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Teaser

I brushed my hands on the sides of her body, grinding my body against hers. I couldn't even remember what it had once been like to ease myself into a pussy like the one she owned. And even though it was still hidden by her lacy pair of panties and frilly skirt, I knew she was already soaked through. The smell of her arousal was just unmistakable.

“How are you feeling?” I asked, taking notice of the fact how girly my voice now sounded. The supplement of all kinds of proteins kept changing my body and it wouldn't be long until I'd lost every last little thing that still tethered me to the realm of the males.

“So fucking good,” she responded, and I couldn't help but nip at her earlobe.

I might be dictating the pace of this now, but she was still the one being worshiped. I venerated her like it was going to be the last thing I'd ever do with my life.

“Want me to get rid of your other layers?” I asked while bringing my hand down and finding the band of her skirt.

She pressed her lips tightly together and nodded. The movement was very subtle, but I still caught notice of it…
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Chapter 1

The snowflakes falling from the sky, I was finally ready to confront her. My sissification process was at last finished. I was a full-fledged sissy now and people all around thought I was a woman. But I was better than that.

I was a sissy other people should be afraid of.

I stood in front of her, wondering if she was thinking the same things going on in my mind. She had to be. She was just that kind of woman. The one that had been looking this whole time for the right man to make her life whole. Going as far as going behind my back to betray me with him.

She drew in a short breath.

“You look different,” she said.

“And you look the same,” I told her before unbuttoning the front of my shirt and pushing down the extra cleavage, bringing out my fake boobs. Her eyes widened upon seeing them.

“They look just like the real thing.”

“Do you want to touch them?” I asked, padding to her because I knew what her answer was going to be.

“Yes,” she murmured as her hand reached up and looped her fingers around one of my hard, engorged nipples.

“You have too many layers on. Want me to do something about that?” I offered while brushing my hand on her thigh, feeling the impressive quality of her new skirt.

Joseph did right by her. He bought her so many things. Pampered her to the point of making it feel like I never did anything similar. I wished things were still like they were before this, but it was too late for that. I was a sissy now. A sissy that was as obedient as before and was doing this thing for the sole purpose of remembering what our life was like before.

“Yes,” she whispered before allowing my fingers to begin unbuttoning her shirt. Having finished that, I pulled the opening sideways, revealing all the glory of her chest to my eyes.

Sweat trickled down her skin, and I couldn’t help but kiss her neck and make my way down to her breasts. But something stood in my way. The fabric of her bra impeded my advancement, which stole a grunt of complaint out of me. I was going to have to deal with his thing too before going on.

“Allow me,” I said while still remembering very well that she was the one in control here. I was just following her orders. As the good, obedient sissy I was, that was how things were supposed to go here, and there was nothing about it I could do.

My hands reached behind her back and I unhooked her bra. She couldn’t control her temptations, pinching one of my nipples as her lips pouted. She wished to put one of them inside her mouth, but there was something behind that she couldn't quite deal with at the moment, impeding her from doing that.

Having freed her bosoms, I leaned down and put one of her nipples in my mouth. Sucking on it, I made sure all kinds of sensations tormented her body. She couldn't even breathe anymore. Her eyes closed as she basked in all the feelings that were overwhelming her.

I sucked on her nipple a bit more and when I grew tired of it, I pushed her to the bed. The cars driving on the street below were the only thing reminding me we’re still in our old house. Would Joseph show up through the front door and humiliate me one more time? The thought of that happening made my little cockie harden in the same instant.

I continued to worship her body, pulling off the shirt and the bra that were still clinging to her skin. She arched her back, eyes still closed as she couldn't think of anything else right now. Her mind might as well have become a desert without anyone living in it.

I brushed my hands on the sides of her body, grinding my body against hers. I couldn't even remember what it had once been like to ease myself into a pussy like the one she owned. And even though it was still hidden by her lacy pair of panties and frilly skirt, I knew she was already soaked through. The smell of her arousal was just unmistakable.

“How are you feeling?” I asked, taking notice of the fact how girly my voice now sounded. The supplement of all kinds of proteins kept changing my body and it wouldn't be long until I'd lost every last little thing that still tethered me to the realm of the males.

“So fucking good,” she responded, and I couldn't help but nip at her earlobe.

I might be dictating the pace of this now, but she was still the one being worshiped. I venerated her like it was going to be the last thing I'd ever do with my life.

