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In The Curse of the Sissy: A Forced Feminization Tale, a young man’s life takes a dramatic turn after a mysterious encounter with Luna, a seductive woman whose bite leaves an enigmatic mark on his neck. As the nights pass, he begins to experience strange transformations, awakening in feminine clothing and makeup, with no memory of how he got there. The mark, a symbol of an ancient curse, begins to unravel his identity, revealing Lizzie, a sultry and submissive alter ego who thrives under the moonlight. As he struggles to maintain control, Lizzie’s desires grow stronger, leading him down a path of self-discovery, temptation, and ultimately, surrender to his true nature.

As the curse tightens its grip, the protagonist finds himself torn between his old life and the irresistible allure of Lizzie’s world. With the help of Luna and her enigmatic friend Veronica, he navigates a double life filled with passion, humiliation, and the intoxicating thrill of embracing his inner sissy. But as the line between his two identities blurs, he must confront the ultimate question: is the curse a punishment, or the key to unlocking his deepest desires? The Mark of the Sissy is a tantalizing tale of transformation, identity, and the power of embracing who you truly are.
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Pink moon

I always considered myself a normal man. I never stood out athletically or intellectually, but I was content. My work life mirrored my academic years—uneventful but steady. I held a few regular jobs, gaining experience in self-service and administrative roles, before finally settling into a quiet office position. It wasn’t glamorous, but it paid the bills and left me with enough free time to enjoy life.

When it came to friends, I couldn’t complain. I wasn’t the most popular person in the world, but I had a solid group of people I could rely on. Whether it was coworkers from the office or old school friends, there was always something to do—a night out at a bar, a small party at someone’s apartment, or just hanging out. My life was simple, quiet, and, for the most part, happy.

One night, after a few drinks with my coworkers, I offered to accompany Clara and Lisa to their cab. Both were a little tipsy, and I thought it would be gentlemanly to make sure they got home safely. I even suggested going with them to their respective homes, but they politely declined. They assured me they’d message our work group chat once they were home. I said goodbye and watched as the cab drove off into the night.

I’ll admit, I felt a little crestfallen. I had hoped Clara would accept my company—maybe even let something more happen between us. I’d been trying to muster the courage to make a move for weeks, but every time I got close, I chickened out. Maybe it was the disappointment of yet another missed opportunity that clouded my judgment, or maybe it was the alcohol, but I didn’t notice the figure lurking in the shadows, following me as I walked home.

The streets were quiet, the kind of silence that makes you hyper-aware of every sound. The faint rustling of leaves, the distant hum of traffic, the occasional creak of wood—it all seemed louder in the darkness. I shrugged it off, attributing it to my imagination, until I heard it again: a distinct creak, like someone stepping on a loose board. I stopped in my tracks and turned around, my heart pounding. The passage behind me was empty, save for a few trees swaying in the wind. I laughed nervously, chiding myself for being so jumpy.

But just as I turned back and took a few steps, I froze. There, under the dim glow of a lamppost in the park, stood a mysterious figure. The light cast long shadows, obscuring their features, but I could feel their gaze fixed on me. My breath hitched, and a chill ran down my spine. The air grew heavy, as if the night itself was holding its breath.

I wanted to run, but my feet felt rooted to the ground. The figure didn’t move, didn’t speak—they just stood there, watching. My mind raced, trying to make sense of the situation. Was this a prank? A mugger? Or something far more sinister? I couldn’t tell. All I knew was that I was alone, and the darkness around me felt alive, pressing in from all sides.

I thought they were a hallucination, a figment of my binge-induced haze. But even after clawing at my eyes with both hands, they were still there—two women, standing under the dim glow of a streetlamp. One took a slow drag from her cigarette, the ember glowing faintly in the night. Both were breathtakingly beautiful, their presence almost otherworldly. As I approached, I could see her face more clearly: her vermilion lips, perfectly shaped and inviting; her eyes, which blinked with an orange hue reminiscent of a postcard sunset; and her long, black hair that cascaded softly over her shoulders, framing her face in a way that left me spellbound. She looked at me, her gaze mesmerizing, while her friend—a stunning blonde with an air of quiet confidence—smiled at me from a slight distance.

-Good night, - she said as I drew closer, her voice smooth and melodic. - Could you help us? My phone is dead, and I can’t seem to find a cab.

-Good night, - I replied, snapping out of the trance her presence had put me in. - Of course, you can use mine.

She took my phone with delicate hands, her fingers brushing lightly against the screen. Her red nails glinted faintly under the light, and I found myself captivated by the way she moved—graceful, almost hypnotic. She asked for my help to navigate an app, but I barely registered her words. My mind was too preoccupied with her beauty, and I answered her questions on autopilot, my thoughts elsewhere. Her friend lingered a few steps away, observing quietly, her cigarette trailing a thin wisp of smoke into the night air.

-Thank you so much, - she said, handing my phone back to me. Her hand brushed against mine, sending a faint shiver up my arm. - By the way, my name is Luna. I’ve already ordered a car, so everything’s fine now. You really saved me tonight.

-You’re welcome, - I replied, my voice steady despite the whirlwind of emotions inside me. - I can wait with you until it arrives, just to make sure you get home safely.

-Really? - she said, her tone sweet and appreciative. - Thank you. That’s very kind of you.

We sat together on a nearby park bench, the cool metal pressing against my legs. Luna’s friend remained a few paces away, leaning against the fence with her cigarette in hand. I couldn’t help but steal glances at her—her angelic face, her legs crossed elegantly over the metal bars, the way she seemed both present and distant at the same time. The night felt alive with possibility, and I was caught in its current, unable—and unwilling—to break free.

-Are you cold? - I asked her, my voice soft but tinged with concern. - You can use my coat.

She accepted it with a cheerful smile, draping it over her shoulders but leaving it open, her cleavage and thighs still exposed. As she sat back down, she extended her hand toward me, her fingers brushing against mine in a gesture that felt both inviting and deliberate.

-You like me, don’t you? - she asked, her voice low and teasing. I could only nod, my throat dry, my mind racing.

Her hand moved to my chest, her touch light but electrifying. In one swift, fluid motion, she shifted her weight and straddled me, her knees settling on either side of my legs. When she leaned forward slightly, I could feel the curve of her body pressing against mine, her warmth seeping through the thin fabric of our clothes. My breath hitched as she began to move, her hips sliding sensually against me, her lips meeting mine in a kiss that was both passionate and demanding. Her teeth grazed my lower lip, sending a jolt of pleasure through me, while her hands roamed my back and chest, leaving trails of fire in their wake.

From a distance, her friend watched us, a faint smile playing on her lips. She seemed pleased, almost proud, as if this were a moment she had anticipated. Her discreet approval only added to the surreal nature of the encounter, making it feel both intimate and performative.

I could hardly believe what was happening. When her hand found its way to my waistband, I didn’t resist. She freed my throbbing member from its confines, the cool night air doing little to temper the heat building inside me. Gathering her hair behind her ear, Luna leaned down, her lips brushing against me before taking me fully into her mouth. The sensation was overwhelming—her breath warm, her movements deliberate, her tongue teasing in ways that left me trembling. I tangled my fingers in her hair, my grip tightening as pleasure surged through me. Despite my efforts to hold back, I couldn’t resist the tidal wave of release, spilling into her mouth with a force that left me shuddering.

Even now, the memory sends a shiver down my spine. The way she looked up at me, her lips parted, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction—it was a moment of raw, unfiltered intimacy that I had never experienced before. No one had ever made me feel so desired, so utterly consumed.

I gasped, my head falling back against the cold metal of the bench, my body utterly spent. When I opened my eyes, I found Luna marveling at me, her lips and tongue savoring every drop of my release as if it were ambrosia. A shiver ran through me, my soul feeling as though it were being pulled from my body with each delicate movement of her tongue. At one point, I tried to sit up, but another wave of pleasure washed over me, forcing me back onto the bench, my limbs heavy and unresponsive. As I lay there, trying to catch my breath, I noticed her friend watching us from a distance, a wide, knowing smile stretching across her face.

After a few moments, Luna rose, her hands gripping my chest as she leaned in to kiss me again. Her body pressed against mine, warm and insistent, and I could hear her soft moans of pleasure as she rubbed herself against me. Exhausted from the intensity of her earlier act, I could do little more than weakly caress her back with one hand, my strength completely drained.

-More, daddy, - she whispered, her voice dripping with desire as she clung to me, her nails lightly scratching my skin.

I shook my head, my body unable to respond to her demands. But Luna was relentless.

-More, daddy, - she repeated, firmer this time, her eyes locking onto mine with an intensity that left no room for refusal.

-I can’t, - I managed to say, my voice barely above a whisper, my body trembling with fatigue.

But she didn’t seem to care. Her lips found mine again, her kisses growing more urgent, her hands roaming over my body with a hunger that left me powerless to resist. I could hear her murmuring something under her breath, her words low and indistinct, but filled with a kind of fervor that sent a chill down my spine. I tried to catch my breath, to regain some semblance of control, but with Luna on top of me, it was nearly impossible.

Before I could even attempt to sit up, she bit my lip—harder this time, her teeth sinking in with a force that made me wince. By the time I recovered enough to push her away, my lips were already throbbing with pain. The moment I placed a hand on her shoulder to gently move her back, I felt her nails dig into my back, sharp and unrelenting. A dry, strangled cry escaped my lips as the pain shot through me, but Luna didn’t stop. She continued to murmur, her voice a mix of desire and something darker, something I couldn’t quite place.


The mark

I was so exhausted that even with both arms, I couldn’t push her away. She clung to me, relentless, her hands tearing at my shirt until it gave way. Her lips and tongue trailed across my chest, leaving a trail of heat that contrasted sharply with the cold dread pooling in my stomach. I felt her hands grip me again, her touch both demanding and intoxicating. Luna, her eyes gleaming with a feral intensity, removed her panties and attempted to climb onto me, but her efforts were in vain. My body, utterly spent, refused to respond. No matter how much she tried, I was a hollow shell, drained of all energy.

Without even seeing her face, I could feel the rage radiating from her. It was palpable, a storm brewing beneath her skin.

-A man should be able to please his mistress, - she hissed, her voice low and venomous. - Perhaps I was wrong about you. But we’ll soon see if you’re a real man.

She paused, her breath hot against my neck, and then her teeth sank into my flesh. My blood ran cold, a sharp gasp escaping my lips as pain and pleasure intertwined. She sucked at the skin, her mouth working with a ferocity that left me trembling, before finally pulling away and planting a soft, almost tender kiss on the same spot.

