. It was his!"

"Hey, don't throw me under the bus," John says. "Bachelor parties are supposed to be wild."

"And apparently it was so wild that both of you need some behavior correction," the woman says, a smirk playing around the corner of her red lips. She's stunning, that's for sure, but that doesn't make me any happier to be here. Melissa looked positively ebullient when I stepped out of the car in front of the intimidating brownstone. Don't get me wrong, I like making my fiancée happy. But there was something in that smile that made me uneasy.

"'Correction,'" John mutters with unhidden disgust. "I know what this really is."

The woman smiles. "Then we can skip the formalities. As long as you remain in this house, you will refer to me by my appropriate title: The Lady Jane. Do you understand?"

It all feels so ridiculous. I nod and try to suppress an eye roll. This is like something out of a bad TV show.

"Your time here will be made substantially easier if you follow my instructions without objecting. Unless, of course, objecting — and having your pathetic excuses for manhood thoroughly dismantled — appeal to you." The Lady Jane's voice drops to a silky purr. "Your partners both desire that I train you. But they wouldn't send you to me unless they sensed what I see plainly before me: two so-called men desperate to be released from the prison of failing masculinity."

"What the hell are you talking about, lady?"

"'The Lady Jane', if you please, Andrew."

She strides into a side room and gestures for us to follow. John and I exchange looks before we do. For a moment, all my frustrations are forgotten: the room is beautifully appointed, but it's the girl in the middle of it that I find more interesting, and judging from his slack jaw, John does too. She is tall and slender and radiant, with high cheekbones and one of those mouths that never seems to quite close. Her hair is pulled back into a ponytail that exposes her long neck and razor-sharp collarbones.

But it's her dress that makes it even better. A tiny, frilly maid's dress in some shiny material that looks slippery and soft, trimmed by frothy white lace and all sitting atop an underskirt so dense that it holds her skirt out to the side. Her long legs emerge from it, glazed in sheer black nylons, and I can see her garter straps and maybe even a hint of her panties.

"Chrys," the Lady Jane says. "These are our new charges."

The maid beams at us. "They have so much potential!"

"Potential?" I ask.

"Oh yes," the Lady Jane says, dropping into an expensive-looking armchair in the corner. "Explain, Chrys."

The maid giggles and grins. Nobody has ever looked so delicious. I didn't even know women like this existed outside of strip clubs and computer screens. So when she speaks and I manage to use enough of my brain to understand her words instead of imagining the sounds she'd make on her back, it's a total shock. The last thing I expected. A truly crazy sentence.

"When you're finished, you'll be just like me!"


Chapter 2: An Exciting Idea

"No way. No way!"

"Come on, man," John grumbles next to me. "It's not like we have a choice."

"No way. I'm not doing this!"

"Are you sure, Andrew? Your fiancée will be very disappointed," the Lady Jane drawls.

"We're not even married yet, and even if we were, she doesn't control me!"

"No," the Lady Jane smirks. "This weekend, I believe I have that privilege. And what a privilege it is to witness the moment when a man's façade finally crumbles." She traces her finger along my jawline. "And you're already quivering for me, aren't you, princess?"

"It's just a weekend," John says. "We'll get through it together."

I screw up my face and look at him. "Do you want to do this?"

His widen. "No, man! Of course not! But we're here. I don't have a car. Tessa's probably even more pissed at me than Melissa is at you. Do I want to put on a dress like that? No! Not a chance, no way. But it's just a weekend."

"Besides," comes Chrys' purring voice. She's suddenly on top of me, so close I can feel her body heat and smell the sweet floral perfume that wafts from her. How did she sneak up on me like that in stilettos like that? "Aren't you curious to know what you've been missing your entire life?"

Her lips are almost on mine. My eyes flick down to them. They part, slowly. Then her tongue sneaks out for a moment. I feel something stirring inside me. What if... what if it doesn't seem like such a bad idea?

I shake my head to clear it. The spell breaks, and I turn back to John. He shrugs apologetically, then says, "We might as well give it a try."

If it'll get me and John out of the dog house, it might be worth it. Besides, what's the worst that could happen?

"Fine," I say.

I expected the Lady Jane to be pleased or give us a smile. Any reaction at all. But instead she looks bored, yawning before lying back in her chair. "Good. Strip."

Chrys is already tugging off my clothes before I even have a chance to object. It's probably on purpose, because I let her, even if I'm mortified to be doing it next to John. He, I can't help but notice, doesn't need to be told twice. He's naked before I am.

"See?" the Lady Jane says, pointing between my legs with a dismissive flick of her wrist. "I knew this was an exciting idea for you. Look at that pathetic little thing, already standing at attention like a good soldier. Though I'd hardly call it a weapon of mass destruction." She laughs coldly. "More like a peashooter. Isn't that adorable, Chrys? His little clitty thinks it's a real cock."

I glance down at my cock, which is, unfortunately, rock-hard. I can't believe it. Betrayed by own my penis.

"That precious little button already knows what it wants, and you haven't even seen your outfits yet. You have the perfect build for it, Andrew. Those narrow shoulders, those soft hips — by the time you're dressed, nobody would ever guess you weren't born to wear satin and lace."

"Clitty." It makes my stomach clench when she says it, and makes me furious when she keeps talking, thoroughly emasculating me in three quick sentences, delivered like someone couldn't be less interested in how I feel about all of this.

"Now kneel," the Lady Jane says, examining her fingernails. Chrys strolls across the room, skirts swinging and rustling with every step, depositing our clothes in a basket that she takes with her when she leaves.

John is on his knees first, and when I give him a disgusted look, he shrugs apologetically. I slowly go down to them too. I feel foolish. My knees sink into the soft carpet, but this still doesn't seem real. I expect her to say something to us while we're down there, but she just keeps looking at her fingernails, brushing away invisible imperfections while we wait. It isn't long before my thighs are burning and I'm squirming from the discomfort.

But I stay rock-hard the entire time.

"Look at them," the Lady Jane muses, as if we can't hear her. "Already on their knees where they belong. Nature has a way of putting creatures in their proper place, doesn't it? And their little clitties, so excited to be freed from the charade of manhood. That's what happens when you deny your true nature for too long — the moment someone gives you permission to be who you really are, your body can't help but respond."

The click-click of heels on wood announces Chrys' return. She sashays across the room, carrying a basket piled with pastel satin overflowing with bows, ribbons, lace, and ruffles. From this angle, I could look straight up her skirt and see her panties, but for some reason, I can't tear my eyes away from the clothes. When she sets them down, I catch the Lady Jane looking at me with a knowing smile on her face.

"It looks like Andrew is especially interested in the white, Chrys."

"Ooh, good choice," the maid giggles.