“Want me to get rid of your other layers?” I asked while bringing my hand down and finding the band of her skirt.

She pressed her lips tightly together and nodded. The movement was very subtle, but I still caught notice of it.

Moving my hand farther down, I opened the zipper of her skirt and then took it off her. She kicked her legs, writhing her body as I tore off her pair of lacy panties. And before doing anything else, I put it right in front of my nose and sniffed it. The smell of her arousal was like sniffing cocaine. I'd be needing to do this many more times in the future.

“Be gentle,” she ordered before settling her hand on my head and then pushing it down with all her strength, her legs looping around my lower backside.

My free and exposed fake breasts jiggled when I leaned down and smelled her arousal one more time, this time closer to the source. Her red skin, where her lips were, gleamed under the soft moonlight that snuck through the open curtain.

Shannon was dripping wet and couldn't wait anymore for what I was going to do.

Putting my tongue out, I touched and licked her folds. She shuddered and squirmed her body, her legs pulling me to her so strongly I almost fell on top of her.

But I kept my composure and knew this was far from over.


Chapter 2

Icontinued to lick her folds, knowing that this was far from over. I rubbed at them and continued to lick her pussy lips as she shuddered her body. Her legs pulled me to her one more time and I could tell she was getting really close to that point of no return. I couldn’t believe everything that happened so far. I was once a man and I am now a sissy.

I brushed my hands on her thighs and continued to work her until I was sure she was going to get to that point of no return, her delicious orgasm. She would squirm and shudder her body, and her cunt juices would come out of her like it was the last thing she would be doing with her life.

“Oh my God, Frank, you are doing me so good,” she mumbled, closing her eyes one more time as she basked in all the feelings I was making her feel.

“This is still nothing compared to what I’m going to do to you,” I said while putting one finger inside her cunt and then making sweet love with it, her body trembling as she arched her toes.

“Yes please, do more of that with me,” she begged one more time while putting one of her hands on my left asscheek and then squeezing it with all the strength she had.

My little cockie was so hard right now, and I could feel it twitching. I was so close to doing the unthinkable, cumming one more time, and this time it would be on the body of my once-had-been wife. I couldn’t help but question what she was feeling right now, her body glistening under the moon’s light. She was so sweaty, and she couldn’t help but feel that there was never going to be another time like this. A time where I worshipped her.

We continued doing that for a while before moving on to something else. She flipped ourselves on the mattress and then reached with her hands to where the zipper of my pants was.

“I’m going to get rid of this before it gets in the way of her little fun,” she stated while delivering many more powerful kisses on my body.

“You’re going to make me cum,” I purred against her ear, my hands roaming over her whole body as I made a gasp escape through her lips.

She ignored my plea and moved straight to where she thought she needed to be. Her hand roamed and played with my little balls, which were a little too small. After taking so many proteins to continue the transformation, I was someone else at this point. I was a sissy and nothing of that would ever change.

My little cock was so hard and I knew it was going to get even stiffer. She kept dominating me, one of her hands groping and roaming over my body. She leaned over and then began to play with my fake breasts.

“I can’t believe just how good and soft they feel. It’s like they are the real thing,” she revealed, her voice betraying how surprised she was at the moment.

And in the meantime, I was just waiting for Joseph to come out bursting through that door and then teach me what my place was, that was below him.

Shannon continued to play with my balls and asshole until she got tired of them. She pushed herself off the bed and then went to the dresser, pulling one of the drawers and getting out of it a big, thick monster toy made of plastic that she was going to use to ravage my little pucker.

“Oh yes, please,” I begged of her one more time as she began to ease the thick thing inside me like it was the last thing she was going to be doing with me. I could feel it coming in and in some more, stretching my walls to their absolute limits.

I whimpered and begged her to stop, but the look in her eyes was quite telling of her plans for me. There was no stopping her. And she was going to continue doing this, putting me back in my place, which was below her as well. As a sissy, I was set to continue worshiping her as many times as she wished me to do it.

“I’m going to make this extra special for you. There’s something about this dildo you need to know,” she said, making me wonder why it was so special.

“And what’s that thing?” I asked while looping my legs behind her lower back and pulling her to me.

Her smile widened as she said, “It can shoot some spunk out of it as well, just like the real thing.”

I didn’t say this to her, but I knew what that meant. At this point, holding that dildo in her hands, she might as well be considered a man. She was the man of our relationship, of what we were doing now.