-A false man, - she whispered, her voice dripping with disdain, - who masks his true self and denies his nature, will become nothing but a sissy when the she-wolf howls and the autumn moon shines.

Her words hung in the air, heavy and ominous, as my vision began to blur. The last thing I saw was Luna and her friend—her blonde companion—taking my phone, their movements swift and deliberate. They confirmed their ride, their figures fading into the darkness like shadows swallowed by the night. Then, everything went black.

When I woke, I was in my apartment, the morning light filtering weakly through the curtains. My body ached—my lips felt raw, and my back throbbed with a dull, persistent pain. But when I checked myself in the mirror, there was nothing. No bruises, no scratches, no evidence of the night’s events. Except for one thing: a curious mark on my neck. A faint, circular blemish, almost like a hickey but darker, more deliberate. I traced it with my fingers, remembering Luna’s bite, her kiss, and her cryptic words. Was it just a mark from her? Or something more?

The rest of Sunday passed in a blur of mundane tasks. I spent the day tidying up the house, my mind occasionally drifting back to the strange events of the previous night. Surprisingly, I didn’t share the hangover that plagued my classmates, who flooded our group chat with complaints about their headaches and nausea. On the contrary, I felt unusually energized, my body humming with a vitality I hadn’t felt in years. My spirits were high, almost unnaturally so, and I couldn’t shake the feeling that something had shifted inside me.

I couldn’t remember how I’d gotten home or what had happened after Luna and her friend disappeared into the night. But her final words lingered in my mind, echoing like a riddle I couldn’t solve. I scratched at the faint mark on my neck, the only physical reminder of that encounter, as I tried to piece together the fragments of my memory. What had she meant by “when the she-wolf howls and the autumn moon shines”? The words felt heavy, charged with a meaning I couldn’t grasp.

Monday morning arrived, and I was the first to arrive at work. I exchanged casual banter with my friends, laughing about the antics from Saturday night. The day passed uneventfully, and as the week wore on, the events of that strange night began to feel like a distant dream. There were moments when I convinced myself it had all been a figment of my imagination—a bizarre hallucination brought on by too much drink and too little sleep. The mark on my neck faded, and with it, the urgency to understand what had happened.

But then Saturday came.

The day started like any other, yet there was an undercurrent of unease I couldn’t ignore. A strange, almost electric sensation buzzed beneath my skin, something I’d never felt before. It wasn’t fear, exactly, nor excitement. It was... anticipation. My mind wandered throughout the day, distracted and restless. When my classmates invited me out that night, I declined without hesitation. Even Clara, who was usually persuasive, couldn’t convince me to join them. There was something in the air, something I couldn’t name, that told me I needed to stay home. The feeling was too strong to ignore.

When I got home, an overwhelming sense of anticipation washed over me. It was as if the air itself had thickened, charged with an energy I couldn’t explain. Suddenly, all the memories of the previous week came rushing back—Luna’s piercing gaze, her cryptic words, the mark on my neck. My hand instinctively flew to my throat, where I felt a strange warmth. I rushed to the mirror, my heart pounding, and what I saw left me frozen in disbelief.

The mark, which had once been faint and barely noticeable, had transformed into a delicate tattoo of a wolf. Its lines were intricate, shaded in soft pinks and purples, as if it had been painted onto my skin by an artist’s hand. I stared at my reflection, cold sweat dripping down my back, as Luna’s words echoed in my mind: “When the she-wolf howls and the autumn moon shines.” My eyes darted to the window, where the moon’s pale light crept through the curtains. Before I could process what was happening, darkness swallowed me whole.

Just like the week before, I woke up disoriented, lying in my bed without any clothes. My first instinct was to check my neck. The tattoo was gone, replaced by a faint pink mark that bore no resemblance to the wolf I’d seen. Relief washed over me, but it was short-lived. The uncertainty lingered, gnawing at the edges of my mind as I went about my day, unable to shake the feeling that something was deeply wrong.

On Monday, I returned to the office, hoping the routine would distract me. Noah and Alex greeted me with their usual banter, asking how I was feeling and if I’d join them for drinks that weekend. They even teased me about Clara, suggesting she’d missed me. The idea of going out with them sounded appealing, a chance to forget the strange events of the past weeks. But just as I began to relax, a notification on my phone pulled me out of my thoughts.

It was an alert about a package delivery. Confused, I checked my recent orders, but there was nothing listed. When the package arrived, it was surprisingly light. I took it to my room, curiosity warring with unease as I opened it. Inside, I found a pink baby doll—a delicate, frilly garment that made no sense to me. I hadn’t ordered it, and I couldn’t imagine who would send me something like this.

I contacted the seller, requesting a return, but they refused, insisting the order was correct. Frustrated, I considered throwing it away, but something stopped me. My hand drifted to my neck, scratching at the faint mark as I hesitated. Finally, I stuffed the baby doll back into its packaging and tossed it into the closet, out of sight but not out of mind.

To my dismay, the strange events continued throughout the week. More packages arrived at my doorstep, each one as unexpected as the last. No matter how many times I tried to stop the deliveries or request refunds, the items kept coming. Soon, the corner of my room was occupied by a growing box filled with delicate, frilly garments—baby dolls, tights, and other items I couldn’t bring myself to throw away. Each package felt like a piece of a puzzle I didn’t want to solve, yet I couldn’t bring myself to discard them entirely.

When Saturday arrived again, so did that familiar, unsettling feeling. It clung to me like a shadow, growing stronger as the day wore on. I felt a pang of frustration when I had to turn down my friends’ invitations once more, choosing instead to isolate myself at home. The thought of going out, of pretending everything was normal, felt impossible. Something was pulling me inward, and I couldn’t resist it.

By nightfall, I was restless, my nerves frayed. Cold sweat dripped down my back as I tossed and turned in bed, unable to find comfort. The room felt unnaturally cold, so I got up to close the window. But as I reached for the latch, my eyes caught the moon’s pale glow. The moment I saw it, everything shifted. My vision blurred, and I felt myself slipping into a strange, dreamlike state.

In my dream, I found myself standing in front of the box in the corner of my room. My hands moved almost of their own accord, pulling out the delicate clothes I had stored away. I ran my fingers over the soft fabric, feeling a strange sense of affection and curiosity. I held the baby doll up to the mirror, imagining how it might look on me. My phone was in my hand, and before I knew it, I was searching for makeup tutorials, my mind consumed by a fascination I couldn’t explain.

When I woke the next morning, I was horrified to find myself wearing the baby doll and a pair of tights. My heart raced as I stared at my reflection, my mind struggling to make sense of what had happened. I didn’t remember putting on the clothes, didn’t understand why I had done it. Panic surged through me as I quickly changed back into my usual attire. But when I tried to throw the baby doll and tights away, I couldn’t do it. My hands hesitated, and before I knew it, I was folding the clothes neatly and placing them back in the box, as if some part of me couldn’t bear to let them go.

After eating something, I decided to take a shower, hoping the warm water would clear my mind. But as I stepped under the stream, I noticed something that made my stomach drop—my legs were completely smooth, as was much of my body. I stared at my skin, baffled. How could this have happened? I searched for my soap, only to find a bottle of depilatory cream among my toiletries. I didn’t remember buying it, let alone using it. The realization sent a chill down my spine.

These strange events were beginning to take a toll on me. A creeping sense of paranoia settled in, and I found myself constantly checking the mark on my neck. By nightfall, I could swear it had changed again. The faint pink stain had transformed back into the intricate wolf tattoo I’d seen before, its pink and purple lines shimmering faintly under the dim light. My body felt unnaturally hot, as if a fire were burning beneath my skin. I retreated to my room, desperate for relief, and tore off my clothes. But as the fabric brushed against my skin, a strange sensation overwhelmed me. I began to moan, my body reacting in ways I couldn’t control. Before I could process what was happening, everything faded to black.

The shrill sound of my phone alarm woke me on Monday morning. I felt exhausted, as though I hadn’t slept at all. My heart sank as I realized the nightmare was repeating itself—I was wearing feminine clothes again. I ripped them off in a panic, my hands trembling. There was no time to dwell on it; I had to get to work. But when I caught my reflection in the mirror, my blood ran cold. My face was fully made up, the makeup expertly applied as if by someone else’s hand. I stared at myself, horrified, my eyes welling with tears. I didn’t understand what was happening to me, why my life was spiraling out of control.

As I reached for the sink to wash my face, I noticed a small bottle sitting next to the faucet. A note was tucked beside it, written in neat, unfamiliar handwriting: “Use this to remove the makeup.” My hands shook as I picked up the bottle and applied the product. The macabre paint melted away, leaving my face bare, but the relief was short-lived. The questions lingered, heavier than ever. Who had left the note? Who had done this to me? And why couldn’t I remember any of it?


The curse

All day, I couldn’t stop thinking about what had happened. My mind raced with theories, each more unsettling than the last. At first, I convinced myself it was the work of someone else—someone trying to drive me insane. Luna, the mysterious woman from that fateful night, was my prime suspect. But the note I’d found changed everything. The handwriting, though more stylized and elegant, was unmistakably mine. I had written those words, but I had no memory of doing so. The realization left me feeling hollow, as though I were losing control of my own mind.

When I got home, frustration gnawed at me. I couldn’t solve the mystery, no matter how hard I tried. That afternoon, more packages arrived. I didn’t even bother opening them; I just added them to the growing pile in the closet. To my relief, the night passed without incident. The week flew by, and though a few more packages arrived, I stored them away immediately, refusing to let them consume my thoughts. There were no strange feelings, no unexpected surprises when I woke up. For a brief moment, I allowed myself to hope that whatever had been happening was over.

But then Saturday came, and with it, my fear returned in full force. I made up an excuse to avoid my friends, telling them I wasn’t feeling well, and rushed home. I tried to keep my mind calm, taking deep breaths and distracting myself with mundane tasks. But as the sun dipped below the horizon, dread settled in my chest. I brewed a pot of coffee, hoping the caffeine would keep me awake and in control. It didn’t work. The heat returned, spreading through my body like wildfire. My clothes felt suffocating, and I tore them off in a frenzy. The last thing I remembered was the bitter taste of coffee on my tongue as everything faded to black.

When I woke up, my hand brushed against something unfamiliar. My fingers traced its shape, trying to make sense of what it was. As my mind cleared, the realization hit me like a punch to the gut. I scrambled out of bed and ran to the mirror, only to collapse in front of my reflection. My hand flew to my mouth, stifling a scream that threatened to tear through the silence. The image staring back at me was unrecognizable. My world crumbled in that moment, the fragile sense of normalcy I’d clung to shattering into a thousand pieces.

