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Authors Note

Hey there lovely readers, Thank you for all the support you people have been sowing me over the last year. I’m truly overwhelmed.

Also, here’s another fun story. I whipped this one out fast as I was unusually insanely aroused today, so this one’s a real quickie ;)

The pacing of this one is faster than my usual ones, so go ahead and enjoy yourselves.

And please keep showing your support by rating and writing your thoughts.

Forever grateful and aroused

~ Sissy Joey xoxo


I know many of you like me have been led by a demanding woman. She may be your girlfriend. She may be your wife. Heck, she could be your mom, your teacher, or your coworker. But gentle males like me welcome the security that comes when a woman takes control of your life for you. Crazy, you think? Hear me out. You don’t have to make any decisions—she’s got that covered. Wondering what to do next? She’ll tell you. Puzzled about what to wear? She’s already picked it out. Dinner plans? Not your concern. You simply follow her lead, and life becomes smooth and easy.

Now, I’m not saying this doesn’t come without some trade-offs. You have to be willing to make a few concessions. And sure, those concessions aren’t always easy, but if you keep an open mind and aren’t afraid to try new things, you might find them surprisingly rewarding.

Take it from me—I’ve handed over the reins entirely.

It started subtly, you know. Little requests began to grow in size and importance. At first, it was, “Alex, can you grab the groceries on the list I slipped into your briefcase?” Then it escalated to, “When you get home, can you start prepping dinner?” Before I knew it, I was in charge of all the shopping and cooking.

Then there were the clothes. “Are you really going out wearing that?” turned into her laying out my outfits each day. And, “Alex, be a doll. I'm running late. I need you to gather our clothes and start the washing machine.” quickly evolved into me handling all the laundry duties, with her giving me specific instructions on the proper way to hand-wash her lingerie.

Now, don’t get the wrong idea—this wasn’t some form of enslavement. Doing these things made her happy, and in turn, it made me happy too. I found myself completely under her guidance, and honestly, I was fine with it. She made decisions about everything, from where we’d eat out to our vacation spots when we’d visit her family, even the kind of car we’d buy. No detail was too minor for her to direct, and I was more than willing to follow her lead.

And she’d often tell me, “You’d make such a wonderful wife, baby.” At first, it struck a nerve, but over time, I got used to it. I would even turn it back on her.

"Your wife has prepared lasagna for dinner, dear." And things like that, That’s how it went most evenings, with phrases like, “Your wife did this for you” and “Your wife did that for you.” Always referring to me as her wife . From picking out my clothes to assigning me chores, she was always in charge, even when it came to our sex life.

I’m not exactly well-endowed, you see. So, due to my, let’s say, less-than-impressive size, I was allowed to have intercourse with her—on one condition. After my all-too-quick finish, I had to go down on her until she was fully satisfied. And yes, if you’re wondering, I’ve tasted my own seed more times than I can count.

There were moments, I admit when my lovely wife wasn’t in the mood for my rushed attempts at sex. She’d simply tell me to use my mouth to get her off instead. If I did a good job, sometimes she’d reward me with a handjob afterward. But even that lost its appeal for her after a while. She’d rather watch me take care of myself. More often than not, she’d just turn over and fall asleep while I handled my own business.

It’s funny how easily it all happens—how your wife can end up holding all the power in the relationship. You think you’re just doing a few small favors, and before you know it, you’ve given up total control.

I had no idea this would lead to my complete surrender.

God, how I dreaded those company Christmas parties at her office. Every year, same story. I’m standing off to the side, feeling awkward, while she’s working the room like a pro. She’s chatting it up with her coworkers, the ones she sees every day as if this is the most exciting night of her life. Meanwhile, I’m just hanging back, being the wallflower I’ve always been, watching her shine.

But even in those moments, I couldn’t help but admire her. Emily was in her element, and there was something captivating about seeing her command the room, just like she commanded everything else in our lives.

I was nursing a drink, trying to blend into the background as I stood alone against the wall when I noticed him. He was staring right at me, and I don’t know why, but it sent a jolt of electricity through my body. I tried to look back, but I just couldn’t meet his gaze. Instead, I focused on my drink, sneaking glances every so often to see if he’d stopped looking. He hadn’t.

He was unbelievably handsome, with that chiseled look straight out of a movie. A square jaw with a dimple that I bet drove the ladies wild. His full head of blonde hair was slicked back in a way that gave him a sort of European flair, and those piercing blue eyes of his—they looked right through me like he knew exactly what I was thinking.

I shifted nervously, and that’s when I saw him smile, almost like he was enjoying watching me squirm. “He knows what he’s doing to me,” I thought, trying to control the sudden flutter in my stomach. “What the hell?” I wondered as I felt a stirring below, my dick flexing and growing against my will.