"We have to put it on right now?" John asks. Is it my imagination, or does he not sound as upset by this as I am? "What am I wearing?"

"We have this lovely pink nightie," Chrys says, lifting it from the basket and letting it unfurl.

It's short — even without him putting it on, I can tell it wouldn't even reach his butt. It looks like something straight out of the 1950s, with a ruffled, curving neckline. Smooth pink satin sways from it as she pinches it between her fingers, the hem trimmed in lace and ruffles and studded with pink bows. It's the girliest-looking thing I've ever seen.

Chrys drapes it over the back of a chair and plucks something else from the basket. "Matching panties!" she says in a sing-song voice. "And look, the white one matches!" she sticks out her lower lip like this is the cutest thing she's ever seen."You two are going to be the most darling sissy sisters!"

My skin crawls and my cock twitches and my head reels. "We have to put all of that on?"

The Lady Jane finally seems to take an interest in us. She struts over, hands on her hips, staring down at us. I let myself believe that the craziness is over now. That putting on lingerie is the extent of it.

But that hope evaporates when the Lady Jane speaks again.

"Of course, girls. A proper sissy must be dressed before she learns how to pleasure another woman with her mouth. I’m certain you've never managed it with those sad excuses for cocks." She pats my cheek condescendingly. "But don't worry, darling. Most women prefer a skilled tongue anyway, and you'll find you're much more useful as a plaything than you ever were as a man."


Chapter 3: Where You Belong

My hands shake as I get dressed. It's not just from the touch of the silky fabric on my bare skin. It's not just from the caress of lace as it brushes over my belly, the nightie swinging sweetly around me. It's not just from having my throbbing shaft wrapped up in the panties. It's not even from the churning in my stomach as I wrestle with myself about how good it all feels even though I know I shouldn't want any of this — even if Melissa wanted me to do it.

It's from knowing what's going to happen next.

"So pretty," gushes Chrys as she helps us into our stay-up stockings. Mine are white, John's are pink, and they make our legs look — I hate to admit it — absolutely incredible. "You two were totally meant for this."

"You think we're pretty?" John asks, his voice a little too hopeful.

"You look lovely, Joanna," the Lady Jane purrs.

"Joanna," he murmurs, tasting the new name.

The Lady Jane cups his chin in her hand and tilts his head back. "Such eager little things. Already excited by the feel of silk against your skin. That's the problem with men — they're so desperate to be strong that they deny themselves life's finest pleasures. The silken caress of lingerie, the freedom of submission." She runs her thumb across his lower lip. "But look at you now, trembling with desire. You make a far better girl than you ever did a man."

Her hand slithers down his neck, over his pink nightie and down to the front of his panties, and the noises he makes when she takes hold of him through them make my breath catch. When she squeezes, he squeals. I can see how hard he is, and so can she; the shape of his shaft pushes out from the smooth satin. And it only gets harder as she strokes him with one hand and caresses his face with the other.

"Those are so much prettier locked away in lace, don't you think, Ariana?" the Lady Jane smirks at me. "Look how Joanna's little clitty strains against its pretty prison, desperate for attention."

Ariana. The name sends tingles through me. It's a pretty name — but that's not something I thought I wanted. It's definitely not what I thought my future wife wanted. Suddenly a wave of shame crashes through me. I shouldn't have gone to the strip club. But is this punishment? Or is it something else?

The Lady Jane releases John and comes to me, her head lolling to the side, fingers playing with the hem of my white satin babydoll. She looks at me like I'm the most beautiful thing she's seen all day, as if Chrys isn't there, as if she hasn't looked in a mirror. I find it utterly intoxicating. I want everyone to look at me like that. Her, John, Chrys — Melissa.

"Your fiancée was quite specific about what she wants. A properly trained husband who knows his place.”

"Where is my place?"

She grins, so broadly that it scares me. No good can come from a look like that. She struts back across the room. When she leaves me untouched and still throbbing in my panties, there's a flash of jealousy for what John got, but it falls away when I watch her shimmy out of her pencil skirt. She has the most perfect ass I've ever seen: heart-shaped, with a line of black lace disappearing between her cheeks, all of it framed by garter straps holding up her stockings. She smiles at me over her shoulder, then drops onto the couch and spreads her legs.

"Right here. Between a real woman's thighs, where you belong. Come show me what you can do, girls." When we take a step, she holds up her hand and clicks her tongue. "Ah. Crawl. Like the desperate little sissies in heat you are. Let me see those satin panties stretched tight across your asses as you crawl to me."

My stomach flutters as we get down on hands and knees, my nightie swinging around my torso as I move. It feels, unfortunately, incredibly good, the lace and ruffles brushing my skin and making me even harder in my panties. Chrys giggles as she watches us, then bites her lip when we reach the Lady Jane. I can smell her arousal, and a flutter of anxiety works its way through my belly.

"Melissa wanted this?"

"She insisted upon it. She was very specific about your…” Jane’s eyes rove up and down my body, lingering on the front of my panties. “Inadequacies.”

"She's totally satisfied with me!" I bristle, looking up from between her legs, dressed in my frillies.

"Obviously not." But before I can object again, she knits her fingers into my hair and wrenches me forwards, burying me in her wetness. "Lick, slut. Show me what that useless mouth is actually good for. Joanna, show me how excited you are. There you go, darling. Does it feel nice to have that lovely silky nighty wrapped around your pathetic excuse for a cock? Oh, look at you shiver. Such a good sissy girl. Don't stop. Focus on the underside. You're dripping already! Making a mess of those pretty panties with your sissy juice. Proof that you were never meant to fuck — only to be fucked."

I'm desperate to see what's going on, but her grip is too tight on my head. Instead I lick and kiss and slurp desperately as she grinds against me. I'm going to prove to her that I don't need training. I don't need to be Ariana. I don't need any of this! But as I pleasure her and relish her gasps and moans, a darker thought creeps into my head, one that I try to push away but can't seem to expel. I might not need any of this.

But I might like it anyway.

"Even I can admit when I'm wrong," the Lady Jane says from above me, pulling me from between her legs. I sit backwards, resting my pantied ass on my stilettos with a self-satisfied smile on my face. It's a foolish thing to do, I know, because I know she'll see it as a challenge. Maybe I want her to. She beams down at me, teeth resembling fangs than a smile. "You're better with your mouth than I expected."

"Thank you," I say. Her eyebrows shoot up and I correct myself. "Thank you, Lady Jane."

"We'll work on that." John is still moaning behind me and I start to look before she snaps her fingers. "Eyes on me, Ariana. I'm pleased to see your skills with a woman. You've clearly had some practice, despite your many shortcomings elsewhere. Your tongue is one of the few parts of your anatomy that might actually be adequate for pleasing a woman."