The person staring back at me from the mirror wasn’t me. It was a frightened woman with long, flowing blonde hair, her face partially hidden behind trembling hands adorned with bright pink nails. Her lips, full and painted a soft pink, quivered as if trying to form words that wouldn’t come. Her long eyelashes fluttered against eyelids shaded with dark eyeshadow, perfectly matching her hair. When she finally managed to stand, I could see her fully—smooth, hairless skin, a nightgown that barely covered her thighs, and a pair of dark purple cheekini panties that hugged her curves. The outfit was completed by a matching set, the fabric sheer enough to reveal the padding beneath, which gave the illusion of prominent breasts.

A single tear rolled down her cheek as her hands hesitantly touched the padding. Relief flickered across her face when she realized it wasn’t real, just a cleverly designed illusion. But the relief was short-lived. Dejected, she wiped away the makeup with the cleanser, her movements slow and heavy, as if every step weighed her down. She trudged to the bedroom, peeling off the clothes one piece at a time. When she inspected the padding, she found it was nothing more than tights stuffed with seeds. She left everything scattered on the floor, a chaotic mess that mirrored the turmoil in her mind.

It wasn’t until I put on my own clothes and saw my familiar reflection in the mirror that I felt a fleeting sense of relief. But the dread lingered. What was happening to me was beyond unsettling—it was terrifying. It was clear that this transformation would happen again tonight, and I couldn’t let it catch me unprepared. Before the moon rose, I rushed out to make a few purchases. My wallet was nearly empty, drained by the mysterious orders I’d placed during previous nights, but I had just enough to buy what I needed. I wasn’t sure if it would work, but I had to try. I couldn’t let this nightmare control me any longer.

When I got home, I took a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves. I shook out my arms and shoulders, as if physically shedding the weight of the day, and then made a beeline for the closet. I grabbed the pile of clothes, determined to throw them away once and for all. But as I stood there, holding them in my hands, I couldn’t do it. My fingers tightened around the fabric, and a strange reluctance washed over me. Frustrated, I shoved the clothes back into the closet, but this time I added a lock to the door. I made sure it was secure, then hurled the key out the window as far as I could. It was a desperate attempt to regain control, but it felt like the only option I had left.

After eating a quick meal and distracting myself with TV for a while, I retreated to my room just before nightfall. I knew what was coming, and I was determined to stop it. Using sturdy ropes, I tied myself to the four corners of my bed, testing the knots to make sure I couldn’t escape easily. Then I waited, my eyes darting to the clock on my phone as the minutes crawled by. The heat came first, an unbearable wave that made my skin prickle and my clothes feel like a prison. I writhed against the ropes, desperate to tear them off, but they held firm. Panic surged through me as the heat intensified, and I fought to stay conscious. But eventually, the darkness claimed me.

When I began to wake up, I thought I’d won. The ropes were still tight around my wrists, and for a moment, I felt a flicker of triumph. But then I opened my eyes, and my heart sank. My gaze fell to my chest, where a pair of large, unfamiliar breasts strained against the fabric of a baby doll I didn’t remember putting on. I struggled against the ropes, managing to free one hand. The knots weren’t the ones I’d tied—they were different, looser, as if someone had undone and retied them while I was unconscious. Panic set in as I tore off the baby doll and rushed to the bathroom to scrub away the makeup. Time was running out; I had to get to work, but the reflection in the mirror—a stranger with smudged eyeliner and trembling lips—was a stark reminder that I was losing control.

When I returned home, I tried to make sense of the situation. How had I freed myself from the ropes? The padlock on the closet was still intact, and the key was long gone, tossed out the window. Puzzled and frustrated, I scrolled through my phone, answering a few messages, when I stumbled upon something that made my blood run cold. There were messages to an unknown number—messages I didn’t remember sending. When I checked the details, I discovered that the mysterious contact had come to my house that night. My hands trembled as I typed out a new message, demanding an explanation for everything that had happened.

-Hello, - came the reply almost instantly. - I was waiting for your message.

-Who are you? - I wrote back, my fingers shaking. - Why are you doing this to me?

-I’m Luna’s friend. My name is Veronica. - As I read her words, a shiver ran down my spine. - I understand you have many questions. I’ll come to your house on Wednesday night.

I sent more messages, pleading for answers, but she didn’t respond. The days dragged on, each hour feeling like an eternity as I waited for Wednesday night to arrive. When it finally did, I couldn’t sit still. I paced the room, my eyes darting to the clock every few seconds, until the sound of the doorbell broke the silence. I rushed to answer it, my heart pounding in my chest.

There she was—Veronica. She wore a tight black dress that clung to her figure, the fabric sheer in places, revealing glimpses of her arms and abdomen. Glittering lines ran parallel from her belly to her chest, catching the light with every movement. She was stunning, but her presence only deepened my unease. I bombarded her with questions the moment I saw her, but she ignored me completely, stepping past me and into my house as if she owned the place. She made her way to the living room and took a seat on the couch, crossing her legs with effortless grace.

-Bring me two glasses of wine, - she said, her tone calm and commanding. - Then I’ll start explaining everything.

I hesitated, my frustration simmering, but I did as she asked. As I poured the wine, I couldn’t help but notice how effortlessly feminine she was—every gesture, every word, exuded a delicate confidence that was impossible to ignore. When I returned to the living room, I handed her a glass and sat on the edge of the seat, my nerves frayed. Minutes passed in silence as I waited for her to speak, the tension in the room growing thicker with every second.

-The story I’m about to tell you happened many years ago, - Veronica began, her voice smooth and deliberate. - In a distant European village, a young princess fell in love with a commoner. He was no nobleman, no duke or lord—just a simple man. Yet, he visited her under the cover of night, staying by her side until dawn. Those stolen moments were the only times the princess felt truly happy. But her joy was short-lived. She was betrothed to another man, a duke from a nearby castle. He was handsome and kind, but he wasn’t the man she loved.

-What does this have to do with me? - I interrupted, my voice sharp with frustration. - I want you to stop whatever you’re doing to me. Right now.

-You need to hear this story to understand what’s happening to you, - she replied calmly, though her eyes held a glint of steel. - If you don’t want to listen, I can leave. - She started to rise from the couch, and I quickly reached out to stop her. As much as I hated to admit it, I needed answers.

-Fine, - I muttered, sinking back into my seat. - Go on.

-As I was saying, - Veronica continued, settling back gracefully, - the princess was forced to marry the duke. Though he was kind and handsome, he lacked the passion of her lover. He cared only for his own pleasure, never bothering to ensure she found any joy in their union. This enraged the princess. She was trapped in a life with a man she didn’t love, a man who couldn’t make her feel anything but resentment. It wasn’t fair. Her lover, a true man, was denied her, while the duke, a false man, claimed her as his own. Her hatred for men like the duke grew with each passing day. Though she still saw her commoner from time to time, it wasn’t enough. She needed him closer, needed a way to change her fate.

Desperate, the princess turned to unconventional means. One of her maids told her of a witch who lived deep in the forest. The princess sought her out, pleading for help. - I want you to deal with the duke, - she told the witch. - He is not a real man. No woman should ever be deceived by someone so vile. - The witch agreed, accepting the princess’s payment and instructing her to wait until the next full moon.

When the time came, the princess returned to the witch, who assured her that everything was in place. - The duke will fall under my curse, - the witch said. - By the next full moon, he will be no more.


The legend

For days, rumors spread of a fearsome beast ravaging the forests. The princess, feigning concern, urged the duke to confront the creature himself. Flattered by her words of encouragement, the duke felt invincible. He ventured into the woods during the full moon, confident in his strength and bravery. But soon, he was separated from his men, and the beast emerged—a massive, imposing wolf. The duke fell to his knees, trembling and begging for mercy. From the shadows of a nearby tree, the princess and the witch watched as the she-wolf circled its prey. The beast would have torn the duke to pieces, but the princess had ensured he was enveloped in the scent of magical flowers. Instead of killing him, the she-wolf approached and left a mark on his neck—a curse that would change him forever.

In the days that followed, the duke began to change. Every Saturday and Sunday night, he locked himself in a tower, adorning himself in the most beautiful dresses in the province. The princess visited him occasionally, mocking what he had become. After a month, the duke—now the duchess—emerged from the tower. She presented herself as the new ruler of the land, but her desires had shifted. She craved attention and admiration, desperate for the gaze of men. Yet, even that wasn’t enough. One Friday night, she ventured to a tavern, drinking heavily until she climbed onto a table and danced provocatively. Her eyes landed on a burly villager, and she begged him to take her until dawn.

The duchess was led to the back room, her desperation palpable. She tore at the man’s pants, freeing his enormous cock, which slapped against her cheek. She stared at it in awe, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth. She moaned with pleasure, her tears mixing with the man’s release as he finished on her face. The villager, emboldened by her submission, grabbed her roughly and ripped away her skirt. He bent her over, taking her from behind as she panted and writhed like an animal in heat. The duchess reveled in the humiliation, her tongue lolling as the villager mocked her. - Everyone knows you’re the duke, - he sneered. - They’d all line up to fuck you, just to see you beg. - The duchess didn’t care. She was happy, lost in the pleasure of being used. The villager took her all night, his cock pounding into her until dawn broke.

At dawn, the duke awoke, disoriented and horrified. His once-fine clothes were replaced with a torn dress, his hair a tangled mess beneath a crooked wig, and his face smeared with smudged makeup. Panicked, he fled to the castle, only to find his wife in the arms of her lover. The sight shattered him. He collapsed to the floor, weeping uncontrollably. The man he once was—the duke, the nobleman—was gone. In his place stood a trembling, broken figure, unrecognizable even to himself.

The princess, now free from her unwanted marriage, took charge of the situation. She ordered her servants to clean up the disheveled figure before her. The former duke offered no resistance as they dressed him in the humiliating attire of a maid. When he was brought before the princess, his fate was sealed. - From this day forward, - she declared, her voice cold and unyielding, - you will serve as my personal maid. You will be known to all as the village slut, and you will fulfill the desires of any man who demands it. This is your new life.

The princess wasted no time in asserting her dominance. She paraded through the village, hand in hand with her beloved commoner. In her other hand, she held a chain that served as a leash for the former duke, now the duchess. The villagers gathered to witness the spectacle, their whispers and jeers following the procession. The duchess, marked by the wolf tattoo on her neck, was stripped of her dignity and exposed to the world.