I risked another glance, and his smile widened. “He knows,” I realized. “That guy knows exactly how I’m reacting to him just looking at me.”

“Oh, there you are, Alex,” my wife said, appearing out of nowhere. “Come on, let’s mingle.”

Relieved to be pulled away from that man’s intense stare and the confusing feelings it was stirring up, I let Emily lead me around the room. She introduced me to a bunch of people I’d never met before, and we made small talk before moving on.

Then, out of the blue, we were standing right in front of him—my tormentor. “Alex, this is Trent Drakos,” Emily said. “He’s just transferred over from our Athens office. He’s the new district manager.”

“Pleased to meet you, sir,” I mumbled, still unable to look him in the eye, but I did manage to stick out my hand.

Trent’s hand was much bigger than mine, completely swallowing it in a firm grip. He chuckled, a deep, knowing sound. “I believe we’ve met before, haven’t we, Alex?”

“Um, no sir, I don’t think so,” I stammered.

“I need to go check on my girlfriend, Mary,” my wife said suddenly. “I’ll leave you two to get better acquainted.” And just like that, she was gone, leaving me alone with him.

“You must like what you see, κυρία Alex,” Trent said quietly, snapping me out of my daze.

His words jolted me back to reality. My eyes had drifted down to the front of his trousers without me even realizing it.

“Uh, what?” I mumbled, finally forcing myself to look up.

“My cock, Alex. You’ve been wondering how big it is, haven’t you?”

“No, no sir, I wasn’t—I’m not like that,” I protested, my face flushing with heat as I tried to deny what we both knew was true.

He gave me that knowing smile again—so damn handsome and so inviting. "Your hands are soft, Alex. Soft like a woman's hands."

It dawned on me that we hadn’t actually ended our handshake if you could even call it that. We’d been standing there, with him—handsome Trent—just holding my hand. I tried to pull away, but Trent had other ideas. He kept his grip firm, his smile never fading. Then, after glancing around the room to make sure no one was watching, he took my hand and placed it right on his cock, holding it there.

Even through his perfectly tailored trousers, I could feel the heat radiating from his clearly large manhood. I gasped, and before I knew it, my hand was squeezing his cock. “Please, no,” I whispered, but I still hadn’t let go. In fact, I realized I was gripping it even tighter.

“If you don’t want to hold my cock, Alex, then why haven’t you let go? And why is your dick hard?” Trent asked, his voice low and teasing.

I was stunned. He’d let go of my hand, and there I was, just standing there, holding his big, hot cock all on my own. As soon as I realized what I was doing, I let go and rushed away from him, my handsome tormentor. I couldn’t understand what was happening to me. The thought of clutching that big cock had been disturbingly arousing, and that scared the hell out of me.

I couldn’t find Emily anywhere, so I stepped out of the conference room to get some fresh air and collect myself. “What the hell is going on?” I thought. “I got a hard-on just from holding some guy’s cock?”

I stood outside in the cool night air, hoping my erection would go away while I sipped my drink. Suddenly, Trent appeared at my side, catching me off guard. “Ah, there’s my new girlfriend,” he said, smirking.

I tried to walk away, but he slid his arm around my waist, pulling me close. “Come on, Alex. Just give me a few minutes. We were just starting to get to know each other when you ran off.”

His sudden pull made my drink spill down the front of my pants. “Oh my, look at you, Alex. Did you pee yourself?” he teased.

“That was your fault,” I whined. “You made me spill it there.”

“Let’s walk for a bit. The breeze will dry you off before you go back inside. Don’t want everyone thinking you wet your pants, do you?”

Feeling embarrassed and confused, I had no choice but to walk with him, hoping the night air would calm me down before I had to face anyone else.

By then, I felt his hand slip under my suit jacket, moving quickly down inside my pants. "You have a nice pussy, Alex," he said, squeezing my bottom. "You should treat it to some pretty panties," he whispered, his breath hot against my ear.

"I don’t..." I started to protest, but I couldn’t get the words out. His lips were on mine, pulling me into his broad, solid chest. I struggled for a moment, but he was so much bigger and stronger than me. My hands pressed against his biceps, trying to push him away, but it was useless.

One of Trent’s hands held my bare bottom, while the other traveled up under my ponytail to the back of my neck. I don’t know what came over me, but I heard myself moan. My dick was hard as I opened my mouth, welcoming his tongue and meeting it with my own.

My hands had stopped pushing him away. Instead, they moved to his waist—one hand finding its way to his tight ass, the other wedging between us to grope his hard cock.

“So, Mrs.Alex wants my cock now?” he murmured.

I can’t explain what I did next any more than I can explain the creation of the universe. “Shut up, you big mean man,” I whispered with a smile as I unzipped his fly and pulled out his impressively large cock. We kissed again, my hand stroking his erection while he fondled my bottom.