She leans forwards, putting her face so close to mine that she could kiss me if she wanted. Or something worse.

"I wonder how skilled you are with another sissy.”


Chapter 4: Kiss It

"It's a very common fantasy. Most women, I imagine, want this sort of thing, even if they don't know it yet." The Lady Jane grins at me, twirling a strand of my hair around her finger. “Hardwired to worship at the altar of femininity. Aren't you lucky to have a partner who recognizes your true potential? Who sees the perfect little sissy slut just waiting to be unleashed?"

Lucky isn't exactly how I feel right now, but I can't deny that I've never been this excited in my life. The touch of the lingerie, Lady Jane's power over me, the illicit thrill at knowing how wrong it all is. But every time I think too much about it, my stomach tightens. About what's coming next. About what Melissa will say when she sees me.

About what the future holds.

"Don't be shy, girls," Chrys says behind us. Her hand lands on my ass and squeezes hard, making me squeak. "Show us how excited you are!"

"Do we really —"

"Yes," the Lady Jane says firmly, cowing me instantly. "Don't pretend you haven't thought about it. I can see it in your eyes — the way you look at Joanna in her pretty pink nightie. You want to know what those soft lips feel like, don't you? Want to feel her hands on your little clitty." She softens a little, laying back in her chair and watching John and I perched on the couch. "Start slow. Just legs."

Every muscle in my body is tense as I look into my best friend's eyes and slowly reach out a trembling hand to touch his leg in a way I never have with anyone else besides my fiancée. Not just friendly. Intimate. When my fingers brush across his stockings, I can't help but gasp, both at how soft they are and at the electricity I feel spark between us. Just the barest touch of my fingers makes him shiver and bite his lip. Makes his cock twitch in his panties.

"Good girls," the Lady Jane purrs.

I don't know what comes over me. I'm suddenly not myself. Suddenly there's this overwhelming urge for more — to make her moan even louder, to see if she'll tremble like that again when I stroke higher, to find out what sounds she makes when I do. My hand slides up her thigh, so close to her satin-clad crotch that my knuckles graze it as I move. She gasps and twitches and then melts, leaning forwards towards me. I do it too, almost automatically.

When our lips touch, it's like everything falls into place. All the anxiety disappears, replaced by an insatiable need. Not just to make Melissa happy, or the Lady Jane — but to please my friend. Hear her call me pretty. When her tongue presses against mine and slips into my mouth, I forget where we are or who I'm with. This is all that matters. This feeling, right here. Right now. Her hands wrap around me, holding me tightly to her.

And then she finds my cock.

It's just a gentle touch at first, an experimental probe with her fingertip through the satin, but it makes me squeal against her lips. Her eyes go wide and she pulls her hand away but I grab it, keep it in place, tug it back between my legs. This time the touch isn't careful or slow. She wraps her fingers around my throbbing shaft and strokes me through my panties. Stomach-twisting pleasure rushes through me. It's shocking that I'm letting this happen — that anyone is touching me there, like this. I'm in lingerie. This is my best friend, and he's dressed like that. It's all too much, too overwhelming, too pleasurable. My body buzzes and my thoughts spin out of control. I don't want this. I shouldn't want this.

So why does it feel so right?

"Touch your girlfriend, Ariana," the Lady Jane breathes, her voice thick with pleasure. "Like she's touching you. Feel how much bigger her clitty is than yours. How much more satisfying it would be for a woman. But don't worry — what you lack in size, you'll make up for in eagerness to please. That's the advantage of transforming a subpar man into a perfect sissy."

I spare a glance at her as Joanna and I break apart. She has her legs spread, Chrys buried between them, her perfect ass framed by her petticoat as it rests on her stilettos. It's achingly sexy. I want her to do that to me. I want to be her.

"Kiss me again," Joanna breathes, wrapping her fingers around the back of my head and pulling me back to her.

My fingers find her cock through her panties and feel the cold jolt as I think about what I'm doing. How good it feels. What it says about me. And then her lips are on mine again and it doesn't matter anymore. Nothing matters but this kiss and her hand and our girlish pleasure. We don't just touch each other — we stroke each other too. We moan into one another's mouths. I never thought something like this would be so incredibly sexy.

"Ariana," the Lady Jane moans. "Time to use your mouth. Show me how eager you are to taste a hard sissy clitty.”

It's like something drove needles into my back. I break away from Joanna, reeling backwards, but she's already pulling her panties down with eager speed, her little clitty bobbing free. It's pink with a red tip already dewy with pre-cum. It barely looks like a cock at all, framed by her frilly pink nightie and panties and stockings. Far bigger than mine, even if it's not huge.

"Kiss it."

I'm shaking as I lean forwards and down. The scent hits me: sweat and skin and musk, strangely intoxicating. I pause with it so close to my lips that I can feel the heat from it. I take a deep, shuddering breath, and lean all the way in. When my lips meet it, they part immediately. The taste floods through me, overwhelmingly sexual, sending shivers of excitement down my spine and making my cock twitch in my panties. A moan rumbles out of me without me even meaning to make it. All I know is how incredible this feels — how right — and that there's no stopping me now. No going back to who I was before.

Because I love having Joanna in my mouth.

It makes her moan. Makes her writhe under me as she buries her hands in my hair and urges me deeper on her cock — clit? — until it fills my mouth. Making me choke as her shaft presses against my throat and fills my nostrils with the smell of sex. This should be disgusting but it's anything but. Fuck, it only makes me want more. When she starts to rock her hips forwards and back, her shaft slipping in and out of my mouth, it's like an unspoken wish fulfilled. I suck and swirl and draw as much pleasure out of her as I can. My clit throbs desperately in my panties, twitching against the soft satin, aching for the same treatment.

"Fuck," the Jady Lane moans. "That's so hot, girls. Look at Ariana swallow that clitty. Like she was born for it. All those wasted years when you could have been on your knees, serving superior cocks with that pretty mouth. What a tragedy. But we're fixing that now, aren't we?"

"I'm gunna cum," Joanna moans, her voice pouty, almost whiny, but in a way that makes me suck her even harder. "Oh, fuck, that feels so good!"

"Cum, sissy girl," the Lady Jane says. "Fill her mouth up with your hot sissy cream."

It seems impossible at first, that I'd ever willingly let something like this happen to me. That I wouldn't recoil in horror. But when Joanna groans, twitches, and explodes into my mouth, nothing could be further from my mind. Hot gushes of salty liquid flood my tongue and spatter across my throat. I moan and swallow every drop, sucking harder as her shaft pumps inside me. It fills my belly with warmth. My own cock aches and throbs for more — and then I erupt, too, moaning around Joanna as I flood my own panties with my cum. I shake, legs shuddering, as shocked as I am aroused at being able to cum from nothing more than pretty lingerie and a cock in my mouth.

