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Eric returned from his run drenched in sweat, feeling a small surge of pride. It had been forever since he’d worked out, but this was the first step toward a promise he’d made to himself to get back into shape. His wife, Sophia, had been gently encouraging him to hit the gym with her. She'd taken to working out regularly, and although he’d brushed off her suggestions at first, thinking he was fine, a recent incident had changed his mind.

Just a few days ago, he'd been in the kitchen, struggling to open a jar of mayonnaise. After several failed attempts, he had grumbled in frustration and set it aside, when Sophia, watching quietly from across the room, stepped in. With barely a flick of her wrist, she twisted the lid off effortlessly. She’d looked at him with that knowing smile of hers, and without missing a beat, Eric had blurted out, a little embarrassed, “Okay, maybe I do  need to hit the gym.”

Sophia had laughed, stepping in close, her voice low and teasing. “Oh baby, I don’t mind if you’re a bit soft. You know I like soft boys.” She had leaned in, pressing her lips against his in a slow, sensual kiss that made his knees weak.

At 5’6”, Eric had to tilt his head up to kiss her, especially with her standing there in her 4-inch heels. Sophia, already 5'11", towered over him, her body encased in a tight business skirt that hugged her figure and a silky blue blouse that shimmered under the kitchen lights. Her black silk stockinged legs, long and firm, led down to those sky-high black heels, showcasing her muscular calves and toned thighs. When she kissed him, Eric could feel her body, solid and strong from months at the gym. Her breasts pressed against his chest, and he couldn’t help but notice how firm her arms felt as they wrapped around him, holding him in place.

For a moment, he felt overwhelmed—not just by the intensity of the kiss but by her strength. He tried to pull away, but Sophia’s hands gripped him, keeping him close. She kissed him deeper, her hand sliding down to grab his ass, pulling his hips into hers with a force that sent a jolt through him. There was a strange, erotic panic as he realized that, at that moment, he couldn’t escape her hold even if he wanted to. His heart raced, not just with desire but with a flicker of confusion at how much he liked this—how much he liked her being in control.

But then Sophia loosened her grip, and the tension dissolved as she let him go with a playful smile. “Whooo, baby,” she breathed, her voice still teasing, “Need me to open any more jars baby? That got me all hot and worked up.” She ran a hand through her neck length, blonde hair, the short cut accentuating her striking cheekbones, and bright, disarming smile.

Eric stood there, catching his breath, his mind spinning. He’d always known that his wife was stronger and more assertive than him, but feeling it, at that moment, stirred something in him he hadn’t expected. It wasn’t outrage or frustration like he might’ve thought. Instead, it was a mix of lust and a strange sort of excitement—one he wasn’t entirely comfortable with admitting. He couldn’t shake the image of her overpowering him, how easily she had taken control, and how much he had wanted her to.

That night, as he cooked dinner, Eric’s thoughts kept drifting back to that kiss, to Sophia’s firm body against his. Something shifted in him. He knew he had to start working out, not just to get stronger, but because he wanted to feel more...equal.

During dinner, he brought it up casually. “I’m thinking of going for a run tonight,” he said, avoiding her eyes as he plated their food.

Sophia looked up from her glass of wine, her eyes softening. “Baby, if you want to run, that’s great, but don’t feel like you have  to. I love you the way you are.” She reached across the table, resting her hand on his. “Besides, running’s not really gonna help with the jar situation.”

He chuckled nervously, feeling a bit defensive. “Yeah, but... I think I need to get in better shape. I haven’t been exercising much lately.”

Sophia smiled knowingly, swirling her wine in her glass. “That’s great. But if you’re serious about it, maybe I could show you some of the weight training I’ve been doing? Running is good, but it’s not going to give you what you're looking for.”

Eric hesitated, knowing she was right. Her offer was innocent enough, but he couldn’t help imagining the scene in the gym—her showing him the ropes, her body moving with confidence and power as she guided him through exercises. He swallowed hard, feeling a strange mix of nervousness and excitement at the thought of training with her, being under her guidance, her control.

“Yeah,” he said finally, his voice a little too casual. “Maybe that’s not a bad idea.”