“I see you two have gotten better acquainted,” came my wife’s voice.

I froze, letting go of Trent’s cock and pulling away from him—this time succeeding. “It’s not what it looks like,” I stammered, trying out the age-old excuse.

“Sure looked like you were making out and holding his cock, Alex. What do you have to say, Trent?” Emily asked, her tone far too calm.

“Just as you said, Emily. Alex is so sweet. Her kisses are very passionate, and her pussy is divine,” Trent replied without missing a beat.

“Yeah, she is sweet. And it seems she’s sweet on you,” Emily said, her voice betraying no emotion.

I burned with embarrassment as they discussed me like I wasn’t even there.

“I told her she should treat her pussy to panties. Perhaps you can assist her, Emily,” Trent suggested.

“I’ll have her in panties by the time you visit us next week, Trent. By then, she’ll be more than happy to finish what she started here,” Emily promised.

Trent walked over and kissed me on the lips while Emily watched. This time, I didn’t respond.

After he kissed me, he turned to Emily. They embraced and kissed before he whispered something to her. Then he walked off, leaving me standing there, utterly confused and humiliated.

She had to drive us home while I sat in the passenger seat, blathering and weeping. "You set me up! You kept calling me 'she' and 'her.' You told him you’d have me wearing panties when he visits ‘next time’. Why? How could you do this to me?"

"Calm down, Alex. I’m doing this for you," she said firmly. "You tell me, did anyone force you to hold and stroke his cock? You know, everyone I work with saw you with his cock in your hand."

I wailed at the thought of it, mortified beyond belief.

“Trent came into my office one day,” Emily continued. “He was talking to me while looking at the pictures I have of us. He especially liked that one from Hawaii. You remember it, right? The one where I’m in my bikini, and you’re in your tight Speedo? Trent told me how much your body and mine were similar. He mentioned your tiny dick, your wide hips, those shapely legs, and said he’d like to meet you.”

“Oh. So, you thought it would be a great idea to introduce me to some gay guy? What were you thinking? That I’d just go along with it and have sex with him or something?”

My wife giggled, even though I was clearly hurting. “Well, baby, Trent said you look like the type of male he enjoys seducing. Notice he said ‘male’ and not ‘man.’ And, by the way, Trent isn’t gay. He’s bisexual. We can share.” She giggled again, clearly amused by the whole situation.

A week later, after countless fights, denials, and my insistence that I wouldn’t wear panties for anyone, much less a man, there I was, shaving my legs and groin in preparation for Trent’s visit.

You might wonder why. Why would a straight guy like me agree to wear panties when Trent visits? The answer is simple: Emily. Whatever Emily wants, Emily gets. As the weekend and the days leading up to it went by, she was unwavering in her determination to have me wearing panties. Once Emily decides she wants something, she always gets her way.

On Wednesday night, she handed me her phone with a smirk on her face. “Look, baby. Trent sent you a photo.” I took her phone and nearly dropped it when I saw the image.

“Yes, darling, it’s his cock,” she said, noticing my reaction. “And I see how quickly your little dick got hard. You like it, don’t you? Tell me the truth, Alex. You do like seeing his cock, don’t you?”

I couldn’t deny the flutter in my stomach or the way my body betrayed me. As much as I wanted to argue, to push back against her words, something inside me couldn’t help but react.

I was at a loss for words. The nerve of that man—sending me a picture of his wonderful cock. But I couldn’t stop staring at it, that beautiful object of my sudden and shameful desires.

Emily tugged down my underpants and began to stroke my erection. "I can see it in your eyes, baby girl. Your man sent you a dick pic, and you love it. Don’t be ashamed, baby. It is a very nice cock, isn’t it?"

"God, it’s so big and beautiful," I heard myself whisper, almost in awe of my own words.

Emily stopped stroking my dick and guided my hand to take over. "That’s it, baby girl. Stroke your baby dick while you imagine sucking the cock of a real man."

Needless to say, I came embarrassingly fast, spurred on by the thought of sucking that big cock and by Emily’s taunting encouragement.

The first two days after that were a constant tug-of-war between us. I resisted, I fought, but after Trent sent me that picture, my resolve weakened. I caved to all of Emily’s demands.

And then the weekend came,

Emily had laid out a tiny, transparent pink bikini panty and a white lacey babydoll negligee on the bed for me to wear. My hands were trembling as I pulled up the panties. The pink bikini panties were so tiny and transparent that they felt almost invisible against my skin, made from a delicate mesh that barely covered anything. The fabric was so sheer it seemed to accentuate more than it concealed, hugging my hips and barely covering my modesty. The waistband was thin and elastic, pressing gently against my skin, and the back rode up high, leaving my bottom half-exposed. Each movement I made caused the fabric to slide and shift, a constant reminder of how exposed and vulnerable I felt.