"Oh," the Lady Jane sighs, sounding pleased. "You two are so much better than I expected. Such perfect little cock-hungry sissies. Your clitties know what they really want, even if your minds haven't caught up yet. You're going to make your partners very, very happy."

I can still taste Joanna on my lips when we leave. There's no way back from what happened today — and maybe there never was. Maybe it always led here. Back to my house, where Melissa will be waiting for us. Where she'll see how excited this has made me. How wet my panties are with sissy cream.

And I'll find out what she has planned for our wedding.


Chapter 5: Her Sissy Bride

It all goes by in a blur, and as much as I want to remember it, all I can think about is the sexy little secret between me and Melissa.

There was a box on my dresser when I got dressed: white, closed with a satin bow, with a lipstick-printed note on it: "The perfect thing for my girl to wear as we start our life together." The lingerie inside is exactly what I imagined I'd see on my wedding day, sexy and girly and frilly and somehow innocent while being sultry. Frills and bows and cutouts and sheer panels and lace.

Except, of course, I never expected it on me.

Sheer white stockings over my freshly-shaved legs, clipped into the garter straps on the bustier. It's all delicate lace wrapped around steel boning, trimmed with ruffles and frothy lace. It's open-cup, my nipples barely concealed behind a ruffled band of sheer white silk that seems to put me on display more than it hides me. Every intersection of material is finished with a tiny blue bow that match the big one set over the rear of my panties. They're ouvert, with criss-crossing lace strips at the back and a full panel at the front that completely conceals my rock-hard cock.

And then over it all is my tuxedo. The only other person who knows about it is my future wife. It's exciting to think about her fantasizing about me in this. How much she can't wait to rip my clothes off and reveal the lingerie underneath. It's supposed to be the other way around, right? But it's even hotter like this.

I can't wait to see what she's wearing.

"You ready?" John asks as I straighten my bow tie in the mirror.

"As much as I'll ever be."

He grins and claps me on the shoulder and his eyes widen. "Are you wearing a bra?"

"A bustier," I say quietly, tugging my shirt up to show the white lace. "You?"

"Corset," he answers, giving me a flash of pink satin. "Tessa hasn't let me wear anything else since... Well, you know."

"Really?" Emotions flash through me: shock, horror, excitement, jealousy. "Melissa didn't even ask how it went with Jane."

John searches my face. "Well, she's the one who sent you. You'll just have to wait."

Every step I take is a reminder of what I'm wearing. And when I see Melissa, radiant in a low-cut strapless number that's more cocktail dress than wedding gown, I can instantly see in her face that all she's thinking about is me and what's underneath my shirt. Her hands are all over me when she kisses me.

"Did you wear it? Are you my pretty girl under all this pretense?" she whispers, her hand sliding down to cup my ass, squeezing hard enough to make me gasp.

"Of course."

"She pulls back and grins at me, teeth sharp, smile angular. “I can’t wait to see it. I bet you look so much prettier in lace than you ever did in boxers."

"I can't wait to see what you're wearing, too."

The grin goes wider, from excited to something more predatory. "There are plenty of surprises in store for you, baby. Tonight's the night you find out what it really means to be married to me."

I spend the rest of the evening imagining what exactly she means.

The ceremony itself passes in a haze of anticipation. I'm sure I say all the right things at the right times, but I can't focus on anything except the sultry little movements Melissa makes, the way her lips brush my ear when she leans in to whisper, "I'm so wet thinking about what you're wearing under there. Knowing that beneath that masculine shell is my pretty little sissy bride, all wrapped up in lace and satin, waiting for me to claim her," and how every contact with her sends shivers through my body. Her hand brushes my lower back during our first dance, dipping just low enough to brush the waistband of my panties through my tuxedo jacket, and I nearly squeal in front of everyone.

At the reception, her hand finds its way to my lap under the table more than once, brushing the hardness that's straining against the confines of my panties and trousers. When she presses her palm against it, I have to grip the edge of the table to keep from moaning out loud. Her smile is wicked and knowing.

"You like that, don't you?" she whispers, her breath hot against my ear. "Wearing pretty things for me. Being my good girl even while everyone thinks you're just the normal groom. Our friends and family have no idea that under this tux is a trembling little sissy with a clitty so small and excited it's practically a girl's already."

I nod, unable to form words as her hand makes slow circles.

"I bet you're soaking those pretty panties," she continues, her voice husky with desire. "Making them all wet and sticky with your sissy juice. Just like a real girl would. That's what happens when boys like you play dress-up, isn't it? They can't control themselves."

It makes my cock twitch and she chuckles softly. I can't hide anything from her.

"Everyone else sees the handsome groom, but I know the truth. I see my beautiful Ariana, desperate to be put in her place and shown what she's really good for."

John and Tessa sit across from us, and I notice how John keeps shifting in his seat uncomfortably. When I catch his eye, he gives me a knowing look that tells me he's just as confined in his corset as I am in my bustier. There's something thrilling about knowing we're both dressed up underneath, our feminine side hidden beneath masculine exteriors, waiting to be revealed to the women who possess us.

Later, during the toast, Melissa stands beside me, her arm around my waist, fingers digging into the boning of my bustier. As everyone raises their glasses to us, she leans in and whispers, "I want to feel that lace against my skin when I fuck you tonight. When I claim what's rightfully mine and show you what you should have been all along — my pretty little fuck doll, my sissy bride, my perfect girl."

The champagne goes down the wrong way and I choke, causing a ripple of laughter through the crowd. If only they knew what had caused it.

"Easy there," Melissa says loudly, patting my back, but her hand slips lower, fingers tracing the outline of my panties. "Save some excitement for later."

The reception feels endless. Every moment is torture as I feel the lace and silk sliding against my skin with each movement, the garter straps pulling at my stockings, the bustier cinching my waist. By the time we're ready to leave, I'm practically shaking with anticipation.

As we walk to the car that will take us to our honeymoon suite, Melissa's hand slips into mine. She squeezes gently, and when I look at her, her eyes are full of a mixture of love and lust that makes my heart race.

"Tonight," she says softly, "I'm going to make you mine in every way possible. The girl who'll serve me better than any husband ever could."

"I already am," I tell her.

She smiles, but there's something predatory about it that sends a delicious chill down my spine. "Not yet. But you will be."


Chapter 6: A Cute Little Accessory

The door to the honeymoon suite has barely closed behind us when Melissa pushes me against the wall, her mouth hot on mine, hands tearing at my jacket. I reach for her dress, but she grabs my wrists and pins them above my head. I can't stifle the moan.

"Not yet," she breathes against my lips. "First, I want to see what I married."

