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Chapter 1

Ifound myself wondering what life would be like right now if I had been born different. I didn’t hate the people who brought me into this world, far from it, but I didn’t have the best genes. I was too small to please any woman I once liked. It was “once” because I learned they were just not for me.

Those women required bigger, better man, I thought while I stroked my little member as readjusted my bed on the pillow. I was not that kind of male specimen. My cock, or cockie as I had seen sometimes on the internet for people like me, was probably four inches in length when fully hard.

The thing was very pathetic all around. There weren’t even visible veins while my hands stroked it. I knew I was not to blame for the kind of person I was, but the thought of being too small remained inside my mind, drilling and causing problems whenever I found myself in awkward situations.

And those situations were very frequent during my life as a college student. Whenever I had to take a shower with my colleagues, I had to keep my back turned to them because I didn’t want their dirty minds finding out about the size of my cock.

Not that it helped, because eventually someone decided to turn me around without my consent. They all laughed as their eyes looked down at my crotch. Each second then felt like fucking eternity. I ran away as fast as I could, but not fast enough to wash away the shameful thoughts I had.

“You will grow up to become a strong and big man one day,” they once said to me. It was not just that, though. There were more lies.

“This is all temporary. Some men grow slower than others. It’s pretty common.” Another big fucking lie that was. I should have been smarter about the kind of life I was living.

I then discovered something online. Sissification, feminization… the words kind of blurred in my mind. The only thing that mattered about them was their meaning. There was a possibility I could become something akin to a woman, and that thought made my cock twitch against my fingers.

But that meant spending money on stuff I didn't have yet. All the clothes and even the wig would be too much for someone without a proper job like me. I wanted to have a good, steady income, but who said that sort of thing was easy to achieve? The country was in shambles; it was not my fault.

I never imagined myself being the top man when having sex. Far from that: I wanted to be dominated and humiliated by the women. I so longed to be their object of desires, not the other way around.

Being submissive was just kind of my thing. I had been submissive my whole life, so becoming more feminized would not be a problem. It kind of felt like my calling. My cockie throbbed a bit whenever I imagined myself being pounded in the ass by a dildo.

And yet, I was not gay. I didn’t enjoy being around men much. I enjoyed being with women, looking at their breasts, imagining them rubbing their melons against my head. And most of all, I imagined being made a toy of by those same women.

I dreamed of becoming their feminized little toy. To be used and made fun of were reasons to make my cock twitch against my fingers. Those women… they had the power over me. If only I could have one of them straddled on top of me with a huge dildo in her hand...

Would she be willing to pound me in the ass with it? Maybe a big, black dildo could fit me perfectly. I had always trained my orifice to be a bit looser than it should be; playing with it as I buried my fingers inside there was quite common while I masturbated.

While I did feel pleasure when playing with my own member, the biggest pressure point was actually my anus. It was kind of gross whenever I thought about it, but I could ignore that. I didn't have to worry about what was dirty or not.

Maybe, becoming a woman was what I needed, I thought while my cockie throbbed a bit. Pre-cum now leaked from its open mouth. Maybe being a sissy or a feminized man was needed so that I could find peace in life.

I had read about women who sought that kind of thing. It was a fetish, it seemed. Most people would be grossed out by that, but not me. Freedom and comfort surfaced in my mind when I imagined myself becoming a woman’s little feminized man.

I certainly had the tools and body for that sort of thing. My cock was small, so every cage out there would be enough to contain my erection. My body was skinny and I was very short, so most women were actually taller than I was.

It seemed perfect… maybe even too perfect. I didn’t need much to become a woman. I so wanted to be one like them. Of course, being a sissy would not make me have a pussy. That was something I would never have, but did it matter that much? With proper cleaning, my anus could have the same function, and it would be just as tight and warm.

I imagined myself shaving off all the hair I had, which was not much. I never actually liked all the hair I had. It got in the way during the most awkward moments. If I needed to shave it off in other to become a sissy, then I was fine with that.

The thought of becoming a woman’s toy as she rocked my ass with her huge strap-on made my heart melt. If only that could happen, though. I didn’t know any of those “Mistresses.” Maybe there was someone out there naughty enough to help me become a sissy.

I got off the bed and thought that enough was enough. I wanted and needed to become a feminine man. Someone on the internet had to be willing to accept me, I thought before sitting my ass on the chair and turning on the computer.


Chapter 2

Changes didn't come immediately after. I needed some time to ease the thought of becoming a woman. It was quite a drastic change, despite already knowing it was what I was made for.