“These don’t cover half my bottom,” I complained, feeling the sheer fabric cling to my skin.

“Well, baby, that’s on purpose. You heard how much Trent loves your pussy. He’ll go wild seeing it in those sexy undies,” she said with a wicked smile.

The white lace babydoll negligee was even more provocative. The lace was intricate and delicate, with floral patterns that danced across the fabric, leaving glimpses of my bare skin beneath. The cups barely had anything to provide support, allowing my nipples to brush against the soft lace, which sent a shock of sensitivity through my body. The hem of the negligee ended just above my navel, leaving my belly and most of my thighs completely exposed. The way it flowed over my chest and then flared out slightly at the waist gave it a teasing, playful quality, while also feeling like it was meant to be looked at and admired.

"And this top, Emily,” I protested. “It doesn’t even cover my belly button."

She kissed my cheek softly. “I know, baby doll. You look so fuckable right now. I wish I had a cock. I’d bend your sexy body over the bed and fuck you like the wife you’re going to be for Trent.”

I felt both ridiculous and alluring, caught between shame and curiosity. There was a thrill in wearing something so overtly feminine, something that highlighted my body’s shape and made me feel exposed. I was stepping into a different version of myself, one that was submissive, vulnerable, and strangely eager to please. The thought of Trent seeing me like this, of being dressed up just for him, filled me with both dread and anticipation. I couldn’t deny the rush of excitement at the idea of being admired, even if it was in a way I never expected.

She brushed down my long hair, parting it in the middle, refusing to let me wear my usual ponytail. Her telling me I was going to be Trent’s sexy wife sent a shiver down my spine, a mix of fear and forbidden excitement. This was all so new and so terrifying.

“What if I turn out to be gay, Emily? What then?” I asked, my voice trembling.

She chuckled softly and cupped my face in her hands, planting a gentle kiss on my forehead. "Alex, you still like my pussy, right?"

I nodded, swallowing hard.

“Remember all those times you referred to yourself as my wife? Now you’ll really get to be one,” she whispered, her voice both reassuring and commanding.

She ran her fingers through my hair, smoothing it out, and I realized that I was stepping into a role I hadn’t expected—a role I was strangely eager to fulfill. The thought of being Trent’s wife, of surrendering completely, sent a rush through me that I couldn’t ignore.

"But that was only a joke," I muttered, knowing my protests were falling on deaf ears.

Emily just smiled and said, "And you'll love Trent's cock too. At worst, you'll be bisexual. At best, you'll be a sissy for Trent. Now, there's the door. Be a love and let our guest in. Mind your manners, baby. Trent is a real man and won't abide any nonsense."

I hesitated for a moment, feeling the lace of the babydoll negligee brush against my bare skin with every tiny movement. The lingerie made me feel exposed and submissive, the soft fabric whispering against me in a way that felt both humiliating and strangely thrilling. The panties barely clung to my hips, the elastic biting slightly into my flesh, a constant reminder of how little I was wearing. I could feel the cool air against the uncovered parts of my bottom, the way the sheer fabric hugged and accentuated me, making me hyper-aware of my own body. My chest felt exposed under the delicate lace, my nipples brushing against the fabric and sending tingles down my spine. The negligee swayed lightly as I walked, a ghostly, teasing touch that heightened my anxiety and anticipation.

Taking a deep breath, I padded barefoot across the living room, feeling the softness of the carpet under my feet and the tremor in my chest. With a shaky hand, I opened the door, knowing that on the other side was the man who was about to change everything.

"Welcome, Trent," I greeted him with a shy smile, trying to hide my nerves.

"For the ladies of the house," he said smoothly, handing me a bouquet of mixed flowers. "One for my new girl and one for her wife."

I stood there, clutching the flowers, unsure of what to say or do. The moment felt surreal like I was watching it unfold from outside my own body. I could feel the lace of the negligee against my skin, the way the panties clung tightly, revealing more than they concealed, and it made me feel even more vulnerable in front of Trent.

"Put them in vases," Emily's voice cut through the fog of my thoughts, her tone calm but commanding.

Without thinking, I hurried off to do as I was told, my movements almost automatic by now. The fabric of the lingerie shifted with each step, brushing against me in ways that I didn’t know clothes could. It was reflex, really—years of doing what Emily said, of following her lead. As I arranged the flowers, I tried to steady my breathing, to calm the nervous energy that was buzzing inside me.