She steps back, eyes devouring me as she slowly removes my jacket, carefully undoes each button of my shirt, and peels it away to reveal the white lace bustier underneath. Her breath catches, and her eyes widen with delight.

"Look at you," she whispers, fingers tracing the delicate trim. "Even prettier than I imagined. Fuck, you were wasted as a man. All this time I could have had this — my beautiful Ariana, my delicate flower, my sissy bride."

The shirt falls to the floor, followed by my undershirt, and I stand before her, upper body fully revealed in all its feminine glory. The bustier hugs my torso, creating the illusion of curves where there are none. The sheer band across my nipples makes them visible but veiled, a teasing glimpse of what lies beneath.

"Turn around," she commands, and I do as I'm told.

Her hands slide down my back, feeling the lacing of the bustier, then lower to cup my ass through my trousers. "These need to go," she says, and I feel her fingers working at my belt.

As my pants pool around my ankles, I hear her sharp intake of breath. The panties are revealed in all their glory, the blue bow perched proudly at the small of my back, the crisscrossing lace strips framing my ass perfectly. I step out of my pants, now standing only in my bridal lingerie and shoes.

"Those too," Melissa says, pointing at my dress shoes. "But leave the stockings."

Once I've kicked off my shoes, she turns me to face her again. Her eyes roam over my body hungrily, taking in every detail of my outfit. My cock strains against the front panel of the panties, a wet spot already forming where the head presses against the fabric.

"My beautiful Ariana," she says, using the name that makes my heart flutter and my cock throb. "You've been hiding inside Andrew all this time, haven't you? Just waiting for me to let you out."

"Yes," I whisper, the truth of it hitting me fully for the first time. This isn't just play or fantasy — this is a part of me that's always been there, lurking beneath the surface.

Melissa smiles and reaches out to trace the outline of my cock through the panties. "Look at how excited you are. Your little clitty is practically begging to be touched. So small and eager, straining against its lacy prison. It knows what it is, even if you've been in denial. It knows it was never meant to satisfy a woman — only to throb and leak while you find better ways to please me."

The word sends a shiver through me. It feels right in a way I can't explain.

"From now on," she says, her voice taking on a commanding tone, "this isn't your cock anymore. It's your clitty. And it belongs to me. It's not a tool for pleasure — it's a reminder of your place. A cute little accessory for my pretty sissy wife. Understand?"

I nod, swallowing hard.

"Say it," she insists.

"It's a clitty," I murmur, feeling my face flush with embarrassment and my shaft twitch. "And it belongs to you. It's... it's not for fucking. It's just for showing how excited I am to serve you."

"Good girl," she praises, and those two simple words make me feel more complete than I ever have before.

She leads me toward the bedroom of the suite, but pauses at the door. "Wait here," she says, disappearing inside.

Left alone, I take the opportunity to look at myself in the mirror that hangs in the hallway. The person staring back at me is someone I barely recognize — not quite Andrew, not fully Ariana, but something beautifully in between. The white lingerie seems to glow against my skin, making me look delicate and feminine despite my masculine frame.

"I'm ready for you, Ariana," Melissa calls from the bedroom.

I push open the door and freeze at the sight before me. Melissa stands by the bed, but she's not alone. John is there too — except he doesn't look like John anymore. He's transformed into someone else entirely.

Joanna.

His face is made up expertly, with smoky eyes and glossy pink lips. His hair has been styled into something softer, more feminine. In truth, he's gorgeous — some ethereal, androgynous beauty in my honeymoon suite. But it's the outfit that truly takes my breath away. He — she? — is wearing a pink babydoll that barely covers his ass, with matching pink panties visible beneath. Stockings similar to mine encase her legs, but hers are pink and topped with lacy bands that disappear under the hem of the babydoll. She looks gorgeous and completely at ease in his feminine persona.

But what truly stops me in my tracks is Tessa, standing behind him, one hand possessively on his shoulder. She's wearing what appears to be a harness over her own lingerie, and attached to it is a substantial strap-on. The sight of it makes my stomach flip with a mixture of anxiety and excitement.

"Surprise," Melissa says, and I notice for the first time that she's changed as well. Her wedding dress is gone, replaced by a black corset and panties. And strapped to her front is a dildo that matches Tessa's in size and style.

"What's going on?" I ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

"Your real wedding night," Melissa says, as if that explains anything.

John — or rather, Joanna — gives me a shy smile. "Hi," she says, her voice pitched higher than usual. "Don't be scared. It's amazing once you let go."

Tessa steps forward, her strap-on bobbing slightly with her movement. "We've been planning this for weeks," she says, her voice deep and commanding. "Ever since you two came back from the Lady Jane's looking so desperate and confused. She told us everything — how eagerly you both took to your training, how naturally you fell into your roles. And now we get to finish what she started."

"You've been so good, wearing your pretty things under your tuxedo all day," Melissa coos, crossing to me and running her hands over the bustier. "Now it's time for your reward. The gift of becoming what you were always meant to be — a beautiful, obedient sissy who exists solely for my pleasure."

Her hands slide down to my panties, cupping my hardness through the fabric. "Look how excited she is," she says to Tessa. "I told you she'd be into it. Her little clitty can't lie, even if her mind is still catching up. It knows exactly what it wants."

"Joanna was the same way," Tessa replies, her hand sliding beneath the babydoll to grip what I assume is Joanna's clit. "Sissy girls just need to be treated the right way. Stripped of their masculine pretensions and shown their true place. And look how much happier they are for it! Have you ever seen your husband this aroused by anything you've done before? No — because he was never meant to be your husband. She was always meant to be your wife."

My head spins with the realization of what's happening. This isn't just about me wearing lingerie for Melissa's pleasure. This is about a complete transformation, a rebirth into Ariana — not just in name, but in role and identity.

"I don't know if I can do this," I say, but my body betrays me as I speak, my cock twitching eagerly against Melissa's palm.

All she has to do is smile and I know this is my future.

"Look at Joanna," Tessa encourages. "She was nervous at first too. But now she loves being my little sissy slut, don't you, baby? Tell Ariana how much better life is now that you've stopped pretending to be something you're not. Tell her how much more fulfilled you feel serving as a sissy than you ever did trying to measure up as a man."

Joanna nods, looking at me with eyes full of understanding and encouragement. "It's like finding a piece of yourself you didn't know was missing," she says softly.

Melissa's hand moves to my chin, turning my face toward hers. "Tonight, you get to fully become Ariana," she says. "And once you do, there's no going back. No more hiding behind that useless cock and those ridiculous attempts at dominance. No more disappointing me with your fumbling attempts at masculinity. Just the beautiful, obedient sissy wife I've always known you could be. Are you ready for that?"