Her days became a relentless cycle of servitude. Mornings were spent attending to the princess and her lover, catering to their every whim. Afternoons were filled with menial tasks—scrubbing floors, assisting in the kitchen, and cleaning the castle. But it was the nights that truly defined her new existence. The duchess, now a figure of infamy, was celebrated in the taverns. Men lined up to take their turn with her, and no matter how many she pleasured, it was never enough. The mark on her neck, a symbol of her curse, ensured that she would never escape her fate.

-The years passed, - Veronica continued, her voice steady but laced with a dark undertone, - and women from all over began seeking the help of the queen of those lands. She became famous for aiding women who suffered at the hands of false men—men who were selfish, deceitful, or incapable of true passion. The queen’s curse transformed these men into pretty little whores, stripping them of their masculinity and forcing them to live as the very thing they had failed to appreciate.

The curse, she explained, could fall upon any man, but only those who were truly false at heart would succumb to the mark. Once marked, the transformation would begin. The first month would be spent in a slow, inevitable descent into becoming a slut. After that, the cursed would desperately seek to be fucked. If a man penetrated them at night and came inside their ass by sunrise, the transformation would be complete. They would become a whore, irrevocably and eternally. The mark of the wolf would remain on their neck forever, a constant reminder of their new nature. They would perpetually crave cock, and the curse could be passed from whore to whore, a chain of humiliation and desire.

Over generations, women who knew of the curse used it to punish men who wronged them. The mark became known as the Mark of the Sissy, for that was what those who succumbed to it became—submissive, desperate, and forever changed.

-I didn’t believe the story my mother told me, - Veronica admitted, her gaze distant for a moment before sharpening on me. - Not until a couple of months ago, when I discovered my fiancé was cheating on me. I told my mother, and she helped me. A ‘friend’ of hers met my fiancé, seduced him, and after taking him to bed, she bit his neck. The next few days unfolded exactly as my mother had described. Luis, my fiancé, slowly turned into Luna. I’ve spent the last few weeks taking her from place to place, ensuring she’s humiliated and fucked like the slut she is. - Veronica paused, her expression softening slightly. - I’m sorry she bit you. But if the mark manifested on you, it’s for a reason.

-You’re crazy, - I snapped, my voice trembling with anger. - None of what you’re saying is possible. Tell me the truth about what’s happening to me. I demand it.

-You’re in no position to demand anything from me, - Veronica replied, her tone sharp and unyielding. - I asked you for an apology for the bite, but what’s happening to you is because you’re probably a sissy.

-You’re a... - I started, but she cut me off before I could finish.

-Watch your tongue, - she said, her eyes narrowing. - I told you I’d give you answers, and I’m trying to help you. The other night, your inner sissy was desperate to break free. She used your phone—Luna had left her account open on the app. She was the one who helped you place your orders, pick out your clothes, and even gave you tips on how to do your makeup. When you texted the next day, I demanded Luna give me her phone, and I answered your text.

-I can’t believe it, - I muttered, shaking my head. - This is just impossible.


New routine

-Luna has been very restless, - Veronica continued, her voice calm but firm. - She thinks her new ‘friend’ needs help, but I haven’t allowed her to intervene directly. The other night, she slipped away to be with you. I’ve already punished her for that—she won’t bother you again. As for whether you believe my story, that’s your decision. But deep down, I think you know it’s true. You’ve seen the mark on your neck. You’re slowly becoming a sissy.

-How can I stop it? - I asked, my voice trembling. - If what you’re telling me is true, how can I break the curse?

-Honey, - she said, looking at me with a mix of pity and amusement, - my family has spent decades turning men into sissies. Not one of them ever believed the curse could be broken.

Her words hit me like a punch to the gut. I collapsed to the floor, my mind reeling. If what she said was true, I was doomed to a life of humiliation and torment.

-In the story I was told, - Veronica went on, her tone almost conversational, - the mark only appeared twice a week on the duke. At first, he had no memory of his life as a sissy. But over time, he began to remember. When she went to the tavern, she knew who she was, where she came from, and yet she still wanted that villager to make her a woman for the first time. When she lost her virginity, the mark on her neck became permanent. It didn’t completely erase her personality—that would have been too merciful. Instead, she was forced to live with the shame of knowing who she had been and what she had become.

-Why are you torturing me with this? - I demanded, my voice breaking. - What do you want from me?

-If you don’t lose your virginity, - Veronica explained, her tone calm but firm, - the mark will only affect you during Saturday and Sunday nights. But if you do, the mark will become permanent. It will always be with you. - She paused, her gaze steady. - In the first months after Luna was bitten, she was innocent and shy. She didn’t feel sure of herself; she just wanted to be pretty. I took her to bars, where men pursued her relentlessly. Eventually, she gave in to temptation. Since then, she’s changed. Though she’s still submissive to me and obeys my every order, every night she seeks out a man to make her his. It doesn’t matter who—it’s become a necessity for her. At times, I pity her, even though she deserves it for what she did to me. I’m sorry she’s passed this curse on to you. But if you resist temptation and don’t give in to the desires of the flesh, you might not end up like Luna. I’m sorry this happened to you, but this is all that can be done.

The rest of the night, Veronica patiently answered my questions, though my fate seemed sealed. Even with Luna under her control, I would still have to endure the curse two days a week. I needed to find a way to keep myself at home during those nights, to prevent myself from leaving at any cost. My life, during those nights, no longer belonged to me. I had only a few weeks before I entered a rutting stage, like the duke in the story had experienced.

Desperate, I replaced the locks on my house with an electronic system equipped with timers. I also bought a safe with the same mechanism, hoping to lock myself away during the dangerous nights. It seemed like a solution, though it came at a cost. A significant part of my social life died. I was now limited to working during the week and isolating myself on weekends. I lost many friendships because of it, but I had to ensure nothing worse would happen. My freedom was a small price to pay for avoiding a fate worse than death.

The other two days of the week became a routine for me. I went to bed at nightfall and, by dawn, I was cleaning up and fixing everything my other self had done under the moon’s influence. Over time, I began to notice something unsettling—the reflection in the mirror wasn’t mine anymore. It was the image of a beautiful girl. As much as I wanted to deny it, I couldn’t help but find her attractive. The sissy in me seemed to realize this too, because the next week, when I woke up, I wasn’t wearing lingerie. Instead, I found myself in blouses and skirts, or short dresses that hugged my body in all the right places. The changes didn’t stop there. My other personality had started exercising. My legs were shapely, my abdomen flat, and my buttocks firm. It was as if she was sculpting herself into perfection.

From time to time, I received messages from Veronica. She told me how Luna was growing restless, upset that her “friend” wasn’t allowed to go out and play. But Veronica kept her under control. She also monitored the changes in me, offering support whenever she could. I had researched her family’s records extensively, but there was no new information about a possible cure. The curse seemed unbreakable.

When three months of struggling against the curse had passed, something shifted. I began to see glimpses of my sissy personality in my reflection, even during the day. During the first two weeks of the month, I was conscious for less time. My sissy side would take over from dusk and sometimes wouldn’t relinquish control until noon. It was as if she was growing stronger, more persistent.

I shared these changes with Veronica, and they surprised her. She admitted she hadn’t found anything in her family’s records about this kind of progression. But then again, I was the first person with the mark who had lasted this long without losing my virginity. The curse was evolving, and I had no idea what that meant for me.

By the end of the month, the symptoms only grew worse. The visions became more frequent, and my control during those cursed days dwindled further. Veronica delivered more bad news: the curse was designed to break the sissy within, to tempt her with the irresistible desire to taste a man’s flesh. There was no escape. The only way a man could be spared from the mark’s effects was if he was a “real man”—someone without a sissy hidden inside. Other men who had been marked showed no symptoms because there was no sissy within them to awaken.

Veronica apologized for my inevitable fate. Sadly, deep inside me, unbeknownst to me, there had always been a sissy waiting to emerge. Little by little, she was taking control, reshaping me into a submissive woman addicted to the flesh of men. She would crave the touch of their skin, the taste of their essence, and the humiliation of their dominance. I would become a creature driven by need, my thirst quenched only by their juices, their milky liquid dripping from the corner of my lips as a constant reminder of my surrender.


Inner Sissy

I thought my precautions were enough. I had reinforced the bars on the windows, ensuring there was no way for me—or rather, her—to escape. For a while, it worked. My other self tried to tempt me, to lure me into giving in, but I held firm. That was until one Friday evening, when I was resting peacefully on the couch, watching TV. Out of nowhere, I felt a familiar heat spreading through my body. At first, I tried to dismiss it as my imagination, but when I glanced at the mirror, I saw it—the mark, glowing faintly on my neck. Panic surged through me. I rushed to the door, desperate to activate the electronic lock, but after just three steps, everything went black.

When I woke up, I was filled with dread. I scrambled to my feet and ran to the mirror, only to find myself fully dressed in an outfit I would never have chosen. My heart raced as I noticed the dirt on the soles of the heels I was wearing. My mind spiraled—had I left the house? Had I given in to the curse? But when I checked my neck, the mark was gone. Relief washed over me, though it was short-lived. What had happened? What had she done?

I grabbed my phone, only to find it encased in a pink cover I didn’t recognize. The screen was flooded with notifications—messages from Veronica, Luna, and even Clara. My hands trembled as I opened Veronica’s messages first. What I read made my stomach churn. Lizzie—my sissy self—had reached out to Veronica, begging to be accepted as her servant. Veronica had initially refused, knowing I was fighting the curse, but Lizzie had persisted. Eventually, Veronica agreed to become her mistress once the mark consumed me completely. The conversation was accompanied by photos—Lizzie in various outfits, striking sensual poses that made my face burn with shame.

When I saw those pictures, my emotions were a tangled mess. Lizzie was stunning—unbelievably beautiful—and it was hard to reconcile that image with myself. Part of me was in awe, but the larger part was terrified. What if she took complete control? What if she had shared those pictures with others? The thought made my stomach churn.

I checked the conversation with Luna next. It was filled with messages, far more than the ones with Veronica. We had exchanged pictures, and Luna had given Lizzie endless advice. It had been her idea to ask Veronica to take me on as her sissy. She considered me her best friend and wanted the best for me, or so she claimed. I scrolled quickly, looking for any long messages or more pictures, but found nothing incriminating. Relieved, I moved on to the conversation I dreaded the most—the one with Clara.