When I returned to the living room, my breath caught in my throat. Emily and Trent were in an embrace, their bodies pressed close as they kissed deeply. His hands roamed over her, confident and possessive, and I couldn't help but watch, mesmerized by the sight of them together. The panties were already tight and uncomfortable, pressing against my growing dick, but seeing them like that made me feel something even deeper. There was a strange mix of jealousy and excitement, a thrill at seeing my wife with another man, and a pang of longing that I couldn’t quite place.

Emily wore her deep coral dressing gown, the rich color contrasting with the deep black silk sash that held it closed. I wondered what she had on underneath, imagining something equally provocative, something meant to entice Trent just as much as my own outfit was meant to.

They broke their kiss and turned to look at me, both smiling as if they were in on some secret that I wasn’t yet privy to. "Alex, don't you want to welcome your lover?" Emily asked, her smile warm but insistent.

My heart raced in my chest as silence filled the room. Trent held out his hand to me, a gesture that felt both commanding and inviting. His presence was magnetic, drawing me in even as my instincts told me to run.

I took a few hesitant steps towards him, feeling the hem of the negligee flutter against my thighs, and let him take my hand in his. His grip was firm but gentle, his touch sending a jolt of electricity through me. The lace of the lingerie felt like a second skin, every tiny movement reminding me of how exposed I was, and how vulnerable I had become.

"Ms. Alex, my darling," he whispered, his deep voice rumbling through me like a soft, distant thunder, and I couldn’t help but shiver.

Trent pulled me into his arms, his strength enveloping me, making me feel small and delicate in a way that was both terrifying and exhilarating. It was like that first time outside Emily’s office—his presence overpowering, almost magical. "My dear Trent," I whispered back, my voice trembling as our lips met again.

His hands moved down to my bottom, squeezing through the sheer fabric of the panties. The feeling was electric, his fingers pressing into me through the lace, making me moan into his mouth. The negligee barely covered anything, the lace so delicate that his touch felt almost direct, sending waves of pleasure through me.

Without thinking, I found myself raising my left ankle behind me, a gesture I didn’t even realize I was making, but one that seemed to fit the strange new role I was playing. I was completely lost in the moment, in the sensation of his lips on mine, his hands on my body and the intoxicating mix of fear and desire that coursed through me.

"Now, Alex. I think our guest might like a drink," Emily's voice cut through the fog of my thoughts, bringing me back to the present.

"Scotch on the rocks, baby girl," Trent said, giving me a playful swat on my barely covered bottom that sent a sharp thrill through me.

I hurried off to fetch his drink, my face burning with embarrassment, but also something else—something like excitement. The panties felt tighter than ever,

"She's stunning, Emily. I knew her pussy would be well suited for panties."

"She put up a bit of a fight, but you could tell when she finally pulled them up—she knew she was made for panties," Emily said, her voice laced with satisfaction. "It was as if a light went on, Trent. I swear. Her surrendering to what she was born to be was beyond physical. I believe our baby girl went through a spiritual acceptance."

I handed Trent his drink and asked Emily, "Would you like your usual?"

She nodded, and I hurried off to get her wine, pouring myself a stiff drink as well. My nerves were all over the place, and I needed something to steady them. As I returned, the atmosphere in the room had shifted. Trent's presence filled the space, commanding attention, and I couldn't help but feel a mix of fear and excitement.

Trent had me dim the lights and put on some soft music, and I obeyed without a second thought. Taking orders from Trent felt strangely natural, like slipping into a role I was always meant to play. I liked waiting on him, my man.

"Come stand before us, baby girl," Trent instructed.

I moved to stand between Trent's feet, my heart racing as he looked me up and down, inspecting me with a gaze that felt both possessive and tender. His hands roamed over my body, feeling me up in a way that made me moan softly, involuntarily. Each touch sent sparks of sensation through me, the lingerie heightening every little brush of his fingers.

"Turn for me, Darling Alex," he commanded, his voice deep and authoritative.

I giggled at the name, a mix of nervousness and something else I couldn't quite place. "Now Trent, you know I'm not a woman," I said, trying to inject some lightness into my voice, even as my body tingled under his touch.

"My dear sweet Alex," he began, his tone gentle but firm, "there can be only one man of the house. Two women for one man. That lucky man is me, baby girl. You will soon understand what I am telling you and accept that you are not now, nor have you ever been a real man. And my darling, you never will be one. Your future is to be beside your wife, serving me as your husband and Emily as your sister-wife."

"Oh, God," I whimpered, the realization settling over me like a heavy blanket. "Are you going to live with us?"

"He is, Alex," Emily chimed in with a smile. "You'll go to the hotel with Trent tomorrow and help your husband pack his things. Tonight, though, we will consummate our marriage to him."