I look at her, then at Joanna and Tessa, then down at my own lingerie-clad body. Am I ready? Can I really step across this threshold?

But I already know the answer. I crossed it the moment I put on these clothes, the moment I let the Lady Jane call me Ariana, the moment I felt that first thrill of being seen as something other than just Andrew.

"Yes," I say, and it feels like the most honest thing I've ever said. "I'm ready."

Melissa smiles, a mixture of triumph and genuine happiness. "Then let the transformation begin."

She guides me to the vanity in the corner of the room where an array of makeup has been laid out. As she begins to apply foundation to my face, I watch in the mirror as Tessa leads Joanna to the bed, bending her over and lifting the babydoll to expose her panty-covered ass.

"First," Melissa says, her breath warm against my ear as she works, "we make you pretty on the outside. Then, we make you pretty on the inside too. We'll reshape you from the inside out, until all you are is my perfect, beautiful Ariana, who knows exactly how to please her wife in ways Andrew never could."


Chapter 7: Better Late Than Never

My reflection stares back at me, a stranger with familiar eyes. Melissa has worked magic with the makeup, softening my features, enhancing my eyes with smoky shadow and mascara, painting my lips a deep, glossy red. Combined with the white bridal lingerie, I look like a fantasy come to life — not quite a woman, but a beautiful, feminized version of myself.

"Look at you," Melissa breathes, standing behind me, her hands on my shoulders. "My beautiful Ariana. You were meant for this, darling. Better late than never, I suppose.”

From the bed comes the sound of slapping flesh and Joanna's high-pitched moans. I turn to see Tessa has removed his pink panties and is working two fingers into his ass, stretching him open while he whimpers and writhes beneath her touch.

"Soon that will be you," Melissa promises, her voice thick with desire. "Bent over and spreading your cheeks, begging to be filled like the sissy slut you are. I'm going to fuck you better than you ever fucked me — not that that's a high bar to clear. Your pathetic attempts at pleasing me with that useless little nub are a distant memory now. From tonight on, you'll know what it's like to be properly fucked by someone who knows what they're doing. But first, I think our sissies should get to know each other better, don't you, Tessa?"

"Tessa looks up, a wicked smile on her lips. "Absolutely. Joanna has been dying to play with another sissy." The smile spreads into a predatory grin. "Again. She's developed quite a taste for sissy cream since we started her training. Can't get enough of it. And from what I hear, Ariana's quite the eager little cocksucker herself."

She withdraws her fingers from Joanna, who whines at the loss. "Go on, baby," she says, patting her ass. "Show Ariana how good sissies greet each other."

Joanna rises from the bed, her babydoll falling back into place, though it does little to hide the cage locked around her clit. I hadn't noticed it before. The metal device encases her completely, forcing her clitty into a tiny, downward curve. Despite this constraint, or perhaps because of it, she moves with a grace and confidence that I envy.

She approaches me, eyes meeting mine with understanding and desire. Without a word, she leans in and presses her lips to mine, and it sends an electric shock straight to my heart. The kiss is soft at first, tentative, but quickly grows more passionate as we both surrender to the moment. I taste her lip gloss, feel the softness of her made-up face against mine, and it's intoxicating.

"That's it," Melissa encourages. "Show each other how excited you are to be our pretty little playthings. Kiss her like you mean it, Ariana, because I know you do.”

Joanna's hands slide up my arms to cup my face, deepening the kiss. I respond in kind, my own hands finding her waist, feeling the corset beneath the flimsy babydoll. We're like mirror images of each other. Beautiful, feminine.

And utterly under our wives' control.

"Now," Tessa says, "I think it's time for Joanna to demonstrate her oral skills. Wouldn't you like that, Ariana? To feel what a real cocksucker can do? To experience firsthand how superior a sissy's mouth is to any woman's? Because that's one advantage you girls have — you know exactly what feels good, don't you? All those nerve endings, all that sensitivity. Joanna's become quite the expert at exploiting every last one of them."

I break the kiss, momentarily confused, but Joanna smiles and sinks to her knees before me. Her hands slide up my stockinged legs, caressing the garters before reaching the panties. With gentle fingers, she peels the front panel aside, freeing my straining cock — no, my clitty — from its confinement.

"Look how wet she is," Melissa observes, reaching around to stroke me once, gathering the pre-cum that's beaded at the tip. "Sissy cream," she declares, holding her glistening finger up for all to see before sucking it clean. "Sweet, just like my Ariana. So much more delicious than that bitter load you used to shoot. Everything about you is sweeter now."

Joanna looks up at me, her painted lips just inches from my throbbing member. "May I?" she asks.

I nod, unable to form words as anticipation courses through me.

Lips close around the head of my clitty, and I gasp at the sensation. It's different from any blowjob I've ever received — there's a knowledge, an understanding in his technique that can only come from someone who knows exactly what feels good. Her tongue swirls around the sensitive underside, her lips forming a tight seal as she takes me deeper.

Is this what Melissa expects me to do, too?

"Good girl," Tessa praises from somewhere behind her. "Show Ariana what a talented mouth you have. Show her how a proper sissy serves. Look at how easily she takes that little clitty — barely a mouthful, is it, Joanna? Not like the real cocks you used to choke on before we trained you properly."

Melissa moves to stand beside me, her hand stroking my hair as I moan under Joanna's ministrations. "Does that feel good, baby? Do you like having another sissy suck your little clitty? Imagine how good it will feel when it's your turn.”

"Yes," I gasp, my hips involuntarily thrusting forward. "It's amazing."

"Just wait," she promises. "It gets so much better. Wait until you feel what it's like to be filled completely, to have your sissy spot massaged until you're squirting and squealing like the girl you truly are. Wait until you experience the pleasure that comes from total surrender, from knowing your only purpose is to be pretty and pleasing for me."

Joanna works me with expert precision, her hands cupping my package through the lace of the panties while her mouth performs magic on my shaft. I feel the familiar tightening that signals an approaching orgasm and try to pull back, but Melissa's hand on my shoulder keeps me in place.

"Let it happen," she instructs. "Show Joanna how much you appreciate her efforts."

I look down at the sissy kneeling before me, her lips stretched around my clitty, her eyes looking up at me with encouragement and desire. It's too much — the sight, the sensation, the knowledge of what we've become together. With a cry that surprises even me with its high, feminine pitch, I explode into her mouth.

Joanna swallows everything, her throat working as she takes down every drop of my release. When she finally pulls back, her lips are glistening, and she licks them with a satisfied smile.

"Delicious," she declares, and the pride in her voice makes me blush.

"I hope you enjoyed that," Melissa murmurs. "I hope it was memorable."

But before I get a chance to ask why, Tessa drapes her hand on my shoulder, the gesture heavy with power.