When I crossed that point of no return just the same time she did, her finger rubbing at her twat vigorously, the fake cock she was using to ravage my little pucker erupted inside me. I felt the white cream coming out, spilling out like it was a broken faucet.

And even as I laid there on the mattress, I knew there was so much to do – so much more – and it was all going to involve Joseph.


Chapter 3

Do you like your new dress? He asked me while holding a bouquet in his hands. Joseph. Even though so much had happened since he turned up on my doorstep and put me in my place, he still respected me for going through with his wishes.

He thought I just needed to be taught what I’d been born for, and he'd be right about that. I was a sissy through and through, and there was nothing about that I could change.

The dress was beautiful, as was the bouquet of red roses. Their smell was nothing short of exquisite. I felt like pulling him to me and then kissing him while telling him he was the best man in the world – and the most handsome, too.

“No point in delaying the inevitable, right?” I told him while pulling up my shirt and exposing for the delight of his eyes my engorged breasts.

“Yeah, no point in doing that,” he said before taking off his shirt, allowing me to see one more time what he was hiding underneath that white piece of fabric that still permitted me to drool over the hardness of his arm muscles.

Veins popped out on his forearms when he tossed his shirt over to me. I scrambled while trying to grab it, and a gasp came through my lips when I managed to get a hold of it.

The smell of his manliness was still something I couldn't quite describe in full detail – as it should be done - my dick hardening while I remembered the night I shared with his new wife, Shannon, the other day.

When did that happen again? I couldn't remember and didn't care. My mind was focused on just one thing at the moment - pleasing this big man until he was pounding me hard and true against the wall on the other side of the room.

His round pecs made me feel like skipping to him and then pinching his nipples. His shoulders were impossibly square, and every time he angled his arms, his biceps showed.

I drew in a short breath when he pulled me to him with enough force to make me feel like the lightest human in the whole world. He peppered my skin with many kisses while his hands fumbled with my fake breasts, telling me just how much he needed this.

“Fuck, you are so hot and needy,” he commented while closing the door behind him with a kick. It was open this whole time? Fuck me. I was so immersed in this I didn't even pay attention to that.

His prick was impossibly hard, and I couldn’t help but move my hand down and then open his zipper. His peppering kisses made me squirm my body once more, and at this point I didn't know for how much longer I was going to be able to contain the temptation of allowing him to penetrate me.

I needed that so fucking much.

I looped my fingers around his hardness, feeling how big it was one more time.

“It's like it’s grown even bigger,” I whispered in his ear, nibbling his earlobe while letting him grind his body against mine.

“I knew you were going to say that,” he purred against my lips while kissing me one more time, messing up my hair and going for my little boypussy, where he just couldn't resist the temptation of rubbing at it.

I arched my back again and let him push me to the bed. I knew where this was heading, and there was nothing I could do to stop it – not that I felt like stopping it right now anyway.

He ripped off underwear and I had just a glimpse of his big man tool before he prodded the entrance of my asshole with it.

“Fuck. It's so much bigger than anything I've ever had before,” I admitted, breathing hard while feeling as if there was going to be so much pain soaring through my body that it was never going to be the same ever again

“Don’t worry about it. I'm going to be nice and gentle,” he cooed through my lips while easing himself inside me some more.

No lube, no nothing. He did it the bareback way, and it was either that way or nothing with him. I'd say that was one of the things he liked the most, I thought before feeling his monster cock reaching all the way to my prostate.

“It's a pity you can't have a pussy,” he said while pounding in and out of me, making the bed freak under our weight.

All kinds of feelings roared through my body, stopping at my nipples while my breasts jiggled.

Sweat drops fell on my body while he fucked me like there was going to be no tomorrow. I moaned and groaned, feeling him touching my prostate time and time again.

“Fuck me, I'm so close,” I said in between short breaths, his hips pounding me into oblivion.

His prick twitched once and then twice before shooting his load deep into my sissy pussy. His milk was warm and very creamy, making me fall in love with him that much more.

When he pulled out, some of it started to leak out. I scooped it up with my fingers and then licked it right in front of his eyes, Joseph leaning off me to bask in the wonder of what was happening.

“Holy shit. You are such a whore,” he said before slapping my asscheeks and getting off the bed.

I scrambled to him and grabbed his ankles, sinking to my knees while hoping that he wasn’t going to leave me alone here in his bedroom. I was in his house and it felt like it belonged to me too, even though I’d never tell something like that to him. I knew he was possessive and peculiar about that sort of thing.