There was no rush, just a smooth progression from light conversation to more intimate touches. Trent held us both close, his arms around us, moving from one to the other. His kisses were slow and deliberate, shifting between us, each kiss a mix of seduction and ownership. Some were gentle, like a promise, while others were deep and demanding, leaving me breathless and wanting more.

"Darling Alex, present your sister wife to me," Trent commanded, his voice low and authoritative.

I knew exactly what he wanted. Standing, I offered my hand to Emily, who was seated on the other side of Trent. She took it with a smile, and together we stood in front of him. Moving behind her, I reached around and untied her robe, my hands trembling slightly. As the soft fabric slid off her shoulders, she revealed herself in panties and a babydoll that matched mine, sheer and delicate, barely covering anything.

We stood side by side, two women before our man. Trent’s eyes lit up with satisfaction. "My two wives. Lovely. You both have the same bodies, with one exception. Do you know what that is, Darling Alex?"

"Um, well, I have a cock?" I replied, my voice shaking slightly, a nervous laugh escaping me.

Both Trent and Emily chuckled softly at my response. "No, my sweet wife," Trent said, his tone teasing but firm. "Yes, there is a little bump where a man's penis should be. But yours cannot be called a cock. No, my sweet girl. The difference is your breasts. Your sister wife has a beautiful pair while you, my Darling Alex, have only nipples. They are plump and circled by a large areole, very sexy, my love. You should never be ashamed of your breasts."

"Thank you, Trent," I purred, feeling a flush of warmth spread through me. I was sinking deeper into my new role, embracing this strange, thrilling persona that Trent and Emily had created for me. When Trent said I could remove his clothes, both Emily and I eagerly moved to undress him, our hands working together, pulling off his shirt and running over his strong, muscular chest.

When it was time to remove his trousers, Trent gently guided Emily to sit beside him. "It is for Alex to welcome my cock into her life," he explained. "You have already welcomed it into yours."

I nodded, understanding what was expected of me. I knelt at Trent's feet, my hands trembling slightly as I unfastened his belt. My heart was pounding in my chest, a mix of fear and anticipation. I carefully slid his trousers down, my face just inches from the bulge in his silk boxer shorts. I could feel the heat radiating from him, the scent of his skin intoxicating. As he stepped out of his trousers, Trent steadied himself with a hand on my head, his touch both guiding and possessive.

I reached for his silk boxer shorts, my fingers brushing against the fabric, but before I could pull them down, Trent cupped the back of my head, bringing my face close to his hidden cock. I could feel his arousal through the thin material, the heat, and the hardness pressing against my lips.

"I've never done this before, Trent," I whispered, my breath hot against his erection. I was scared, but also strangely eager, a part of me wanting to please him, to prove myself.

"Not to worry, darling," he murmured, his voice a soothing rumble. "Do what comes naturally for one such as you. In no time, you will become my excellent cock sucker."

With that, I pressed my lips against the fabric, kissing his hard length through the thin silk, my tongue darting out to taste the salty skin beneath. The act felt forbidden and exhilarating, each touch sending a jolt of electricity through me. I was lost in the sensation, the feel of his hardness against my lips, the weight of his gaze on me, knowing I was fulfilling a role that had been laid out for me. I could hear Emily's soft laughter behind me, and it spurred me on, encouraging me to take the next step into this new, uncharted territory.

Trent was right. I became a world-class cock sucker that night—or at least, that's what Trent told me, and the pride in his voice was unmistakable. I lavished attention on his cock through the silk of his boxers, teasing and tormenting him until he couldn't stand it any longer. Every lick, every kiss felt like it was leading me deeper into my new role, a place I wasn't sure I wanted to be but couldn't resist entering.

When I rose to slide his underwear down, Trent stood before me like the proud, handsome man he is, every inch of him exuding confidence and power. Emily, my sister-wife, watched intently, her eyes never leaving me. I could feel the weight of her gaze, her anticipation mingling with Trent’s as I knelt down, ready to perform the act that would forever redefine who I was.

"That's the way, Alex," Emily encouraged, her voice soft yet firm. "Show your husband how much you desire his cock."

I ran my hands up the back of his thighs, feeling the firm muscles beneath my fingertips, up to his rock-solid buttocks. I wanted to please him, to show him and Emily that I could be exactly what they wanted. I took Trent’s cock into my mouth, pushing it as far down my throat as I could manage. I breathed through my nose, letting myself go, feeling the heat and pressure of him filling me. The sensations were overwhelming, but I held on, my hands gripping his ass, pulling him closer, deeper, wanting to prove myself in every possible way.

I managed to take him all the way, his cock deep in my throat, as I swallowed around him. The sensation was both strange and exhilarating, my throat tightening around him as I tried to breathe and swallow at the same time. I could feel his eyes on me, his gaze heavy with approval, and it spurred me on.