Eric’s pride still stung from the reminder of the jar incident earlier that day. It had been a sharp wake-up call, one that gnawed at him. He’d always felt uneasy in weight rooms—intimidated by the racks of iron and the loud clang of barbells. Sophia, on the other hand, had taken to lifting weights with a kind of natural ease. She’d joined a gym a few months ago and hired a personal trainer named Angela, and the results had been undeniable. Sophia’s once-soft curves were now firm and defined, her body more defined with each passing week. Eric couldn’t help but notice the way her biceps bulged when she pulled her hair into a ponytail or how her calves flexed as she walked around the house in her workout gear. She seemed to fill the space with her presence.

A week ago, Angela had visited their home for a quick chat after a session with Sophia. That moment had seared itself into Eric’s memory. Angela, a solid 5'5" redhead, stood in their small kitchen wearing green shorts and a snug black tank top that clung to her athletic frame. Her defined abs glistened under a light sheen of sweat, and her shoulders were broad and powerful, unmistakably sculpted from hours of lifting. Next to her stood Sophia, dressed in cherry red yoga pants and a black sports bra that hugged her luscious chest and highlighted her prominent biceps. In her running shoes, Sophia was 5'10", still towering over Eric, making him feel small in their presence.

As he stood between them, Eric had never felt more out of place—slight, slim, and completely outmatched in strength. The inch of height he had over Angela meant nothing compared to the power she clearly possessed, and with each passing day, Sophia was also quickly catching up. Her muscles were growing rapidly, nearly matching Angela’s size, and it was impossible to ignore. The way her shoulders filled out her tops, the subtle flex of her thighs as she moved—it all made her seem so much bigger, more imposing. Her workout shoes gave her another couple of inches on him, and Eric felt dwarfed not just by her height but by her sheer presence.

At that moment, he’d made a quiet decision to avoid the weights entirely. He knew there was no way he could lift anything close to what Sophia could. The thought of fumbling through exercises next to her or Angela made his stomach churn with embarrassment. He didn’t want to risk it, didn’t want to feel weaker than he already did.

"Well, I'll start with a run and see how it goes," Eric explained to Sophia, trying to sound casual about it.

Sophia smiled warmly, leaning back in her chair with an easy confidence that made her seem even larger. “Sounds good, babe. Whatever you want,” she said, her tone light and supportive, but her eyes held a glint of amusement. It was as if she knew exactly what he was feeling, but she didn’t push.

Later that evening, Eric rummaged through his drawers, searching for workout clothes. His old gear was nowhere to be found, buried under layers of unworn items he hadn’t touched in years. After some time, he stumbled upon a faded t-shirt and a pair of black running shorts. He inspected the shorts—they looked relatively new, though he didn’t remember buying them. The label read "L-M," large-medium, so he assumed they were his. With a shrug, he simply slid them on.

The shorts were snug, tighter than he had expected, but they fit well enough. They clung to his hips, outlining his slimmer frame, but for a quick run, they’d do the trick. He glanced at himself in the mirror, noting how the fabric hugged his thighs. The reflection didn’t fill him with confidence, but he tried to brush off the feeling. He laced up his shoes, put on his headphones, and headed out for his first run in years.

The cool evening air hit his skin as he stepped out into the neighborhood. He started with a brisk jog, his heart racing not just from the exercise but from everything swirling in his mind—the image of Sophia’s strong arms, Angela’s muscular figure, and the quiet humiliation that had lingered since that afternoon. As he jogged past the dimly lit houses, he couldn’t shake the feeling that something had shifted in his relationship with Sophia—something he wasn’t quite ready to confront.

Eric quickly realized just how out of shape he was. After only a few minutes of running, his legs began to burn, and his chest felt like it was set on fire. He had to stop, hunched over, hands on his knees, gasping for breath. As he caught his breath, he also became more aware of how soft his body had become. His chest, in particular, had lost its firmness. He’d never had a gut, thankfully, but there was no denying the slight jiggle in his chest when he ran—small man boobs that bounced just enough to make him self-conscious. They weren’t huge, but enough for him to notice, especially now.

As he started jogging again, a car passed by and honked. The combination of his dark hair, the tight shorts, and the late evening light must have made the driver think he was a girl. The honk wasn’t aggressive, just a quick beep, but it sent a wave of embarrassment through him. He kept his eyes straight ahead and pushed through, focusing on putting one foot in front of the other. He wasn’t about to let a little honk stop him.