I found a chat I could use to find the Mistress I needed. Or rather, she would find the sissy she was looking for.

It needed to be a big, fat woman with very demanding needs. No one else would work for me. Gladly, it didn’t seem that doing what I wanted was going to be hard; that chat was filled with those women.

The changes came quickly after that day where I made the decision to become a sissy. I shaved my whole body, started cross-dressing, and even started working out to make my body as feminine as possible. Within a few months, I had changed my body significantly from a skinny guy to a young woman. While my chest was flat, my ass had become perfectly round and juicy, giving me a sexy curve around my waist. I was inseparable from a woman to whoever looked at me neck-down. I also collected a respectable assortment of sissy things, with those being a chastity cage, a realistic dildo, and even some suitable outfits.

My caretakers were going to be out of town for the whole month. They decided that now that I was eighteen, I could take advantage of the responsibility to look after the house myself. It couldn't have been timing better for me to put on some feminine clothes and makeup. It would be my real test and training. I was very excited to find out what kind of gal I would look like.

While they readied themselves to leave, I fucked my toy made of silicone before deciding to be ready for the real thing. It sent waves of sexual pleasure all over my body, but it was not like the real thing. I so wanted to be fucked in the ass by a Mistress.

When they walked out of the door, I grabbed my box of sissy things. I also took the chastity cage and locked it around my flaccid, two-inch penis and put the schoolgal's outfit on the bed. I ran through the house naked, straight into my caretakers' bedroom where the lady of the house’s closet was.

She was the kind of woman that was never going to wear anything twice. I had hundreds of options for clothing and skirt and lingerie. I snatched my favorite garter belt and stockings. Before sliding it on my hairless legs, I wrapped the belt around my waist to reveal how slutty I was.

After attaching the belt and applying my make-up, I sat down at the lady of the house’s vanity. I would probably look like a pornstar after I was done ‘painting’ my face. It surprised me how fantastic I already looked. Dark blue eye shadow and pink lipstick made me the perfect whore, and now I was even more impressed with my exquisite foundation and blush application.

I searched for a perfect pair of strappy, bright pink five-inch heeled shoes inside the box. Having found what I looked for, I slowly made my way back to my room, making sure to put one foot in after the other and give the imaginary man behind me a fantastic look of my pantyless ass.

I then pulled up my schoolgal's plaid skirt to match my shoes which covered only half of my toned ass. Then I tied the white top around my flat chest. I felt that I was nearly perfect. I admired myself in the mirror for nearly an hour. I tried to mold my hair to look something exotic and settled on pigtails for that night. I tried various poses to see what accentuated my assets best. Even some sexy faces I practiced, perfecting my innocent appearance and also a look of "ready to be horny.” Happy with my progress, I pulled out an eight-inch moon-white dildo and watched my favorite sissy hypnosis videos while bouncing up and down on the slab of rubber.

✽ ✽ ✽

Very groggy and confused, I woke up. My headphones had fallen off at some point during the night. A sissy hypnosis video still flashed on the screen of my phone. The dildo had slipped out, but with lube it was still bright under the light, and there was a wet spot on my sheets where my caged penis leaked. I felt hopelessly horny; I knew that I couldn't wait any longer to have my first time as a sissy.

I ran a razor in the bathroom over every inch of my hairless body. Triple-checking that there was no missing hair was something I just had to do: nothing could be missed. I looked down on my unlocked cocklet and smiled. I felt comfortable when I slipped the pink cage back on. Although my genitals felt limited, a sense of guilty pleasure rushed through my body.

I sat again in my caretaker's vanity. This time it was a more innocent look that I wanted. To be a sissy meant everything to me, and so I worked very hard; every detail had to be perfect.

About an hour later I was finished. In my asshole I felt a deep twinge as I finally allowed myself to take in what I had created. I was finally a princess. I certainly looked innocent, but there was something in my face that still screamed: "I need a cock."

I went back to my room and put on a black g-sting after triple checking every aspect of my makeup, from mascara to nail polish. I grabbed my phone and began photographing myself. I decided on three pictures after a thirty-minute photo shoot. I was on my knees for one of the photos, showing off my feminine thighs and tiny waist. The next one was a close up of my ass; my asshole was wide open and inviting for the eyes of whoever would be on the other side of the screen. Once again on my knees, the final shot was my favorite; this time I focused on my top half. I put my arm across my flat chest with my nipples covered so that I could tease whoever would be looking at the photos. At the top of the frame, I allowed my pink lips to be captured by the camera. I was very careful not to show any distinctive facial features.