"How’s she doing, Trent?" Emily asked, a hint of curiosity in her voice.

"She’s sucking my cock like she’s been doing it all her life," Trent replied, his voice filled with amusement and a touch of pride. He took my chin in his hand, tilting my face up so I was looking right into his eyes. "Have you sucked many cocks, baby girl?" he asked, his tone playful but commanding.

I pulled my mouth off his cock, panting slightly, his wet erection resting against my cheek. "No, sir," I said breathlessly, my voice sincere. "I have never sucked anyone before. You’re my first."

"You see, Emily," Trent said with a satisfied grin. "I did Alex a service. She had a cock-craving woman inside her all along. It was evident even in that photo of you two in Hawaii."

"Tell her, Alex," he continued, his voice softer now but no less commanding. "Have you always wanted to be where you are now? On your knees, serving someone superior to you?"

"Not until I met you," I admitted, a shy smile spreading across my face. "I don’t know why, but the first time I saw you, I had butterflies in my tummy."

"That’s because she knew in that instant that I am the man for her," Trent explained to Emily, his tone filled with certainty. "The man to bring out the woman in her. Now, my darling Emily, it’s up to you to teach her how to be a woman. How to dress for her man, how to always sit when she empties her bladder, how to apply makeup."

"I can do that, my love," Emily replied, beaming.

As I continued to work Trent’s cock with my mouth, he addressed me directly. "Alex, my dear wife, tomorrow we will rid you of your man clothing. No more pretending to be something you are not, my baby girl. You are on a new path, a wonderful path for you. It is not for you to question my instructions. Your only concern should be to obey your husband and your sister-wife, no matter what anyone else might say."

"Trent, my husband, I will obey you always," I promised, the words coming out almost as a whisper, filled with a mix of devotion and surrender. "Is this going to be legal, I mean, our marriage?"

Trent chuckled softly, his hand caressing my cheek, his thumb brushing against my lips. "In the eyes of the law, perhaps not, but in the eyes of those who matter—yes, Alex, it is. You are my wife now, bound to me in spirit and purpose. What we have is deeper than any piece of paper. It is a commitment to each other, to this life we are building."

Emily chimed in, her hand resting on my shoulder, giving it a gentle squeeze. "And it’s a commitment to being true to who you really are, Alex. A loving, obedient wife to Trent, and a sister to me."

I nodded, my heart racing with a mix of fear and excitement. I was stepping into a new world, one where my identity was being reshaped right before my eyes. And despite the uncertainty, there was a strange comfort in the clarity of it all, in knowing exactly what was expected of me.

"I have the divorce papers ready for you to sign, Alex," Emily stated, her voice steady but tinged with something deeper—maybe excitement or relief. "After that, you and Trent will have a nice wedding with me as maid of honor. I’ve already signed a document that establishes Trent as my legal guardian. I will always be with you and our husband."

With that, Emily knelt beside me. We both lowered our heads, our lips brushing against Trent's cock. The act was intimate, almost sacred, as our mouths met in a shared kiss, sealing our commitment to him and to each other. Our eyes locked, and at that moment, we both accepted the new dynamic of our relationship.

"It is time, Darling Alex," Trent said softly, his voice laced with authority and care. "Come. Let's introduce you to your new life as my wife."

Excitement and fear swirled within me as Trent led me into our bedroom. It was as though I was stepping into a new world, a place where my identity would be forever transformed.

"Lie on your back," Trent instructed, his tone leaving no room for hesitation. "You, Darling Alex, will take my cock like the woman you were born to be."

Emily, always there to guide me, took my hand in hers. With her other hand she fetched a bottle of cherry-flavored lube and handed it to Trent, she positioned Trent's cock at my pussy while Trent started working his lubed fingers into my pussy. "It will hurt some, baby, but be brave, Alex. It will soon feel wonderful."

She was right. As I looked up at my handsome husband, I saw genuine love in his beautiful blue eyes. It was a love that promised to reshape me, to mold me into the person I was meant to be. My arms went around his neck, and I pulled him down for a kiss. "I love it, my husband. If you’d like, I will get breast implants for you."

Trent smiled down at me, shaking his head gently. "No, my darling. I want you to be proud to be my sissy. I want everyone who sees you to know you are not a woman, even if you are wearing a dress or a bikini swimsuit. I want people to know you are a male; my male bride."

His cock filled me, and the pain was unlike anything I had ever experienced. Trent urged me to be patient. "My cock will soon bring you many orgasms, baby," he promised.

I whined and cried out as the pain washed over me, but slowly, a new sensation began to take its place. My body was now filled in a way it never had been before, as my husband fucked all resistance out of me. I was being made into a woman by my handsome lover, with my wife Emily watching over me.