"Now it's your turn," she says. "I want to see if she's as talented as my Joanna. If she can worship a clitty with the same enthusiasm she used to expect from women. It's time to learn that your mouth has a much better purpose than all those pathetic attempts at dominance."

Melissa guides me down to my knees, her hand firm on my shoulder. "Show us what that pretty mouth is really good for," she whispers. "Show us how much better you are at sucking than you ever were at fucking."

Joanna stands before me. Tessa approaches and unlocks her cage, freeing her clit, hard and leaking.

"Go ahead, Ariana. Show us what you can do. Show us how eager you are to please. How naturally submission comes to you. Worship that superior clitty like the sissy slut you are."

It might not be the first time I've done it — but with an audience? Here? Dressed in my bridal lingerie. Not as Andrew, but as Ariana. As a sissy. As a wife. But when I look up at Joanna and see her beautiful, feminine appearance, I feel a surge of desire that surprises me. I want this. I want to please her, to please our wives, to fully embrace Ariana.

So I take her into my mouth and relish the results.

She moans and bucks, driving her dripping clitty between my lips. She tastes good, and as I suck and tease with the tip of my tongue, her moans spur me forwards. I explore with my tongue, searching for all the spots that make her gasp and tremble.

"Look at her," Melissa says proudly. "A natural cocksucker. So much better at this than she ever was with that pathetic excuse for a cock. You should have seen her trying to satisfy me with it — all that fumbling and thrusting, over in minutes, never knowing where or how to touch me. But look at her now. Born to serve. Born to suck. Born to be on her knees where she belongs."

The words should offend me, but instead, they send a thrill through my body. My own clitty, so recently spent, twitches back to life.

"That's enough," Tessa declares after a few minutes. "We don't want Joanna finishing too soon."

I release her reluctantly, looking up to see her flushed face and glazed eyes. She offers me a hand, helping me to my feet, and we share another kiss, tasting ourselves on each other's lips — hers still slick and salty with my cum.

"Now," Melissa says, reclaiming my attention, "it's time for the main event."

She and Tessa move to the bed, positioning themselves side by side, their strap-ons standing proudly from their harnesses. They make an imposing sight — two beautiful, powerful women ready to claim their sissies.

"Come here, girls," Tessa calls, patting the bed beside her. "Show us how eager you are to please."

Joanna moves first, crawling onto the bed with a grace that speaks of practice. Is this her first time? It doesn't seem like it. I follow, less confident but no less willing. We position ourselves between their legs, each facing our respective wife's dildo.

"Tonight," Melissa announces, her hand coming to rest on my head, "you both get to experience what it truly means to be a sissy wife. To be taken, to be filled, to be completed by your woman. To understand that your pleasure comes not from that useless little nub between your legs, but from serving and being used for our pleasure. Tonight is when you finally accept what you've always known deep down — that you were never meant to penetrate, only to be penetrated."

Joanna is already licking Tessa's strap-on, coating it with saliva to ease its entry. I follow his example, taking Melissa's into my mouth, tasting the silicone as I prepare it — and myself — for what's to come.

"That's my good girl," Melissa praises, her fingers tangling in my hair. "Get it nice and wet for your tight little hole. Make it slick enough to slide right into that virgin pussy of yours. Because that's what it is now — not an ass, but your sissy pussy. The hole that will give you more pleasure than your clitty ever could. I’ll make sure of that.”

As I work, I feel Tessa's hand on my back, stroking downward until she reaches my panties. She slips a finger beneath the crisscrossing lace at the back, finding my entrance and circling it teasingly.

"She's going to need preparation," she tells Melissa. "First-timers always do.”

"Joanna," Melissa calls, "would you do the honors? Show Ariana how good it can feel to be touched there."

I feel the bed shift as Joanna moves behind me. Her hands, softer than I expected, gently spread my cheeks, and then her tongue is there, lapping at my most intimate place. The sensation is shocking at first, then rapidly transforms into pleasure as she works me with the same skill she showed with her mouth on my clitty.

"Oh fuck," I gasp, my mouth coming off Melissa's dildo.

"Keep sucking," she instructs, guiding me back to my task. "I expect my wife to multitask.”

I struggle to focus on the silicone in my mouth as Joanna's tongue sends waves of pleasure through my body. She alternates between broad strokes and pointed jabs, occasionally pulling back to slip a lubricated finger inside me. The initial discomfort quickly gives way to a building pleasure that radiates outward from that intimate contact.

"I think she's ready," Joanna announces after several minutes of this delicious torture.

"Excellent," Melissa says. "Now, I want you both on your backs. It's time for your real deflowering, Ariana."

Joanna and I position ourselves side by side on the bed, our heads propped on pillows, our legs spread wide. Tessa kneels between Joanna's thighs, while Melissa takes her place between mine. The sight of her above me, powerful and beautiful in her black corset, the dildo jutting from between her legs, is the most erotic thing I've ever seen.

"Are you ready, baby?" she asks, her voice suddenly tender despite the dominance of her position.

I nod, beyond words now, consumed by desire and anticipation.

"Tell me," she insists. "I want to hear you say it. I want to hear you beg for it. Beg me to take your virginity, to make you into the sissy wife you were always meant to be. Beg me to fuck you better than you ever fucked me."

"I'm ready," I whisper, then finding my voice, add more firmly, "Please, Melissa. Make me yours completely. Take me. Fill me. Make me your sissy wife. Please, please fuck me and make me whole."

She smiles, a mixture of triumph and genuine love. "You already are mine," she says. "This just makes it official. This is the moment Andrew dies and Ariana is truly born. The moment you stop being my inadequate husband and become my perfect, obedient wife."


Chapter 8: Complete Surrender

Beside us, Tessa is already pushing into Joanna, who moans and writhes beneath her. It's sweet and tender, more than I ever expected it would be. She's not being fucked. They're making love.

"Be gentle," I whisper.

"Melissa positions her dildo at my entrance, pressing just enough to create pressure but not yet breaching me. "From this moment on," she says, looking deep into my eyes, "you are Ariana. My beautiful, obedient sissy wife. Not a man playing dress-up, not a temporary fantasy, but my wife in every sense that matters. Do you understand?"

"Yes," I breathe, arching toward her, desperate for her to complete me.

"Say it," she commands. "Tell me who you are. Tell me what you were born to be."

"I'm Ariana," I declare, the words feeling right on my lips. "Your sissy wife. I was never meant to be a man — just a pretty doll for you to dress up and play with. Please, please make me complete. Show me what real pleasure feels like. Show me how much better I am as a girl than I ever was as a man."

With that, she pushes forward, the head of the dildo stretching me open, filling me inch by incredible inch. The sensation is overwhelming — a burning stretch that quickly transforms into a fullness that satisfies some deep, previously unacknowledged need within me.