In stops and starts, he managed to keep going for a full 30 minutes. His pace slowed down significantly toward the end, and by the time he returned home, his shirt was soaked with sweat, and his legs were shaking. Despite the struggle, there was a small sense of victory—he had done it. He’d completed his first run.

Eric made his way to the bathroom, breathing heavily as he toweled off the sweat from his face and chest. He caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror and frowned. His body wasn’t where he wanted it to be, but it was a start. He peeled off his wet shirt and stood in front of the mirror just in his shorts, patting down the sweat that clung to his skin.

As he was drying off, he heard the soft click of heels approaching. Sophia appeared in the doorway, still holding her wine glass. She hadn’t changed out of her work clothes; her tight business skirt hugged her shapely hips, and the silk blouse clung to her sexy, sculpted curves. She was still in her heels, adding a few extra inches to her already statuesque height.

Eric could see her reflection in the mirror, and there was something different in the way she was looking at him. She wasn’t just watching him—she was staring. Her gaze was fixed on his backside, and her expression was a mix of playful and sultry, a look he hadn’t seen in a while.

"Mmmm, you look good in those shorts babe," she purred, her voice lower than usual. Her eyes didn’t leave his body, and he could tell by the slight flush in her cheeks that she’d had a few more glasses of wine while he was running.

Eric shifted uncomfortably, the heat of her stare making him more self-conscious than the honk from earlier. "Uh, thanks," he muttered, still catching his breath. "They were good for the run. Must’ve been an old pair I found in the spare bedroom."

Sophia stepped a little closer, leaning against the doorframe with a teasing smile on her lips. "Oh, well, you should keep wearing them," she said, licking her full lips in a way that was half playful, half serious. "They give your ass a nice curve." Her eyes traveled down his body, lingering on his legs and the snug fit of the shorts over his ass.

Eric felt a flush of heat creep up his neck. He wasn’t used to her staring at him like this, at least not in such an openly appreciative way. He tried to laugh it off, but the way she was looking at him sent a tingle down his spine.

He turned away from the mirror and faced her, still feeling the weight of her gaze. “Well, I guess they’ll do for running,” he said, his voice coming out more awkward than he intended. But her attention remained unwavering, her eyes tracing his figure as if she was seeing him in a new light.

“Hah, thanks,” Eric chuckled, still catching his breath. “The funny thing is, the label says L-M instead of M-L. If they’re between medium and large, it should’ve been M-L, right?”

Sophia was taking another sip of her wine when he was telling this and suddenly burst into a small, amused laugh.

“What is it?” Eric asked, glancing at her in the mirror, confused by her reaction.

She stifled her laughter, her eyes glinting with mischief. “Oh, baby... those aren’t your shorts. I bought those!”

“What!?” Eric spun around, his face still flushed from the run.

“Eric, the tag doesn’t stand for large-medium—it stands for ‘Luxurious Missy.’ Baby,” She paused, savoring the moment, her grin widening. “They’re from a line of workout shorts for girls, designed specifically to make your ass look sexy and give it that bubble curve.”

Eric blinked, dumbfounded. “Wait, they’re women’s shorts?!”

“No, sweetie, they’re girls’ shorts. I bought them after all the working out I’ve been doing, thinking they’d fit me. But my legs got too thick—and now, too toned. You need soft, slim legs to fit in them,” she said with a teasing smile, her eyes never leaving his body. “And oh, Eric... they absolutely work on you baby.”

His stomach twisted in embarrassment. “You’re kidding,” he muttered, turning to look at himself in the mirror again, his face burning as he processed the revelation. No wonder someone had honked at him while he was running. He’d been wearing shorts designed to accentuate the curves of a girl’s body. He turned sideways to check himself out in the mirror. The shorts really did make his ass look... well, rounded. Girlish.

Before he could react further, Sophia stepped forward, her heels clicking against the tile as she entered the bathroom fully. Her presence was overwhelming, and Eric felt a mix of horniness and vulnerability wash over him.