I found a casual encounters website and started to create my ad. I wrote the title, "Horny Sissy for Demanding Mistress." I said that I a sissy looking for his first time and in need of a needy Mistress that could destroy my little anus. I was too horny to worry about looking like a desperate fool, which I probably did. After attaching my pictures, I took a deep breath and posted them.

I waited for an hour while the messages popped up. My pictures seemed to be a hit, there seemed to be many Mistresses who wanted me. A candidate stood out, and she didn’t have a username. All she said in her message was that she was looking for a pathetic little man like me. I felt my heart skip a beat when she showed me the size of the strap-on she had for me.

We agreed to meet each other. I typed my address and kept my finger on the send button. I felt my stomach sink all of a sudden. Was I going too far?

I had to click on ‘send’ to forward the message as my brain tried to scare me out of the deal. I was supposed to tie myself on a chair until she came. Then, she would do whatever she pleased with me, which excited my sissy brain.

I still needed to choose what she would like me to wear. I went back to the lady of the house’s bedroom. Then, I opened the box which she told me never to approach. My eyes stared at its content. Her bridal lingerie was included in there. Never once did I think about putting my hands close to that. But looking at it now, I felt it was my duty to wear those beautiful pieces of art, and so I decided to put them on.

It could be very dangerous for me to mess with that kind of thing. If she were to find out that I was wearing her bridal stuff, I'd be hanged most likely. The woman of the house was an imposing one; if she was angry, I would be on my knees in front of her as I begged not to be punished.

I then opened the box slowly before taking the white lace garter belt into my hands, which I then carefully wrapped around my body. Next were the stockings. After fastening them to the garter belt, I pulled up the white panties. The lace kept my penis snug. Most of my ass was uncovered when I admired myself once again. In front of the mirror, I spun my body. There was nothing else I could do to make me look better, I thought before closing the wooden box.

I was just debating about going along with the plan as I was, but I then decided to match the rest of the outfit with a white, strapless, skintight dress. It went down to about mid-thigh and showed off my slim waist perfectly.

I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. I was ready and the Mistress would soon be in my house. I just needed to tie myself to the chair. She would do the rest. Whatever she had in mind, I was sure to enjoy it. I just hoped she would not punish me… too much.


Chapter 3

Igrabbed the chair, put it in the middle of the room and sat my ass on it before using some ropes to tie myself. It took me some time and effort to do that, but I felt proud of myself once it was done. My cock twitched in its cage and my asshole contracted on itself when I looked at the door, waiting for the nameless Mistress to come.

✽ ✽ ✽

Without knocking, the door opened. Someone, perhaps more than one person, came into the room. I strained my hearing, trying to evaluate from the sounds that surrounded me what was going on, but it wasn't clear. Whoever it was, he or she moved smoothly.

I knew I had talked to the Mistress over the internet, but I was not quite sure she was indeed a woman. It could have been anyone, including a man pretending to be a needy Mistress. It was a crazy plan for sure, but also one which made me feel very excited for.

Given that I had also blindfolded my eyes, I had no idea who had truly come. My cock twitched inside the chastity cage while the person walked in the room. It could be anyone, and the thought about being with a complete stranger sent thrills across every cell of my body.

The person was like a ghost. Wind rushed around my body, tickling my ears. Try as I might to find who it was, I could not. The footsteps were almost inaudible as if the person was deliberately trying to remain anonymous.

I heard the turn of the door lock and then felt steps moving in my direction. Someone just stopped in front of me. I felt that I was being looked at, evaluated, ogled. I felt burning embarrassment, recalling my shameful attire and cock,  which was almost completely erect and leaking small drops of pre-cum, staining the silk of the panties I was wearing.

I felt a hand running along my chest, a finger tracing mysternum's line, then a nail edge running around each of my nipples. Under this touch, my body tensed, electrified. My cock was filled with pain.

It couldn’t really be someone else. It had to be the Mistress I talked over that internet chat. Her touch was really soft and caring. I felt loved just for being there with her. It just had to be the needy woman I talked to minutes ago.

I then felt a nail tracing my mouth's curve, but safely enough to not smear the lipstick. I moaned as my lower lip fell slightly open. A soft, involuntary sound escaped my mouth.

There was no denying it. I was feeling very aroused and horny. My cockie twitched in its cage again, trying to break free. But it was not the right time yet for that, and so there it would remain for the time being.