"That's it," she gasps as she seats herself fully inside me. "Take all of me, just like a good girl should. Look at you — taking it so much better than I ever took your pathetic little clitty. Born for this, weren't you? Born to be filled and fucked like the sissy slut you are."

Beside us, Joanna cries out as Tessa thrusts into her, their rhythm already established and building. Melissa begins to move as well, withdrawing almost completely before sliding back in. Each thrust sends shockwaves of pleasure through me, especially when she adjusts her angle and hits a spot inside that makes me see stars.

"There it is," she says with satisfaction. "Your sissy spot. Your real pleasure center. Forget that useless little clitty — this is where you'll learn to cum from now on. Better than anything you felt as a man, isn't it?"

"Amazing," I gasp, my body moving instinctively to meet her thrusts. "Don't stop, please don't stop!"

"I won't," she promises, leaning down to kiss me as she continues her steady rhythm. "I'm going to fuck you just like this for the rest of our lives. I'm going to make you cum harder and longer than you ever thought possible. I'm going to show you pleasures you never knew existed, and in return, you're going to always be pretty, always eager to please, always grateful that I saved you from the misery of manhood."

The thought of this — of being Ariana, of being taken and filled and loved in this way — pushes me toward the edge again. My clitty, trapped between our bodies, receives delicious friction with every thrust, and I feel another orgasm building rapidly.

Beside us, Joanna has reached out to take my hand, interlacing our fingers as we're both fucked by our wives. She's so beautiful. I can feel the pleasure tightening like a spring inside of me, a crashing wave of silk and lace and feminine touch and masculine penetration. It's too much — it's exactly right.

"I'm going to cum," I moan.

"Not yet," she commands. "Not without permission. Good sissies wait for permission. Good sissies put their wife's pleasure before their own. You need to earn your orgasm, Ariana. Prove to me that you understand your place now."

I squeeze Joanna's hand, trying to communicate my desperation, and she squeezes back, eyes telling me she's close too.

"Now, girls," Tessa announces, her thrusts becoming more forceful. "Cum together, like the good sissies you are."

Permission granted, we both surrender to the pleasure that's been building. My second orgasm of the night crashes through me, more intense than the first, my clitty spurting untouched between our bodies. Beside me, Joanna cries out, her own release painting his stomach and chest.

As the waves of pleasure gradually subside, Melissa remains inside me, her body covering mine, her lips pressing soft kisses to my face and neck.

But the afterglow doesn't last.

"Clean up this mess," Melissa commands, withdrawing from me abruptly. The sudden emptiness is jarring after the fullness that filled me moments before. She gestures to the spatters of cum on my stomach and chest. "Use your fingers. Show me how good sissies clean up after themselves."

I hesitate, still dazed from my orgasm.

"Now, Ariana." Her voice has suddenly gone hard as steel. "Disobedience will not be tolerated. You wanted to be my wife? This is what that means — complete obedience. Complete surrender."

I gather the sticky fluid on my fingertips, uncertain what she expects.

"In your mouth," she says, her tone leaving no room for argument. “Don't waste a drop of sissy cream. Besides, you need to get used to the taste. It's going to become a regular part of your diet from now on."

The taste is bitter, but I obey, licking my fingers clean while Melissa watches with calculating eyes. Beside me, Joanna is doing the same, though with practiced efficiency that betrays this isn't her first time.

"Good girl," Melissa says, but there's a coldness to her praise that wasn't there before. "See how naturally it comes to you? How easily you fall into your proper place?”

She reaches for something on the nightstand — a small black box I hadn't noticed earlier. When she opens it, the metallic gleam inside makes my stomach drop.

"What's that?" I ask, though I already know.

"Your wedding present," she replies. "The final piece of your transformation. The symbol of your complete surrender to me and to your true nature." She removes the device from its velvet nest. “Once you might have called this a cock, but we both know better. This little clitty doesn't deserve freedom. It doesn't deserve pleasure on its own terms. From now on, it exists solely as a reminder of what you once were and can never be again."

Tessa smirks from where she's reclining beside Joanna. "Welcome to the club. Melissa told me how disappointed she was with your performance in bed—how quickly you finished, how little attention you paid to her needs. But that's all in the past now. Now you'll learn to focus entirely on her pleasure. On being pretty and pleasing and perfect for her."

Before I can protest, Melissa's hands are on my softening clitty, maneuvering it into the confines of the cage. The metal is cold against my sensitive skin, the ring at the base snug around my balls. I watch in horrified fascination as she assembles the device around me, piece by piece, until my cock is completely encased.

"Melissa, wait—"

"This is non-negotiable," she cuts me off. "This is what you are now. A pretty little sissy with a clitty too useless to be allowed freedom. You think I didn't notice how much more excited you were to suck Joanna's clitty than you ever were to fuck me? How much more pleasure you got from being penetrated than you ever gave me with this pathetic little thing? Your body knows the truth, even if your mind is still catching up. You were meant to be locked. Meant to be controlled. Meant to find your pleasure through service rather than through this."

The lock clicks shut with finality, and Melissa dangles the tiny key before my eyes before attaching it to the chain around her neck. It nestles between her breasts, a constant reminder of what she now controls.

"How long will I wear it?" I ask, voice small.

"She laughs, a sound devoid of the warmth I'd heard earlier. "'Til death do us part."

"But—"

"Did you think this was just play?" she interrupts. "That we'd fuck around with lingerie and dildos on special occasions and then go back to normal? That you'd get to slip back into your comfortable masculine lie whenever it suited you? No, darling. This is our marriage now. You're Ariana — my locked, obedient sissy wife. The woman Andrew never could satisfy but Ariana will serve perfectly."

I look to Joanna for support, but she's grinning, her own cage gleaming in the low light. Tessa pets his head like one would a favored pet.

"You'll learn to love it," Tessa assures me, though her tone suggests my feelings on the matter are irrelevant. "Joanna fought it at first too. Cried and begged and promised to be a better man if I'd just let her out. But look at her now — happier than she's ever been. More beautiful. More useful. More fulfilled. All because I had the courage to see her for what she truly was and the strength to make her accept it."

"I didn't agree to this," I protest weakly.

"Melissa's expression hardens. "You agreed to be mine. In sickness and health, for better or worse." She leans close, her breath hot against my ear. "This is the 'for better' part, whether you realize it yet or not. Better for me, because I finally have the pretty, obedient wife I've always wanted. And better for you, because you're finally free to be who you really are. The beautiful, submissive sissy who's been hiding inside you all along."

She pats the cage, sending an uncomfortable jolt through my imprisoned flesh.

"Get some sleep, baby. Because tomorrow, we start your training in earnest.”
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