“Look at my legs,” she said in a husky tone, unbuttoning her skirt with a quick flick of her fingers and letting it drop to the floor. She stepped out of it, still in her heels and stockings. Beneath the dark stockings, her legs were tanned, thick, and powerfully built. Her blue silk panties hugged her hips, but it was her thighs and calves that drew all the attention. The muscles rippled under her skin, the stockings outlining every firm, sculpted curve. Her legs were strong, undeniably so, and the high heels only made them look more muscular.

“I tried those shorts on once,” Sophia continued, her voice with a sultry and slightly drunk edge, “and I couldn’t even get them down to my knees.” She smirked, clearly enjoying his reaction. “I was going to give them to my niece, but... I’m glad you got some use out of them.”

Eric was speechless, his mind racing. He was standing there, completely out of his element, while his wife, taller and stronger than ever, was openly admiring him—admiring how he looked in girls’ shorts. The thought of it made his skin prickle with a mixture of embarrassment and something else he couldn’t quite place. He tried to shake it off, but the feeling lingered.

As he stood there, turning back to the mirror and inspecting how the tight fabric clung to his ass, Sophia moved in behind him. Her hands suddenly gripped his ass cheeks, squeezing them with surprising strength. Eric gasped, caught off guard by the force of her touch, and made a small noise of surprise.

Her reflection loomed behind his in the mirror, and Eric became acutely aware of how much bigger she seemed. In her heels, she stood just over six feet tall, towering over his 5’6” frame. Her workouts had given her body an imposing strength and thickness that he couldn’t match. She looked strong, confident—powerful. And in that moment, Eric felt dwarfed by her, completely vulnerable under her firm grip.

Sophia’s hands squeezed his ass with an animalistic hunger, her fingers digging into the soft flesh. The sheer dominance in her touch left Eric momentarily speechless. Then, as she pressed her tight body closer, she slid one hand to the front of his shorts, cupping his hardening crotch while the other tugged playfully at one of his soft man breasts. Eric’s breath hitched as he felt her fingers caressing him through the fabric, her touch sending jolts of electricity through his body. She pressed her hips forward, her crotch grinding against his ass as she pushed him closer to the counter.

Eric could feel her heat and wetness through the silk of her underwear, and it made him shiver. His head was spinning, not knowing how to respond to the sudden aggression.

“Eric, baby, you look so hot,” Sophia whispered into his ear, her voice thick with desire.

He tried to pull away, but he found himself pinned against the bathroom counter. “Sophia, let me get changed,” he managed to murmur, his voice barely more than a breath.

But Sophia wasn’t listening. She leaned in, her lips brushing against his neck as she bit down gently, sending shivers down his spine. Her hand stroked his cock through the tight fabric of the shorts, her movements deliberate and teasing.

“No, baby,” she whispered, her voice full of heat. “I don’t want you to ever get changed. I love your fat ass in those shorts. I love my Luxurious Missy.”

If Eric had felt slightly embarrassed by the jar incident earlier that day, he now felt absolutely emasculated. His wife, towering over him in her heels, was grinding her crotch into his ass, biting his neck, pulling his nipples, and addressing him like a girl—all because he had accidentally worn girls’ shorts. Yet, buried beneath the humiliation was something else: an intense, burning desire. His mind swirled with confusion, but there was no denying the growing need inside him, the overwhelming urge to submit to her strength. He wanted her to dominate him, to take full control. He could feel it deep in his gut—a longing for her power, her aggression, to consume him.

“Please, Sophie, let me—” he started, his voice faltering.

“Yes, that’s right, Eric,” she purred, her breath hot against his ear. “Ask me… beg to me, baby.”

“Please, let me change,” he pleaded, the words barely escaping his lips as her thrusts became harder, more insistent.

“No.” Sophia’s voice was firm, commanding. “I want you just like this. You’re hot, soft… doesn’t this feel good, Erica?”

The change in his name slipped past unnoticed at first, as the rhythm of her grinding against him intensified, her hand now firmly stroking his dick through the tight fabric of his shorts. He could feel her breasts pressing into his back, her strong arms wrapping around him, trapping him in a mix of desire and shame. His body was on fire with an erotic energy he couldn’t ignore, but it was tangled with the growing sense of emasculation that threatened to overwhelm him.

“Please, Sophia… not like this.” His voice cracked, weak and yielding, though his cock throbbed in response to her touch.

“Like what, Erica?” she whispered into his ear, her voice dripping with dominance. “Like a girl? Like my luxurious cute missy?”