To my surprise, it started normally. We had even flirted at one point, and there was nothing out of the ordinary. Still, I kept checking. I discovered that Lizzie had downloaded images and videos about sissies, further evidence of her growing influence. Frustration bubbled up inside me. I grabbed a bowl of cereal and milk, sitting down in the living room with my legs crossed, the shiny natural tights glinting in the light. As I ate, I tried to process everything that had happened, my mind racing.

It wasn’t until I finished breakfast and went to wash the dishes that I noticed my crimson nails. My heart skipped a beat. I was still wearing feminine clothes. This had never happened before. For several minutes, I had assumed everything was fine—normal, even. The cheekini between my buttocks didn’t bother me. The heels felt comfortable, the wig natural, and the weight of the bra against my chest almost comforting. It was as if Lizzie’s presence had seeped into my consciousness, blurring the lines between us.

I tore off the clothes in a panic, my hands trembling as I tried to rid myself of everything Lizzie had chosen. I wanted to burn it all, to destroy every trace of her, but the curse wouldn’t let me. Frustrated and angry, I stormed into the bathroom to clean my face, only to freeze when I saw Lizzie smiling back at me in the mirror. Her expression was smug, as if she knew she was winning.

I immediately contacted Veronica, who had been expecting my message. We agreed that Lizzie was growing stronger, no longer confined to just two nights a week. I prepared myself for the worst, resigning to spend every night locked inside my home, the door secured until dawn. But the dirt on my heels still haunted me. How far had I gone? What had I done?

When I opened the closet, I found new packages waiting for me. It seemed Lizzie had gone shopping again. The discovery was unsettling, but it didn’t end there. In the shower, I noticed new feminine cleaning products—lotions, scrubs, and perfumes that I would never have chosen for myself.

That month was a nightmare. On the third Friday, Lizzie manifested again. Thankfully, she stayed inside, but the close calls were becoming more frequent. One morning, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror just before leaving for work. I was wearing a tailored suit with a mid-thigh skirt, dressed just like my female classmates. Lizzie had played a cruel trick, hoping I’d fall into her trap and leave the house like that. My heart raced as I changed, vowing never to let my guard down again. I installed a mirror on the door to avoid any future incidents.

The new month began like the last, with the first weekend passing without any signs of the curse. I started to think Lizzie had given up, that she was content to exist only during those two days. But I was wrong. I let my guard down, leaving my phone out of the safe on some Fridays, convinced there was no danger. For a while, nothing happened. There were no suspicious activities, no signs of Lizzie’s influence. But then, one night, the horror returned.

When I woke up, I thought it would be like any other day. I had locked everything up the night before, so I felt a small sense of security. But something felt off. When I checked the mark on my neck in the mirror, it didn’t seem to have changed. Relieved, I headed to the bathroom, only to discover what Lizzie had done this time. A chastity cage was locked around me, its cold metal a stark reminder of her control. Panic surged through me as I realized I had no idea where the key was. In the mirror, Lizzie’s reflection smirked at me, her eyes filled with mocking amusement. It wasn’t until I managed to remove the device with some tools that her expression shifted to one of irritation. She didn’t like being thwarted.

By Saturday, I was on edge. I went to bed early, bracing myself for Lizzie’s appearance, but she didn’t show. Confused, I took a refreshing shower, the warm water helping to calm my nerves. Afterward, I stood in front of my closet, browsing through my clothes. For a few minutes, I lingered in my underwear, trying to decide what to wear. Eventually, I settled on a silver blouse and a black skirt. I slid on a pair of tights, shivering as my hands glided over my smooth legs. A small, involuntary smile crept onto my face. I applied some light makeup, the routine feeling strangely comforting. For dinner, I had yogurt and granola, the simplicity of the meal a small comfort in the midst of the chaos.


Let’s dance

I was listening to music when I reached for my phone in the safe. To my shock, I couldn’t open it. It was then that I snapped back to reality, my heart pounding as I rushed to check the mark on my neck. The she-wolf was howling—it was Saturday night, and Lizzie was staring back at me from the mirror, winking playfully. I woke up later in a nightgown, just like before, and it took me a few minutes to realize what I was wearing.

I contacted Veronica, who was just as surprised as I was. In Luna’s case, her personality had blended with Luis’s only after he had given in to temptation. But Lizzie was different. She began showing me glimpses of her nights, moments I couldn’t control or stop. It was as if she wanted me to see what she was capable of, to remind me that she was always there, waiting.

One day, while organizing Lizzie’s things in the closet, I found a note. Her handwriting was bubbly and cheerful, a stark contrast to the tension between us.

-Hiii, - she had written, - I wanted to talk to you and fix things before they get out of control. I know the cage thing wasn’t right, but I wanted you to take me seriously. I have needs, and I want more freedom. I hope we can find a middle ground where we can both be happy. To start, I’d like to use the phone. The door can stay closed for now, but I want to talk to Luna, do some research, and take a few pictures. I promise I won’t harm you, but if you keep fighting me, I’ll have to take actions you won’t like.

The note infuriated me. I wasn’t going to give Lizzie an inch. Determined to regain control, I installed a timer on the closet, ensuring she couldn’t access her things whenever she pleased. Veronica disapproved of my decision. She believed it was better to keep Lizzie happy, even offering to chaperone her if I allowed her to go out with Luna. She promised to take care of me, to ensure nothing went wrong. But I had had enough. I wasn’t going to let Lizzie dictate my life.

Thus began a relentless struggle between Lizzie and me. She sought ways to assert herself, while I fought to keep her in check. On Saturdays, I could see her desperation as she searched for her clothes, only to find them locked away. When she couldn’t access them, her frustration boiled over into fury. After a grueling month, I thought I had finally won. Lizzie hadn’t appeared in weeks, and the mark on my neck had faded almost completely. It seemed she had been defeated.

I was overjoyed, though I remained cautious. Every Friday, I double-checked the locks and timers, determined not to let my guard down. But Lizzie wasn’t done. One Saturday, I woke up feeling normal, as if nothing was amiss. The day passed quietly, and I even managed to relax a little. Before bed, I placed my phone in the safe and settled in to watch some TV. I was in the living room for only a few minutes when, to my shock, the door of my house opened by itself.

Standing there, as if it were the most natural thing in the world, was Clara.

-Clara? - I stammered, my voice filled with surprise.

-Good morning, - she said cheerfully, stepping inside and sitting down next to me. - I brought dinner.

We moved to the living room, and I tried to make sense of what was happening. Clara chatted casually, as if this were a perfectly normal visit, while I picked at the food she had brought. I listened to her, my mind racing, until I couldn’t hold back any longer.

-Why are you here? - I asked, my voice tinged with confusion and unease.

-I’m so happy you accepted my invitation, Clara, - I said, my voice warm and welcoming.

-Thank you for inviting me, - she replied with a bright smile. - By the way, you look amazing. I can see you put a lot of effort into this.

-Thank you, friend, - I said, though my mind was racing. - I really wanted to make a good first impression. I bought this dress just this week. - Wait, what did I just say?

-You look stunning, my friend, - Clara said, reaching out to take my hands. Her touch was gentle, and I noticed the purple nail polish on my fingers. - I really appreciate the trust you’ve shown by sharing your secret with me.

I smiled on the outside, but inside, I was panicking. What was happening? Why was I saying these things?

-Now I understand why you acted the way you did before, - Clara continued, her tone understanding.

-Yes, - I said, forcing a smile. - I’m really sorry if I made you uncomfortable. You know, at first, it must have seemed like I was flirting with you.

-I was confused at first, - Clara admitted, - but after you explained everything, it all made sense.

-Thank you for understanding me, - I said, the words spilling out before I could stop them. - For accepting that I’m really Lizzie, and for being my friend. - How could I possibly be saying this?

-You don’t have to thank me, beautiful, - Clara said, pulling me into a warm hug. - So, are you ready to party?

-Of course I am, - I replied, standing up with a confidence that wasn’t my own. - I can’t wait any longer.

I grabbed a purse and walked hand in hand with Clara to the door. My mind was screaming in protest. How had this happened? How had Clara gotten into my house? How did she already know about Lizzie? I had been checking my phone constantly for any suspicious activity. But now, my worst fear had come true: Lizzie was about to leave the house, and with her, my masculinity would be completely lost.

We hailed a cab and headed to the gay bar district of the city. Through the window, I watched the neon lights blur past, a kaleidoscope of colors that did nothing to calm my nerves. Lizzie chatted animatedly with Clara about a movie she had recommended, her voice light and carefree. I clung to the hope that something—anything—would stop this. That somehow, my inner sissy wouldn’t make it to a place filled with men hunting for sex.

When we arrived, we stepped out of the cab and onto the sidewalk, walking like a pair of divas. Clara and Lizzie debated which bar to spend the night in, their laughter ringing out in the cool night air. Eventually, they settled on one, and we barely had to wait in line. The doorman let us in immediately, complimenting us on how stunning we looked. His words sent a chill down my spine.

Inside, the bar was alive with pulsing music and flashing lights. I could feel the weight of countless eyes on me, their gazes lingering as Lizzie and Clara made their way through the crowd. My terror grew when we accepted drinks from a group of men who couldn’t stop staring at our legs. I didn’t want to drink that cocktail, but Lizzie raised the glass to her lips without hesitation. There was nothing I could do to stop her.

And then, she was on the dance floor, moving effortlessly among the crowd. I was trapped, forced to watch as Lizzie took control, her body swaying to the rhythm of the music. Every step, every laugh, every glance from the men around us felt like a nail in the coffin of my former self.


New feelings

-You can dance really well, - Clara said, her voice filled with admiration. - Are you sure this is your first time going out to dance?

-Yes, - I laughed, though it wasn’t me laughing—it was Lizzie. - It’s my first time in public. I practiced a little at home.

-Well, you did an amazing job, baby, - Clara replied, her smile warm and encouraging.

We kept drinking and dancing, the night blurring into a whirl of music and laughter. At one point, the men who had bought us drinks earlier approached, and we started dancing with them. While I couldn’t control Lizzie’s actions, I could feel everything—the way my skirt fluttered with every movement of my hips, the heat of that man’s breath on my neck, the smooth rub of the tights against my legs. It was overwhelming, a mix of sensations that left me both horrified and strangely exhilarated.

Subtly, I touched the mark on my neck, a silent reminder of the curse that had brought me here. Lizzie continued dancing with the man, her body moving effortlessly to the rhythm. I felt his hands on my back, strong and possessive, and for a moment, I felt delicate, fragile even, under his touch. Then, without warning, his hands slid lower, gripping my hips. A sudden squeeze on one of my buttocks made me jump, and I turned to see Clara watching us with a mischievous grin.