He turned his head down to me and said, “Don't worry. No way I'm going to leave you alone.”

I snapped my head up and met his fierce gaze. It was fierce and telling of the plans he had for me. They weren't going to change and I'd do well to keep that in mind.

His dick was getting soft and I couldn't help but wonder if I could make it stiffer one more time.

I stood up and readied myself for what was to come. He didn't say anything about it, but I knew more or less what his plan for me now was. His friends were going to come here, leading me to the last phase of my transformation.

There is nothing like getting pounded in the butt by multiple men at the same, is there?


Chapter 4

His friends had come, tethering me to the bed like I was something they couldn’t even care about. They used black duct tape to make sure I wasn’t going to be able to move my limbs. I tried, but it was just impossible. I was naked and fully exposed to whatever they were thinking about doing right now with me.

One of their hands began to massage the skin of my legs. He murmured something, but under the confusion of thoughts that plagued my mind, I wasn’t able to make it out. His hand then moved up, still brushing against my skin, and then he stopped right before reaching my balls.

“They are so small now compared to what they once were,” he mentioned while brushing his fingers against them, making me arch my back in response.

All I could do was to continue giving myself fully for them. I couldn’t see anything, thanks to the blindfold they’d put on me. I tried taking it off, but it was to no avail. His hand then played with my breasts, and I knew he had one more thing about them he felt like telling to me now.

“They do feel like the real thing. The implant worked, didn’t it? You paid a fortune for it, but look at you now. It’s like you are a different person altogether.”

His hand pinched my nipples and then fumbled with my bosoms one more time, going as far as letting them rest there for seconds that felt like minutes. It didn’t take him long to begin to breathe hard, his cock getting so hard while he rubbed it on my groin region, telling me that he was thinking of doing just one thing now – getting inside my pussy.

They didn’t gag me, though, and for once that was something I felt thankful for.

“Tell me, what are you going to do once this is over?” He asked me, his other friends making their presence known around me while they also felt me with their hands, their fingers roaming here and there, getting me so dangerously close to the point of cumming right.

I gasped when a finger prodded my little orifice. It was sore after the pounding Joseph did on me, but it could still be used again. I’d made a point that I was one of those sissies that couldn’t be satiated at all, and they were all pretty mindful of that.

Still blindfolded, I felt like this was finally ready to take the step to the next level. One of them got right on top of me and then started to play with my little pucker, his finger rubbing here and there, making me feel like he was going to get inside me before I had the chance to say anything.

I whimpered when his thick, massive tool prodded the entrance of my tunnel.

“Such a nice, shaved ass,” he said before putting his head in.

I felt it coming inside me, stretching my walls to their limits and then reaching my prostrate one more time. I wondered if I could tell him to stop, but then pushed that thought away. It wasn’t something that could change anything right now anyway. He wasn’t going to stop. Not for anything.

His massive prick made short work of me as he pounded forward and backward, the bed creaking again and again. One twitch later and it didn’t take him much longer to be filling me with his seeds to, the point of making it look like he was actually fucking me with a broken faucet or something like that.

When he pulled out, another guy took his place and started to fuck me with all his might. He ended me then and there, my body shuddering and trembling while I felt like this whole thing wasn’t going to end.

I didn’t know his name and didn’t care. I was all tied up and couldn’t move any of my limbs. All I could do was to continue letting them eat my hole to oblivion, their loads coating my tunnel walls.

Panting, I couldn’t help but feel more tired than usual, but I could still keep going. This was far from over.

They took turns with me. I knew they were going to, and they did good on their word to make it look like this was going to have no end. By the time they were done with me, I was panting like I was a condemned criminal running away from the police.

They didn’t just shoot their cum inside me, but also all over me. “You are not a full-fledged sissy, and your purpose from now on is to continue serving and pleasing us. Nothing more than that,” one of them murmured to my ear.

How many of them fucked me? I didn’t know and didn’t care, just letting them have their way with me time and time again from them on. I was their sissy and nothing of that was ever going to change, I thought before falling asleep.

It took them almost too long to take off the duct tape and then allow me to walk free from Joseph’s house. I almost thought that was what my life was going to be like – living with them, tied to the bed like I was nothing more than their pretty little toy. But I was free now and I could look forward while thinking that so many positive things awaited me in the coming months.

I couldn’t have asked for a more fulfilling end to my transformation.

The End
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