“Please,” he whimpered, the memories of his inadequacy beside her flashing through his mind—how small he felt next to her and Angela, how his strength paled in comparison to hers. It all came rushing back, blending with the moment in a swirl of emotions.

Sophia paused, her lips still brushing his neck. “OK, baby,” she murmured, and with a fluid motion, she spun him around to face her, the lust in her eyes unmistakable. “But if you don’t want to do it this way… we’re going to do it my way.”

Eric’s eyes met hers, and she looked absolutely ravenous. The hunger in her gaze was undeniable. Slowly, she tugged her blouse over her head, revealing her strong, sculpted abs. Her large, more than a handful breasts strained against a navy blue silk bra, her body a testament to the hours she spent in the gym. Every inch of her exuded power and control. She unhooked her bra with a swift, practiced motion, letting it fall to the floor. Her firm, toned body stood in stark contrast to Eric’s smaller, softer form in the girl's shorts.

His breath caught in his throat as he stared up at her. The disparity between them was glaring: he, a small man, soft and slight, dressed in tight girls’ shorts that accentuated his rounded, plump, girly ass. And she—an amazon, towering over him in her heels, her muscles taut and powerful, her confidence radiating like the summer afternoon sun.

Sophia stood tall, her chest heaving with a mix of lust and fire, her naked breasts bouncing slightly as she took a step toward him, challenging him, her authority over him unquestionable. His eyes barely reached her chin, but he couldn’t tear his gaze away from her luscious tits, from the sheer strength of her presence.

“Look at you,” she said, her voice low and sultry, filled with the mixture of admiration and control she was casually exerting over him. “My sexy little Erica. So soft… so ready.” She grinned, taking him in, savoring the sight of him standing before her, small and vulnerable.

Eric swallowed hard, the weight of the moment pressing down on him. He had never felt so exposed, so small—and yet, that vulnerability brought with it a thrill he couldn’t ignore. He wanted this. He needed it.

Sophia’s grin widened as she reached down and cupped his fat ass once more, pulling him closer to her. “Now, sweetie,” she whispered, her breath hot against his lips. “Let’s see if you’re ready for my way baby.”

“What… what’s your way?” Eric’s voice trembled with both apprehension and anticipation.

Sophia’s eyes gleamed with a predatory glint. “Come and see, Erica.” With that, she grabbed his cock through the shorts firmly, sending a jolt of pleasure through him as she led him to their bedroom by it. The moment they entered, she shoved him onto the bed with a strength that caught him off guard, then gracefully kicked off her heels and slid next to him, her body radiating a level of confidence that seemed sensual, natural, and yet dominant all at the same time. The way her body slithered beside him on the bed, he couldn’t believe how lucky he was to be able to call this goddess for a woman, his wife.

“Remember,” she began, her voice low and sultry, “I’ve always had a fantasy about being with another woman.”

Eric nodded, still dazed by the shift in power. “Yeah, and I said I’d give you permission to do it.”

Sophia let out a deep, almost mocking laugh. “Honey, look at us.” She raised her arm, flexing it to reveal a toned bicep that bulged with raw, masculine strength. It looked like it belonged on a pro athlete, and yet, here it was—on his wife, a living embodiment of power and dominance. “Do I look like I need to ask your permission to do anything?”

Eric’s breath caught in his throat as he stared at her arm, his resistance crumbling in the face of her sheer physical presence. His cock throbbed harder, betraying the truth of what his body wanted, even if his mind couldn’t accept it. “Well… no,” he stammered, his voice trailing off. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from her beautiful body, and with every second, he felt his desire surge stronger.

Sophia smirked, watching the effect she had on him. “Exactly. I don’t need permission for anything. I do want to be with another woman, but I don’t want anyone but you. And more than that…” She shifted closer, her lips brushing against his ear. “I want to be the man. I’ve always known I needed to dominate, to be in charge. It’s who I am—at work, in the gym, everywhere. And today, when I saw you struggling with that jar… and in those tight little shorts… I realized something.”

Eric swallowed hard, his mind fogged with lust and confusion. He wanted to speak, to push back, but the words wouldn’t come.