-I saw that, you naughty girl, - she teased, tapping my shoulder playfully. - Looks like you’re really enjoying yourself tonight.

-A little bit, - I said, my voice tinged with embarrassment. - I wasn’t sure about all this at first, but… it’s not as bad as I thought.

-I’m really glad you feel that way, - Clara said, her tone genuine. - If you want, we could do this more often. We could even invite the guys from work. You know them—they’d never bother you.

-Maybe, - I said hesitantly, - in the future, maybe.

-Don’t worry, - Clara reassured me, her smile warm and understanding. - We can keep going out together, just like this. No pressure.

I looked into Clara’s eyes, a strange mix of emotions swirling inside me. Just a short while ago, I had wished for something more with her. But now, all I saw was a supportive friend, someone who accepted me—or rather, Lizzie—without judgment. I took her hand and thanked her again, my voice soft but sincere.

But what was happening to me? For a moment, I hadn’t just been watching from the sidelines. I had participated. During that conversation and that dance, it had been me who spoke those words and made those movements. No one had forced me. I had done it willingly, even enjoyed it. The realization left me both confused and strangely exhilarated.

-You’re very brave, - Clara said, her tone filled with admiration. - Making all these changes… it’s not easy.

-Thank you, - Lizzie replied, her voice steady. - But I think I’ll slow down for now. I’m still figuring things out.

-So, you’re still not planning to make any changes at work? - Clara asked, her curiosity evident.

-I might be speeding things up a bit, - Lizzie admitted. - I looked into the process, and the company would fully support me if I decided to change my name. But I guess I just wanted to know… to understand how far Lizzie could go in every part of my life.

I couldn’t shake the feeling that Lizzie’s words were meant more for me than for Clara. They lingered in my mind, a quiet reminder of the changes I was struggling to accept.

-Well, you have my full support, - Clara said, her voice steady and reassuring. - Whatever decision you make, you don’t have to be afraid. Our coworkers are kind, and they won’t give you any trouble. - She pulled Lizzie into a warm hug, her embrace filled with genuine care.

When the men approached again, Clara and Lizzie returned to the dance floor. This time, the music was slower, the atmosphere more intimate. A few songs played, and eventually, we said our goodbyes. We made our way back to my house, heels in hand, our laughter echoing softly in the quiet night. Once inside, we stretched and yawned, exhaustion finally catching up with us. We collapsed into bed, falling asleep almost instantly.

I woke up the next morning with a pounding headache and an aching body. Yes, it had been quite the night. I let Clara continue sleeping while I changed into something more casual—a cotton blouse and shorts. I kept my tights on; the house was chilly. In the kitchen, I reheated the leftovers from the night before, the smell of food slowly filling the air. Just as I was about to sit down, Clara stumbled into the living room, rubbing her eyes.

-Good morning, princess, - she said with a groggy smile, collapsing into a chair. - Ugh, maybe we went a little overboard last night.

-Just a little, - I replied, handing her a plate of food.

-Well, it was your first outing. I wanted you to have a good time.

-Thank you, - I said, my voice soft but sincere. - I really did.

-I noticed, - Clara teased, her eyes sparkling with amusement. - I never imagined you’d dance like that, let alone flirt with those men.

-Maybe I had too much to drink, - I said, trying to downplay the night’s events.

-There’s nothing wrong with that, babe, - Clara reassured me, her tone gentle. - It’s fine. I was just a little surprised by how… bold you were.

-There were so many sensations, - I admitted, my voice soft. - The truth is, I enjoyed it. But I’m also afraid.

-Afraid of what, dear? - Clara asked, her brow furrowing with concern. She pulled me into a hug when she saw the sadness in my eyes.

-If I give in to this, - I whispered, my voice trembling, - I’ll lose myself completely. There’ll be no turning back. I’ll be Lizzie forever, and I don’t know if that’s what I really want. Even if everything seems to point to it being my destiny, I’m not sure.

-Look at me, - Clara said softly, her hands on my shoulders. - Breathe. Lizzie is you. She’s not replacing you; she’s who you really are. Listen to how you talk, look at how you carry yourself. When you were dancing last night, I saw you happier than I’ve ever seen you before. You might not be ready for some changes, but you can count on me. I’ll be here every step of the way.

Her words were comforting, but they didn’t erase the turmoil inside me. I cried, and Clara held me until the storm passed. When she left, I felt disoriented, my mind a whirlwind of emotions. I spent the rest of the day searching for Lizzie in my reflection, but she never appeared. That night, as I undressed, I decided to sleep in my nightgown, the soft fabric a small comfort.

The next morning, as I put on my office clothes, I felt out of place. The shirt felt too tight, the pants too restrictive. Everything about them was uncomfortable, as if they no longer fit—not just my body, but who I was becoming.


The mistress

By the middle of the week, the discomfort became unbearable. At home, I found myself rummaging through Lizzie’s clothes, searching for something that felt right. Only when I slipped into a skirt did I feel truly comfortable. I settled down with a cup of tea, answering messages and trying to make sense of everything. My conversations with Veronica were brief; it seemed she had little to offer in terms of help. Clara’s messages, on the other hand, were supportive and kind, her words a small comfort in the chaos. But it was Luna I spent the most time talking to. I confided in her, sharing how I felt and everything that was happening. Though she hadn’t experienced what I was going through, she listened and tried to understand, her kindness a lifeline in my confusion.

Despite everything, I kept using the timer on the door, though I no longer locked away my phone. I spent too much time talking to my friends to justify hiding it. Luna was convinced I should take the next step, but the thought terrified me. I didn’t want to lose my virginity, but if I was going to go out again, I wanted it to be with Clara. The last time, though, I had lost control. That’s when I remembered Veronica’s offer—she would chaperone me if I decided to go out.

-Are you sure about this? - Veronica asked when I reached out to her.

-Yes, - I replied, my voice steady despite my nerves. - Like you said, it’s better to make peace with my inner sissy than to fight her. I’ve seen what she’s capable of.

-If that’s your decision, - Veronica said, - then we’ll come to your house on Saturday.

I prepared carefully for that night, my excitement growing. I wanted to go out dancing with Luna, and with Veronica there to watch over me, I wouldn’t have to worry about losing control. She would make sure I didn’t give in to the temptation of a man’s flesh.

When I got home from work, I took my time preparing for the night. I shaved my body completely, the smoothness of my skin a strange but familiar comfort. I slipped into a pink outfit—cheekini panties that accentuated my butt, the result of all that exercise Lizzie had been doing. The dress I chose was tight and sexy, with mesh detailing at the neckline and hips. As I adjusted my wig and applied the final touches to my makeup, I caught a glimpse of Lizzie in the mirror for the first time in months. She smiled at me, a silent wish of good luck, before fading back into the reflection.

I spent a few moments admiring myself, taking photos to capture the moment. Just as I was finishing, the doorbell rang. I let my friends into the apartment, my heart racing with a mix of excitement and nerves.

-Friend! - Luna shouted, pulling me into a hug. We spun around like a pair of giddy schoolgirls, her laughter infectious.

-It’s a pleasure to meet you in person, Lizzie, - Veronica said, her tone warm but measured.

-The pleasure is mine, - I replied, trying to sound confident. - Can I get you something to drink or eat? I have beer in the fridge.

-Sure, - Veronica said, settling onto the couch. - Luna, bring us some beers. You have a seat, beautiful.

Luna swayed happily as she headed to the kitchen, her smile never fading. She seemed eager to please, always attentive to Veronica’s every word. As we drank and chatted, I couldn’t help but notice how effortlessly Luna obeyed Veronica’s requests.

-Bitch, - Veronica said playfully, stretching out on the couch. - Give me a massage.

-Of course, my love, - Luna replied with a grin, dropping to her knees behind Veronica and starting to knead her shoulders.

She removed her heels with delicate care, setting them aside before beginning to massage her feet. I watched her, a mix of surprise and excitement bubbling inside me.

-Stop, whore, - Veronica said sharply, her tone cutting through the air. - Our friend here seems to want a massage too. Take care of her.

-Because she loves her, - Luna replied with a playful smirk, turning her attention to me.

I gently slipped off my platforms and placed my feet in her hands. Her touch was warm and reassuring, and I felt a strange sense of comfort as she began to knead the soles of my feet.

-Luna, - Veronica interrupted, her voice teasing, - the massage is starting well.

Luna leaned down and kissed my feet before starting to rub them. The sensation was relaxing, though I couldn’t help but giggle when it tickled.

-What’s wrong, Lizzie? - Veronica asked, her eyes narrowing slightly. - Don’t you like the massage?

-No, I like it, - I said, my cheeks flushing. - It’s just… it makes me feel a little shy.

-It’s not that, - Veronica said, her tone serious now. - When Luna rubbed my feet, I could see the glow on your face. But now that she’s doing it for you, I don’t see the same happiness.

-She embarrasses me a little, - I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

-No, - Veronica said, her eyes lighting up with understanding. - It’s not that. You didn’t want a massage from a whore. You wanted to be the one giving the massage.

-No, - I stammered, my face burning. - I… I just…

-Silence, - Veronica commanded, her voice firm. - Luna, step aside. Let your friend take charge now.

-If she loves me, - Luna said with a playful smirk, moving away.

Veronica’s gaze locked onto mine, unwavering. She gestured to her feet with a subtle nod, her expression expectant. Hesitant, I knelt down and barely brushed my fingers against her toes. She nodded again, her eyes urging me to continue. I took her feet in my hands and began to massage them, my movements tentative at first.

-No, - she stopped me, her tone sharp. - You must do it like Luna.

I looked up at her, confusion and uncertainty written across my face. Veronica’s expression didn’t waver, and Luna smiled encouragingly from the sidelines. Swallowing my nerves, I leaned down and kissed Veronica’s foot. The sensation of her tights against my lips was electrifying, as if the layer of lipstick I was wearing amplified every touch. I kissed one foot, then the other, my hesitation melting away as I continued to shower her feet with affection. When I finally looked up, my eyes pleading for approval, Veronica smiled down at me, her expression a mix of satisfaction and amusement.

-I knew the mark wasn’t wrong about you, - she said, her voice dripping with certainty. - You’re such a sissy.

-I’m sorry, - I stammered, scrambling to my feet. - It’s Lizzie who does this. Not me.

-You don’t have to lie, - Veronica replied, her tone cutting through my denial. - Lizzie stopped being a separate part of you a long time ago. At first, she might have been an alternate personality, but now she’s fully integrated into who you are. It’s not like she’s forcing you to do anything. It’s you who’s made all these advances. You who’s made all these decisions.