"That's it, baby girl," Emily whispered, her voice full of encouragement. "Give yourself to your man. You were always meant to belong to a real man, Alex. Fuck him back, baby. Show him what a cock-loving wife he found in you."

I shivered at the thought of the exciting and different life that lay ahead of me, and as the pleasure built, I leaked my sissygasm over my tummy. It was a moment of surrender, a release of everything I had once known.

"I am now going to fill you with my seed, Darling Alex," Trent murmured, his voice deep and commanding. "Your sister-wife will bear us children that you cannot, but rest assured, you will have my cock in your pussy often."

I held onto him as he grunted, feeling his cock jerk and spasm inside me as his warmth spread throughout my body. It was a moment of completion, of becoming something entirely new under the guidance of the man who now owned me.

Two Weeks into being the sissy-sister-wife.

Our divorce was finalized quickly, and our wedding date was set. But as the day approached, Trent and I got into a pre-wedding argument. "I can’t, my darling," I pleaded, lying naked except for the lace thigh highs, beside him in bed. Emily, while completely naked, was busy sucking his cock as we debated. "I just can’t let my parents see me, their son, as your bride."

"Alex," Trent said firmly, his hand resting on my thigh. "There is no shame in being what you are. It was they who gave birth to a sissy. Let them see you in all your splendor, my love. Show them that you are more than they could have ever dreamed for you."

I looked at Trent, my eyes wide with uncertainty. "Really? Won’t they be disappointed that it will be you who fathers their grandchildren?"

Trent's expression softened as he looked at me, his hand gently stroking my cheek. "And you will raise them for Emily and me, and you too, of course. They will visit and will eventually come to see you for what you are."

"And what will they see, Trent?" I asked, my voice trembling slightly.

"Ah, my sweet, frightened angel," Trent said softly, his eyes filled with warmth and sincerity. "They will see you as a loving mother, a loving sister-wife who dutifully serves her husband and her sister-wife, and who raises their many grandchildren."

I saw the sincerity in Trent's eyes, and at that moment, I knew I could trust him completely. "As you wish, my husband," I whispered.

With those words, I surrendered all my masculinity, my pride, my body, and my soul to Trent. And I would do that in front of witnesses, embracing my new identity fully and without reservation.

One Month into being the sissy-sister-wife.

But well before the wedding, Trent made it clear that I was to carry myself as his bride-to-be. My wardrobe shifted entirely to women's wear, with Trent insisting on revealing clothes around the house to keep him happy. My favorite was a dress—or rather, something just shy of one. It was a single piece of silk, floor-length, and it draped over me like a whisper. Completely open on both sides, it was held together only by delicate ribbon ties above my waist. With every step, the fabric parted, revealing my sides, my thigh-high hose, and the lacy panties that Trent had picked out for me. The sensation of the silk brushing against my skin was intoxicating, a constant reminder of the role I was stepping into.

The Wedding Day

My bridal gown was a beautiful rose-colored, below-the-knees dress, adorned with faux pearls and delicate lace trim. The pink rose floral crown atop my head, paired with white hose and pink 4" heels, made sure all heads turned as I walked down the aisle. Emily, my sister-wife and maid of honor, escorted me with a smile that radiated pride.

The man who performed the service assured us that his license was legitimate, even though he had received it from some online agency. There was a smattering of applause when he pronounced us man and wife, and told Trent, "You may kiss the bride."

I stood there, waiting as Trent first kissed Emily. Then, he turned to me, took me in his strong arms, and kissed me deeply. At that moment, I became a real wife to a real man.

Mom and Dad were thrilled to learn that Trent would provide them with the grandchildren they had always wished for. They had little to say to me, though, as they watched their son become someone entirely new. After the wedding, Dad danced with Emily, while Mom danced with Trent. After their first dance, Trent took me in his arms, and we floated across the dance floor to the soft music, the applause of those attending the reception surrounding us.

I felt every bit the bride as Trent whisked Emily and me away for a honeymoon in Bali. "Do not be bashful, sweet Alex," he whispered as we settled into our hotel. "Wear the swimsuit that matches your sister-wife's with pride."

Emily wore a white one-piece bathing suit with a bra top. Mine was the same, except the one my husband bought for me had a thong back. "Let them see your pretty pussy, my dear wife," Trent said after we kissed once more.

The Sissy Sister Wife Life Then...

Emily became pregnant very soon after Trent became our husband. As her first baby grew in her womb, Emily and Trent put together a list of those they wanted to witness the christening.

My duties quickly shifted to homemaker and nanny. Trent insisted I resign from my job to be his full-time wife and the mother of his and Emily's children.

My husband was right. My life had found a new purpose in raising our children and serving both him and Emily. Every day was a reminder of the new life I had embraced, the role I had taken on with love and devotion.
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