“I realized,” she continued, her voice firm and unwavering, “that part of why I married you is because I knew I could dominate you. I knew I was going to be wearing the pants in this relationship.”

Eric’s heart pounded in his chest. “I don’t think I’m the beta if that’s what you’re saying,” he said, though even as the words left his mouth, they felt hollow. The way he’d been reacting, the way his cock had hardened for her power—everything told him otherwise.

Sophia chuckled softly. “Exactly, baby. You don’t think that. But I need you to admit it.” Her eyes locked onto his with a piercing intensity. “I need you to accept that you’re my beta. That you’re meant to be my woman. It’s what you want, whether you realize it or not. Your body’s telling you everything you need to know. You looked so hot in those shorts baby, because deep down, you wanted to be my woman. My very own Luxurious Missy.”

Eric’s mind whirled in a haze of lust and confusion. He didn’t know what he wanted anymore, but Sophia’s words were worming their way inside him, breaking down his defenses, chipping away at his resistance. And his body—his traitorous body—ached with need, every fiber of him burning with a desire he could no longer deny.

“But… what does being with another woman have to do with me?” he asked weakly, though he was barely holding on to the last threads of his resistance.

Sophia could sense it—how close he was to surrender. Her dominance, her strength, had always had a way of bending him, whether physically or intellectually. She was in control, as always, and she knew exactly how to break him down until he gave her everything she wanted.

Her eyes softened for a moment as she reached out and gently caressed his chin, her fingers tender but her grip still firm. “Because, baby,” she whispered her voice like velvet, “you are that other woman. You’re mine. You don’t need to be anyone else. I want you exactly as you are… my sweet girl.”

Eric’s breath hitched as her words hit him like a wave, and for a moment, he felt the last of his resistance slip away. Sophia had him completely now, wrapped in her power, and all he could do was submit.

“I want you to be my woman, Erica. I want to show you how incredible it feels when you accept that I’m your alpha, your man.”

Eric’s heart pounded in his chest. He averted his gaze, torn between the allure of her power and a fleeting, fading sense of his own masculinity. He wanted to cling to the last vestiges of his identity, but her presence—her dominance—was overwhelming.

“But, Sophia… I’m the man,” he whispered, his voice betraying the insecurity he felt.

Sophia’s lips curled into a predatory smile. “Oh, baby… are you?” Her voice was thick with this sexual hunger that showed openly without any hesitation, eyes narrowing as she slid closer. “Do I need to remind you what just happened in the bathroom? How I fucked you, pinned you down, and claimed you? You didn’t even fight back. Do I need to add more muscle, and get even stronger, before you’ll accept that I’ve become the man in this relationship? Or do I just need to play with your tits a little more?” She reached for his chest, her fingers grazing and toying with his nipples, sending shockwaves through him. “Maybe I need to put you over my knee and spank you until you scream for me until you beg me to be your man.”

Eric’s chest tightened, tears threatening to spill from his eyes. Deep down, he knew it was true. Sophia was everything a traditional man was supposed to be. She made way more money than him, stood taller, was undeniably stronger, won every argument, and made all the important decisions in their house. In every sense, she was his man—and he, her girl.

“Feel this,” Sophia commanded, holding out her arm. Eric’s hand hesitantly reached for her bicep, his fingers trembling as they wrapped around the toned, well-defined muscle. It felt like stone beneath his touch, as solid as oranges. His own hand seemed so frail in comparison.

“Now, you flex,” she ordered.

“Sophia, you know I don’t have—”

“Flex.” Her tone left no room for argument.

He obeyed, raising his arm and flexing as best he could. The result was pitiful—his soft, pale arm showed no hint of strength, his skin loose against the bone.

Sophia brought her arm next to his, the difference undeniable. “Now do you see, Erica?” she whispered, her breath warm against his neck. “Which one of us is the man, and which one is the girl?”

Eric swallowed hard, tears welling in his eyes as he looked at their arms. He could no longer deny it. She was the man, and he… he was her girl.

“You know it, don’t you?” Sophia continued, her voice low and soothing, as if speaking to a child. She dropped her flex and slid her hand down to his cock, stroking him gently. “It’s been true for so long, I’m surprised it took us this long to realize it.”

His eyes fluttered shut, pleasure overwhelming him as she stroked him expertly. He barely noticed as his shorts slid down to his ankles, exposing him fully to her. He was hers, and his body betrayed every last ounce of resistance.