“Cute,” a woman's voice whispered. Trying to determine her accent was hard, I expected her to be Irish, but now I wasn't sure what the accent was. All I could detect was some kind of Euro-mixture.

It was her for sure! I was a bit worried about having invited a man to my house, but it was the Mistress I talked to. That meant she would do everything she promised, including pounding me in the ass with her huge strap-on. My asshole became impatient at such a realization.

When we talked, I didn’t really know who she was, which was why I was curious about her accent. I really liked the sound of her voice, so I hoped she would talk a bit more.

Then, when the opportunity presented itself, I smelled her. Her fragrance was the same I had used, and that excited me. Thrills ran through my spine when she approached me a bit more, now probably bending her torso down a bit so that she could smell me as well.

She really did smell like the incarnation of sex. The woman seemed to be everywhere, and I wished so much to find out what she truly looked like. Photos on the internet usually didn't do women much justice. With the blindfold on, however, she would only allow me to look at her if she so wished.

My little cock twitched inside the cage, trying to get hard. It was completely impossible to do that, it soon learned for the nth time.

I couldn't believe I was at last so terribly close to her. I could reach and touch her with my hand if I had no tied myself to the chair. She then slid down the blindfold just enough for me to have a peak of her beautiful body, but then she put in back on. She had teased me, and I was loving that! My orifice contracted on itself again.

I didn't struggle when she ran her fingers across my upper lips. There was a surge of excitement, an urge to rock my whole body when she did that, but I contained myself. I had to. I felt she would punish me if I didn’t remain like the good sissy I was. She said I looked ‘cute,’ after all.

There was an audible rustle of fabric and a sound of something falling on the floor. Then hands on my knees: strong, decisive hands that might be small for men while being large for women. They touched, squeeze, and then pushed my legs apart. My cock was rampant and I was now desperate to free it from the chastity’s confines, but I felt this would happen only if I was allowed to.

I guessed she was kneeling now between my knees as I could feel her shoulders and arms touching my legs. Slowly, maddeningly, her hands traveled up my stuck legs.

My mind was going numb, my body was on the verge of exploding into multiple pieces. The touch of her hands on my smooth skin was maddening. It was making my poor mind go wild. Thoughts surfaced of her using a huge strap-on to fuck me, and I so wished she would.

“What a dirty, dirty fucker you are,” she whispered to my right ear. My cock was twitching, leaking more pre-cum and staining my panties.

I was able to feel her breath on my thighs, then on my pulsing erection. Her hands were above the edges of the plastic cage, then they slid down to my groin. Fingers slightly brushed the edges of my groin. I was panting now, burning, unable even to believe that without a release I could withstand the level of excitement I was experiencing.

It was like nothing I had ever experienced before. Her hands were soft and decisive at the same time. Her breath was hot and comforting. What a beautiful, terrifying woman she was. I was glad I was her sissy, but I also felt a bit scared. It could all maybe be a bit too much to me. The thought of being her toy made my cockie swell a bit more.

She pushed my legs wider and then onto the chair's armrests. I was spread out, like a whore, exposing myself to her. I had accepted her proposal to come there and become whatever she wanted. There were no regrets now. Having those would be a betrayal.

My ass was sliding down, but a small cushion was pushed under my ass to stop the motion. I had lost control over my body. Lust had taken command over it, and thus the Mistress now had me just for her. I wished it would remain like that until the end of the world.

“I was able to cuff you, pet. But that's not necessary, is it? You're not going to move if you're not told to, are you?” She said with a deep, commanding voice.

In silent confirmation, I shook my head.

“And I could use a better version of those, oh, cock-cages on you,” she continued with a note of disgust in her voice. “But that's not necessary, either. When I let you, you're going to cum, and no sooner than that,” she demanded rather than asked. I nodded again, not trusting to articulate my voice.

Again, her hands moved closer to my cock, but they never touched it. They moved down my groin again, around my encaged penis and balls, to then slide under the panties’ material I was wearing. Slowly, gently, unbearably, her fingers sampled my ass. My cock was throbbing so heavily that the pre-cum leaking out became a thin, continuous semen trickle, as if I had already reached pure orgasm, but without actually exploding.

It was like torture while not being too painful for my poor little mind. I so wanted her hands to stroke my tiny member to fool hardness, if only she would be that kind to me. But she was not. Mistress was a strong, independent woman who didn't need any man in her life. She only needed nice, pleasant little sisses like me.

The search for orgasm turned into my own pleasure. Once I remembered a friend of mine saying that for women it was like that, at times: the frustrating need for a major release becoming so intense that it turns into a series of continuous micro-orgasms.