-No, - I protested weakly, my voice trembling. - Lizzie is the one who does it. I’m a… I’m…

-See? - Veronica interrupted, her voice firm. - You can’t even deny it anymore. You’ve become a complete sissy. You don’t just dress up on weekends now. You invited us here because you want to go out. You need it. And I agreed to help you, you little bitch.

-No, no, no! - I protested, my voice trembling. - Besides, you promised you wouldn’t let me taste a man’s flesh.

-Shut up, - Veronica snapped, her tone sharp and commanding. - You will call me Mistress or Mistress Veronica. I know what I promised you, whore, but there’s a price for my protection. You will be my sissy—that’s my payment for being your chaperone. Now, keep quiet and finish the massage.

I obeyed, but not out of fear or resentment. There was a strange willingness in me, a quiet acceptance of her authority. I attended to her just as she had asked, my hands working diligently on her feet. Luna, meanwhile, cleared away the empty bottles and knelt nearby, waiting for her next order. I continued massaging Veronica’s feet, occasionally kissing them, the act sending a thrill through me. It was exciting—more than I cared to admit.

-Listen to me, Lizzie, - Veronica said firmly, her gaze locking onto mine. - One of my conditions is to prevent that. - She pointed to the obvious bulge in my skirt. - No sissy under my care is allowed such… indulgences. It’s not fitting for a whore. I don’t want you even thinking about touching yourself. Correct it. Now.

I hurried to my room, my heart pounding. I found the chastity cage I had used months ago and quickly put it on, the cold metal a stark reminder of my submission. When I returned, Veronica’s eyes were waiting.

-Show me, - she commanded. I lifted my skirt, revealing the cage. - Good. But I want the key.

I hesitated, fear flickering in my chest.

-It’s only for now, - she said, her voice softening slightly. - On Monday, you can free yourself if you wish. - Reluctantly, I handed over the key.

-How exciting! - Luna chimed in, lifting her own skirt to reveal her chastity cage. - Now you’re a real sissy, just like me.

Veronica smiled, threading the key onto her necklace alongside Luna’s. The sight of it—my key, hanging there as a symbol of my submission—sent a shiver down my spine.


The power of the mark

The three of us headed to the bar, the energy of the night already buzzing in the air. I was dying to dance, but I waited patiently for Veronica’s permission. When she finally gave the nod, I practically floated to the dance floor, my heart racing with excitement. I danced with Luna, laughing and moving to the rhythm of the music, until she started playing with the local men. She rubbed against one, her movements bold and confident, capturing all their attention. For a moment, I felt ignored, a pang of envy creeping in. Determined not to be left out, I found a partner of my own.

It didn’t take long before a handsome man was dancing with me, his hands guiding my hips as we moved together. I glanced at Luna, who was now shamelessly grinding against her partner, his hands gripping her waist as he bit her neck. A flicker of envy stirred within me, and I subtly adjusted my movements, trying to find my partner’s arousal with the sway of my hips. Slowly, I closed the distance between us, until I felt him—hard and eager—pressing against me through my skirt. His hands tightened on my hips, pulling me even closer. The warmth of his body against mine sent a thrill through me, though the chastity cage kept my excitement in check. I continued dancing, lost in the pleasure of the moment, my body melting into his.

-We can go to the dark room, - my partner whispered, his breath hot against my ear as he gathered my hair and bit my neck.

For a moment, I wanted nothing more than to give myself to him completely. Nothing else mattered—not the curse, not the consequences. Luna caught my eye and smiled, clearly happy for me. She seemed to have received the same offer, her own partner leading her away. But just as I was about to follow mine, I met Veronica’s gaze across the room. Her expression was stern, her head shaking in clear disapproval. My heart sank. Luna, noticing Veronica’s reaction, quickly said goodbye to her lover. Reluctantly, I did the same, pulling away from my partner with a forced smile.

We left the club and hailed a taxi back to my place. Luna wore a pouty expression, clearly unhappy about leaving, but she had no choice—she had to obey her mistress. I was in a similar state, my body burning with a feverish desire I couldn’t quench. Veronica had forbidden it, and I was left to wrestle with my frustration. The ride home was quiet, the tension thick in the air. That night, Luna and I slept in the living room, while Veronica took my bedroom.

-Stop with that face, bitches, - Veronica snapped at dawn, her voice sharp with irritation. - Luna, you knew the deal. You were only going out to dance and drink. That was the condition. And you, Lizzie—I’m supposed to keep you from tasting a man’s cock. A few hours ago, you were crying, begging me to help you. Now you look like a bitch in heat, desperate for someone to nail you. I knew this was a bad idea, but I wanted to be nice. I feel responsible for the curse, but forget it. I’m leaving. You can deal with this on your own.

-No, Veronica, - I pleaded, my voice trembling. - Please, forgive me. You know the mark is stronger at night. I’m so sorry for causing trouble.

-You’re a lost cause, - she said coldly, her eyes narrowing. - You’re not worth my time.

Desperate, I threw myself at her feet, pressing my lips to the tips of her shoes.

-Forgive me, my love, Veronica, - I begged, kneeling before her. - This will never happen again. I’ll be a good sissy. I’ll obey you in everything. I won’t give in to temptation.

-I’ll be demanding, - she said, her tone stern and unyielding. - You know that. I’ll need your full commitment.

I thanked her and spent the rest of the afternoon following Veronica’s orders alongside Luna. Together, we prepared food, the kitchen filled with the comforting aroma of spices and simmering dishes. As we worked, Luna turned to me, her voice soft but insistent.

-You don’t have to keep fighting it, - she said. - The sissy mark is the best thing that could have happened to you. Honestly, it’s the best thing that ever happened to me.

-You don’t understand, - I replied, my voice tinged with frustration. - I can’t just… become a sissy completely.

-And why not? - Luna pressed, her eyes narrowing slightly. - Maybe you don’t want to admit it, but if you weren’t a real sissy, you wouldn’t obey all of our mistress’s orders. You wouldn’t dress like this, act like this, or even prepare to be Lizzie at work. I’m happy as Luna 24 hours a day. I don’t have to wear those ugly men’s clothes anymore. Now, I can always look beautiful. I work as my mistress’s assistant, and I’ve never been happier.

-It’s not the same for me, - I said, though my voice lacked conviction.

-I know you, - Luna said, her tone firm. - We’ve been talking for months. I know what you want. Look me in the eyes and tell me right now that you didn’t want to go upstairs with that man in the dark room. - She paused, waiting for my response, but I remained silent. - See? You can’t even lie to yourself. You might be a sissy, but at least I’m not trying to fool myself. You could be so happy as my mistress’s servant, or you could even ask your coworker to be your mistress. But instead, you cling to this unhappiness.

Tears streamed down my face as her words hit home. She was right, but I didn’t have the strength to admit it fully. Part of me wished Lizzie would just take over completely, letting me watch from the sidelines while she made the decisions. But that wasn’t how it worked anymore. I was Lizzie, and I had to face this reality on my own.

-I’m afraid, - I cried, my voice trembling. - The doubts keep coming back. Please, help me.

We held each other tightly, our embrace lasting until Veronica’s sharp voice called us back to attention. The rest of the afternoon passed pleasantly in her company, and as I watched Luna, I realized something profound. She was radiant, her happiness undeniable as she obeyed Veronica’s every command. She was free in a way I couldn’t yet understand, and she seemed happier than anyone I had ever known.

Over the course of the month, I had several conversations with Veronica. I told her I was ready, but when she questioned me, my doubts resurfaced, and I backed down. She made it clear that she wouldn’t help me unless I was certain, and she held firm to that stance all week. At night, when the mark appeared, I confided in Luna. She promised to help me, her words a comforting balm to my frayed nerves.

The following Saturday, we went out dancing again. I was overjoyed to be with my friends, and the start of my vacation meant I could spend more time with Luna. When we returned, we left Veronica in my room, and Luna and I stayed up late into the night, talking about men and the growing desire I felt to taste their flesh.

-Soon, Lizzie, - Luna said softly, her voice filled with encouragement. - Soon.


The Friend

The next morning, like so many times before, I woke up with a heavy conscience. I didn’t understand why I felt such guilt over dancing with men or the things I had said to Luna. The doubts crept back in, and I tried to push them away, focusing on staying calm. We brought breakfast to Veronica in my room, following her orders until she drifted off to sleep.

-Come on, - Luna said, her voice cheerful. - We need to go buy food.

-Of course, - I replied, - but let me change first.

-Do you plan to wear boy clothes? - she asked, raising an eyebrow.

I hesitated, unsure how to respond.

-No, friend, - Luna said firmly. - You’re staying as you are. We’re both beautiful, and you don’t have to be afraid.

It was the first time I had gone out during the day as Lizzie. My heart pounded as we walked down the stairs, the sound of our heels echoing in the quiet hallway. But then, we ran into a neighbor. I froze, hoping he wouldn’t recognize me, and turned away to avoid his gaze.

-Now I see why you never asked me out, - he said with a smirk. - You look stunning.

-This isn’t what it seems, - I stammered, my face burning with embarrassment.

-Don’t worry, - he said, his smile surprisingly kind. - I’m not judging you.

Before I could respond, he playfully spanked me, laughed, and walked away, muttering something I couldn’t quite hear. My cheeks flushed even hotter as I stood there, stunned.

-Let’s go back, - I begged Luna, my voice trembling. - I’ll change quickly, I promise.

-No, - she said firmly, her tone leaving no room for argument. - We’re almost there. It won’t take long.

I walked with my heart pounding, convinced that everyone was staring at me, that they all knew who I really was. I clung tightly to Luna’s arm, my fingers digging into her sleeve as I followed her, feeling exposed and humiliated. We stopped at the bakery first, where Luna made me pay, forcing me to interact with the cashier. The same thing happened at the grocery store. I stood there, on display in places where I had once shopped as myself. They would never see me the same way again.

-Let’s go now, - I pleaded with Luna, my voice desperate.

-Wait, - she said, holding up a hand. - One last stop. - She led me to a nearby building, one I didn’t recognize.

-What are we doing here? - I asked, my confusion growing. - I doubt anyone sells food here.

-Don’t worry, - Luna said, shaking her phone. - I agreed to deliver something here. It’ll just take a minute.

We stepped into an elevator, and my fear skyrocketed. I had no idea what was happening, though Luna never let go of my hand, her grip firm and reassuring. She kept whispering calming words, but they did little to ease my panic. When the elevator doors opened, we walked down a hallway to a door. Luna checked her phone, nodded, and opened it, pulling me inside behind her.