Sophia’s hand guided his to her wet pussy, pressing his fingers against her. “When Angela first met you, she told me it felt like our roles were reversed. Remember how you served us coffee and cookies, how you took our coats when she arrived? I could see the way you were looking at us in the kitchen, like a lamb among wolves.” She chuckled softly, still stroking his cock with practiced ease. “You were terrified of our strength, of our bodies. Angela even joked later that I was lucky to have a wife like you, someone who wasn’t threatened by her size. She didn’t mean it seriously, but I knew then what was happening. I saw it in your eyes. You’ve always been my girl, haven’t you?”

Eric could only moan in response as she continued to work him, his mind spinning with her words, the truth of them sinking deeper into his core.

Sophia’s voice was a seductive purr. “Today, when I saw you in those cute shorts, it clicked. I realized we’d be so much happier if we just admitted it. You’re my girl, and I’m your man. You can keep running in those cute, girly shorts… hell, I’ll even buy you a thong to match with it. But when you come home, you’ll worship me, and you’ll know your place. You’ll know who you belong to. You’ll know I’m your man baby.”

Her words washed over him like a tidal wave, flooding every inch of his body with heat and desire. In that instant, any lingering resistance, any small fragment of doubt or hesitation he had clung to, dissolved completely. He was no longer just Eric, the man he thought he was—he was hers, wholly and undeniably. Sophia was his man, his alpha, his protector, and his ruler. And he, in turn, was her girl, soft, submissive, pliant. The realization sent a shiver down his spine. Her fingers continued grazing his nipples. He whimpered again, the sensation both humiliating and incredibly erotic. It had become second nature now, the soft, feminine sounds that escaped his lips whenever she touched him. He didn’t try to fight them anymore.

Eric was lost in a haze of lust and desire, his fingers still moving inside her wet pussy. His mind was spinning, his body caught in the intoxicating mix of submission and arousal. After a moment, Sophia stopped pulling his cock and turned over to open the drawer of her nightstand. When he opened his eyes, they went wide at the sight before him: two dildos—one thick and realistic, with bulging veins and a large, rounded head, and the other smaller, a bright pink dicklette.

“What… what are those for?” Eric asked, his voice barely more than a whisper as he eyed the toys in her hands.

Sophia smiled wickedly. “Erica, honey. It’s time for me to fulfill my fantasy of being with another woman. I’m going to fuck you with one of these, but I’ll let you choose. Will it be the realistic-looking cock or the little pink dicklette?”

Eric stammered, looking from one dildo to the other, his mind racing with both fear and anticipation. “But I… I don’t—”

“Time’s running out, Erica. If you don’t choose, I’ll choose for you. Which one is it?”

“The… the pink dicklette,” he blurted out in a rush.

Sophia grinned, satisfied. “Good choice. I don’t want to hurt my girl too much on our first time.” She placed the big floppy cock back into the nightstand, then turned back to him, holding the pink one up to his cock for comparison. It was larger—by about two inches. Eric’s heart sank, a flush of humiliation creeping up his neck. His cock, at four inches full mast, was smaller, something he had always known but never considered a problem—until now.

“Even this little pink dicklette is bigger than your clit,” Sophia teased, her voice dripping with dominance as she slid next to him, pulling his face into her swollen breast. Without hesitation, he began to suckle, lost in the sensory overload.

“You called this a ‘dicklette,’ Erica, but it’s bigger than your little cock. That must make yours a clit. And what does that mean, baby? It means you’re not a man. You’re a girl who needs a real man to fuck her.”

“Oh, Sophia…” Eric moaned, his words almost inaudible, muffled by her breast in his mouth.

“Tell me, Erica. Whose cock is bigger?” Sophia demanded, her hand now gripping his hair, forcing his head up to look into her eyes.

Eric’s heart raced. “Yours, Sophia. Your cock is bigger than mine.”

“And don’t you want my cock, Erica? Don’t you want me to fuck you like the girl you are?”

“Yes,” he whispered, his last shred of resistance crumbling. “I want your cock.”

“Good girl,” Sophia purred, pleased by his submission. “Now, who is the man in this relationship?”