For the nth time, I wondered what it was like to be a woman, with a wet pussy and delicious curves, with her own fetishes and desires, with her own way of experiencing pleasure, just like her mind, floating in the fuzzily opalescent space of submissive arousal.

And I would never find out what all of that was like, only pretend I knew. Science had not gone far enough yet. I so wished to find out what having a pussy was like, and especially what being wet for a woman would make me feel. Ahh… I so wished to have that tool so that I could please all the Mistresses in the world.

Just then, I felt so beautifully dressed and made up, so intimately yet gently touched, and so terrifyingly close to her, that I was closer than ever to this knowledge. I wasn't just close to her, I became her, or someone like her very much.

I felt the withdrawing one of the hands, although the other was still caressing my smooth ass, and then between my lips there were fingers. Slippery, sticky, salty, spicy and delicious they were. I recognized her taste and smell, knew in her pleasure that she was enjoying herself very much, but in my mouth, the fresh moisture on her fingers was infinitely more enthralling. In response, she moaned and sucked greedily on my fingers as well.

I wished she would continue sucking off my fingers for eternity. With no job and other things to do the following day, I could certainly remain there with her. I didn’t even need my eyes to enjoy everything that was being done to me. One Mistress and a sissy like me was the perfect combination indeed.

She slowly took off the plastic cage and my panties off. Then there was a gap, a movement, and a sound indicating that she might have put on gloves. A click of a bottle indicated she was about to use some lube to spice things up. And then the hand that was holding the waistband of my pair of panties came back to my groin. It felt rougher, cooler, and I realized that her fingers were clad in leather and lubed up. They were slipped easily into my ass so that she could fuck me with slow strokes.

“Like that, toy? Does fingering like that feel good?” She said. And I was loving that. In fact, I wished she would not stop. My cock swelled and twitched as pre-cum continued to come out, indicating that I was far from being fully satisfied.

“Are you erect for me, nice thing? Are you hard and wet at the same time? Can you feel the explosion of your g-spot?” Mistress said. Her fingers went in deeper, stretched my ass, penetrated it, and then curved and made me almost black out with pleasure and excitement.

"Ooooh. Fuck. Ooooh. Yes. Please. Yes. God, yeah," was my response to her incredible skills. That woman was making me hers as if I was nothing more than her toy. And I probably was just that.

“Then cum. Cum now, for me,” she whispered. Just as she eased her head inches above my waist, I cummed. My prostate and cock throbbed as my balls boiled over. My ass and buttocks and thighs uncontrollably contracted. My cock spilled seeds onto the lingerie's silk satin as waves of pleasure crashed through my body, taking me higher and deeper into sensual oblivion.

Her hands were moving away now and I could feel that she was standing between my legs.

“I will find you later on the same internet chat,” she said before closing the door and leaving me alone with the surrounding darkness.

The End

But don’t go just yet…

Sign up to my Mailing List and read “Subduing the Woman of the House” and “Ganging the Hucow” for free! Check the next page for more information. Also, consider leaving a review if you liked the story. It always helps me a lot! 
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Claim them HERE – they are filthy and steamy.

Ganging the Hucow: Hardcore Backdoor Only

I graduated from college, but finding a job was hard. I had one option only, and that was to seduce some of the rich students I knew. With that in mind, I visited the campus again, wearing a shirt with so much cleavage showing that men wouldn't be able to look the other way. To make things more appetizing, a pair of very short shorts complemented my dirty little plan, and the results spoke for themselves.

Four guys surrounded me in a cramped hallway, and their hands soon began to discover things they thought a woman shouldn’t have. As a hucow, I could do things that they never imagined possible...

Subduing the Woman of the House: Her Last Sigh

Felicia had found and rescued Phil. He had no idea what kind of woman she was when that happened, but over time, he found himself with a huge crush for her. Whenever she was doing the dishes or any other housework, Phil would be behind her checking every inch and detail of her body.

He swore that she was going to have to submit to his darkest wishes. Phil wanted to ease his member between her lips, pound her cherry with it until she screamed for more, spurt his loads of man juice inside her mouth and make her his.

She will have to kneel in front of him, that old lady…
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6 Filthy Feminization Stories
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These men are destined to become cute, feminized men for the dirty wishes of their Mistresses. They’ve got the lipstick, concealer, primer and everything else ready. They only need a pair of helping hands to get them through the transformation they’ve always wanted…

This collection features 6 scorching hot stories, and it is not meant for the weak of heart. Get your copy today.
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