-Delivery’s here, - she announced loudly, closing the door behind us. - Two sissies, ready to serve.

My heart stopped. Two men were in the room, their eyes locking onto us with predatory interest. I looked at Luna in horror, realizing too late that this was a trap.

-What pretty little whores, - one of the men said, his voice dripping with amusement.

-Yes, - Luna replied, her tone playful as she approached him. - We’re whores looking to taste a man’s flesh.

She began to run her hands over his chest, her movements confident and teasing. The other man stepped closer to me, spinning me around to inspect me. I trembled, my legs threatening to give out.

-Are you sure this one’s into it? - he asked, glancing at Luna. - She looks like she’s about to faint.

-Don’t worry, - Luna said, her voice steady even as the other man groped her. - It’s all part of the game. Watch this.

The man in front of me grabbed my arm and bit down, hard. I gasped as a new mark appeared on my skin. Then he dropped to his knees and sank his teeth into my calf, leaving another mark. I moaned, a mix of pain and something else I couldn’t quite name. Luna lifted my skirt slightly, kissing and biting the skin of my thigh. The men were clearly aroused, their eyes dark with desire.

-She’ll act like she doesn’t want it, - Luna told them, her voice firm. - But don’t be fooled. She’s a total slut, and she wants this. - She turned to me, her gaze piercing. - Do you want to leave, bitch?

I couldn’t respond. My voice felt trapped in my throat, my mind racing but unable to form words.

-If you don’t say anything, - Luna said, her tone teasing but firm, - then it means you want this gentleman to make you moan like a bitch. Or am I wrong?

I couldn’t deny it. My silence spoke for me.

-You see? - Luna said, turning to the men with a sly smile. - It’s all part of the game. But she is Lizzie, a very slutty sissy who wants to lose her virginity. And if that’s not true, then she’ll tell you her real name and deny everything I’ve said.

-I… I… - I stammered, my face burning with shame. - My name is… Lizzie.

The men laughed, their voices echoing in the room. Luna, satisfied, surrendered herself to the arms of one of them, her movements confident and deliberate.

-You and I are going to have a great time, Lizzie, - one of the men said, his voice low and filled with promise. - This game of yours excites me. If anything I do bothers you, just tell me you’re not Lizzie, and I’ll stop. That way, I’ll know when you’re not playing.

-No, - I whispered, my voice barely audible. - This isn’t right.

-Come on, friend, - Luna said, her tone light and encouraging. - Let’s dance for our men before we please them.

When the music started, Luna began to move, her body swaying to the rhythm. She glanced at me, her eyes urging me to join her. Reluctantly, I followed her lead, my movements hesitant at first but growing more fluid as the music took hold.


The consummation.

-Imagine it’s one of those nights at the bar, - Luna whispered in my ear, her breath warm against my skin. - You’re a nightclub diva, the center of attention.

I closed my eyes and let the music guide me, moving my body as I had on those wild nights. Luna danced with me, her movements suggestive and teasing. But what really began to excite me was the way the men watched us, their eyes filled with desire. Luna’s hands slid to my hips, then up to my breasts, her touch sending shivers through me. I arched my back, pressing my legs and hips against hers, my wig nearly brushing the ground as she moved as if we were making love. When I turned to face her, we kissed, our lips meeting in a heated embrace that lasted for minutes, until the men around us decided to intervene.

I danced with one of them, my movements as provocative as I could make them. His hands roamed over my buttocks as I lowered myself to the ground in my platforms, grinding my body against his. When he kissed me, I hesitated at first, but when he spanked me, I gasped, my lips meeting his in a passionate kiss. I lost myself in the moment, the world fading away until I remembered Luna. I turned to look for her and found her on her knees, her lips wrapped around her partner’s cock.

-Do you want to do what your friend’s doing? - the man in front of me asked, his voice low and teasing.

I stared at him, my mouth open in shock, trying to form the words to say no.

-I… - I stammered, my voice trembling.

But before I could finish, he knelt in front of me, pulling down his pants to reveal his hard, throbbing member. It fell against my face, and I froze, my mind racing as I tried to process what was happening.

-But I don’t… - I stammered, my voice barely audible.

Before I could protest further, his lips crashed onto mine, hot and demanding. No matter how much I tried to resist, I found myself kissing him back, the sensation overwhelming. His lips felt like fire, and the taste of his lipstick melting under the heat of his touch sent a shiver of excitement through me. It reminded me of the times I had kissed Veronica’s feet, a mix of submission and desire that I couldn’t escape.

I watched Luna out of the corner of my eye, mimicking her movements as best as I could. Her actions were delicate, feminine, and practiced—she was an expert at this. I tried to keep up, my own movements clumsy in comparison, but the stranger’s gasps told me I was doing something right. His hands gripped my head, his pace quickening. I knew what was coming—he was about to finish. Panic surged through me, and I managed to pull away, his member slipping out of my mouth. But I left my tongue out, teasing the tip of his cock, my face reflected in the stereo’s surface. I saw myself—smiling, eager, and utterly lost in the moment.

When he came, it was on my face. I didn’t flinch. Instead, I smiled, a strange sense of happiness washing over me. I had loved it.

-We’re just getting started, - he whispered in my ear, his voice low and teasing. He picked me up effortlessly, carrying me away. - Your friend gave us the bed.

I looked for Luna, my eyes widening as I saw her skirt pooled on the floor and her panties tangled around her knees. She was sitting on the other man’s cock, her body bouncing as he lifted her by the knees and let her fall, drawing moans from her lips that echoed through the room.

The sight terrified me. I had enjoyed giving a blowjob before, but this was different. If I didn’t stop this stranger, I would fall into the curse completely, becoming Lizzie forever. But there was little I could do. Before I could react, he swept me into his arms and threw me onto the bed.

I tried to get up, but he was already on top of me, his weight pinning me down. My protests were drowned out by my own moans of pleasure, my body betraying me. My arms, which had tried to push him away, now clung to his strong back, my fingers tracing the muscles beneath his skin.

Before I could fully process what was happening, I was kissing him, my mind a whirlwind of confusion. If I let this continue, I would become Lizzie completely. Maybe I already had. Maybe I had been a sissy for far longer than I wanted to admit.

I closed my eyes as he sank his teeth into my neck, a sharp mix of pain and pleasure coursing through me. My hands moved on their own, pulling at his shirt until it was off, revealing his hot, firm chest. He slid a hand under my blouse, his fingers rubbing my nipples until I moaned into his mouth, my body arching against his. My brain began to disconnect, pleasure overtaking any remaining resistance.

When I felt him tug at my cheekini, I didn’t stop him. Instead, I shifted my hips to help him remove it, my body moving on its own. I pulled off my blouse, desperate to feel his skin against mine. His chest was hot and solid, and I shuddered as I ran my delicate hands over him, my touch eager and wanting.

I knew what was about to happen. The stranger took out lubricant and began to penetrate me with his fingers. There was a sharp sting of pain at first, but I bit my lip and let myself surrender to the moment. The truth was undeniable—I was a sissy. I wanted this man to take me, to claim me completely. My hands trembled as I carefully put on the condom he handed me, my heart racing as I admired his beautiful cock. But he was impatient, urging me to guide him inside.

-What a vicious little whore you are, - he whispered, his teeth grazing my ear.

-Yes, - I moaned, my voice trembling with desire. - I’m a whore. I want to be your whore.

He entered me slowly at first, and I cried out, my moans louder than I had ever imagined. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of pleasure and pain that made my head spin. When he spanked me for the first time, I gasped, my body arching toward him.

-Oh, - I begged, my voice breaking. - Please, don’t stop.

-I won’t, bitch, - he growled, thrusting harder. - You really love cock, don’t you? I can’t believe what a slut you are.

As he fucked me, he spanked me repeatedly, each strike sending waves of pleasure through me. I called him “daddy,” begging him to take me harder, to use me like the whore I was. My mind was a haze of desire, every thought consumed by him.

-Does the little whore want more cock? - he taunted, his voice dripping with mockery.

-Yes, please! - I screamed, my voice raw with need. - I want it! I need it!

He laughed, a low, dark sound, and continued to pound into me. When he lifted my legs onto his shoulders, I felt completely possessed, nothing more than a sissy at the mercy of a dominant man. His hands gripped my hips, and he thrust so hard I nearly blacked out. After a few minutes, his pace quickened, his breathing growing ragged.

-I’m going to cum, bitch, - he said, his eyes locked on mine. - Where do you want it?

It took me a moment to respond. My mouth was open, but between screams and moans, I could barely form words.

-Inside, - I finally gasped, kissing him desperately. - Fill me with all your milk, please. - I begged, clinging to his back as if my life depended on it.

He was virile, strong, and lasted far longer than I could have imagined. In that moment, it became painfully clear: I was a sissy, through and through. My purpose was to please men like him, to serve them completely. That was my mission. So, when I felt his body tense and a spasm erupt inside me, I was overwhelmed with joy—pure, unbridled joy. An explosion of heat flooded me, and I came, but my orgasm was small, insignificant compared to his. It was the orgasm of a sissy, not the powerful release of a man. Yet, I had climaxed the moment he finished, and that was enough.

I was a happy sissy, finally understanding why Luna was so addicted to being taken by men. I regretted making her spend so many nights babysitting me, denying her the wild sex she craved. I had been a fool to resist this pleasure for so long.

But when the sun rose, everything changed. Lizzie was gone, and in her place was a hollow, humiliated version of myself. I felt an overwhelming sadness, a deep sense of shame. I wanted to escape, to run as far away as possible. I grabbed my things and tried to leave, but in the living room, I found Luna. Her expression mirrored mine—lost, broken, and regretful.

We left the apartment in silence, a stark contrast to the confident, carefree whores who had entered the night before. That boldness had evaporated with the dawn, but the mark on my neck remained, a permanent reminder of what I had become. A single tear rolled down my cheek. I had failed. I had given in to temptation, tasted the flesh of a man, and there was no going back. Now and forever, I would be a sissy.


Afterword.

The Curse of the Sissy: A Forced Feminization Tale is more than just a story—it’s a journey into the heart of self-discovery and the beauty of embracing one’s true identity, no matter how unconventional. Through the protagonist’s transformation into Lizzie, we explore the intoxicating allure of stepping into a new skin, the thrill of surrendering to desire, and the courage it takes to live authentically. This tale is a celebration of individuality, passion, and the transformative power of love—both for others and for oneself. Thank you for joining us on this seductive and unforgettable adventure.
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