“You are,” he admitted, his voice trembling. “I’m your girl. You’re my man. Please… please fuck me, Sophia.”

“That’s my girl,” she whispered, her tone filled with satisfaction. “Kiss my cock, Erica.”

Sophia brought the pink dildo to his lips, pressing the tip gently against them. Eric, without hesitation, kissed it softly, then opened his mouth as she pushed it inside. He sucked the toy eagerly, licking around the edges as if it were her real cock.

“Suck me, Erica. Suck me like the girl you are,” she commanded, watching as he obeyed. His fingers moved faster on her clit as he sucked the dildo, his mind drowning in submission and lust.

Sophia’s desire reached a fever pitch. She flipped Eric onto his back with ease, mounting his face. Her sopping wet pussy dripped onto his lips, and he began to eagerly suck her engorged clit. He could feel her powerful thighs clamp down around his head, trapping him between her legs. While he pleasured her, she reached back, lifting his legs into the air and slowly inserting the wet pink dildo into his ass. The sensation was overwhelming, the toy opening him up in ways he hadn’t expected. As she stroked his cock and thrust the dildo inside him, he screamed in pleasure.

“Fuck me, Sophia! Please, fuck me!” he begged, lost in the intensity of the moment.

“Tell me you’re my girl,” she growled, her voice thick with arousal. “Say it.”

“I’m your girl!” Eric cried, his voice desperate and trembling. “Fuck me like a man! I’ll always be your girl!”

Eric’s surrender was all it took to send Sophia over the edge. She came hard, gushing into his mouth as she rode his face, her powerful orgasm crashing through her body. At the same time, the sensation of the dildo deep inside him, combined with her hand stroking his cock, sent Eric spiraling into his own orgasm. His body shook uncontrollably, every muscle tensing as he came harder than he ever had before.

They collapsed together afterward, tangled in each other’s arms, both sexually sated and exhausted. As they drifted off to sleep, Eric’s mind swirled with the events of the night, unable to fully comprehend what had just happened between them.

The next morning, Eric found himself in the kitchen, preparing breakfast for Sophia. She had told him to make her bacon and sausages to fuel up before the gym, while his own breakfast consisted of berries and oats. Apparently, she had decided he was going on a special diet curated by Angela to keep him slim and femme without losing his soft curves. Standing at the stove, wearing the pink lace babydoll and little running shorts she had made him put on that morning, Eric was having second thoughts. One night of intense, erotic fun was one thing—but the fact that she was continuing this into the next day made him uneasy. He couldn’t help but wonder if this was the new normal, and if he was ready for it. Maybe he needed to put his foot down.

His thoughts were interrupted by strong hands groping his plump ass from behind, pushing him against the counter.

“How’s my girl this morning?” Sophia’s husky voice rumbled in his ear.

Eric let out a soft, girlish moan of pleasure. He knew this was going to be the new normal for him. He knew he couldn’t have been any happier.

***
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Fresh out of high school and kicked out of the house, a petite, young, beautiful blonde named Patrick finds himself looking for a roommate to share the rent on his new apartment. 

He soon finds the perfect supportive roommate in the form of a charming, six-foot, mid-30s man built like a sculpture/man named David. Things go well with the occasional tension between the two, especially when the strong, muscular man offers to help with just carrying a bag or just opening a door for the petite blonde. 

But one day the tension/heat reaches its peak when Patrick finds himself short on rent for a month. Things finally start unwinding when David offers to cover the rest of Patrick's rent, but on one condition: only if our Patrick agrees to wear women's underwear and submit himself to two surprise inspections for a day until he covers his share. Patrick agrees in a jiff without knowing that this is the first of many exciting steps in her feminization journey to becoming the best sissy princess for her daddy. 

Read her steamy feminization tale, told in almost 10K words now. 
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Sissy Joey is a talented and captivating author whose passion lies in the realm of feminization erotica. With a unique perspective and personal experiences, she brings a refreshing and authentic voice to the world of sissy and feminization literature. Whether you are a longtime lover of feminization erotica or a curious newcomer to the genre, Sissy Joey welcomes you into a world of tantalizing exploration, where secrets are revealed, boundaries are pushed, and authentic desires are celebrated. Step into the pages of  Sissy Joey's works and

embark on a hot and sexy journey.
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