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Teaser

Aversion clouded her face as she directed me to her makeup table. I sat down and waited for her expert hands to begin working.

She applied the primer and the moisturizer to ready my skin. I enjoyed the feeling of her hands working on my face. The nice smell of those substances filled the air. The dream of being a sissy was so close to being real again.

Jessica applied the concealer and foundation. The purpose was to make my skin smoother, even though it was already smooth enough for me. “It can never be too smooth,” she declared.

She took out a brush and chose a nice color for my eyebrows. I felt and saw her hands working my brows and was relieved once she was done. I didn’t like that brush much. It looked like she used it far too many times.

Looking at myself in the mirror, I thanked her for her work, though. She did manage to make my eyebrows stand out. When I was feminized for the first time, that didn’t happen.

“And now, for an eyeliner. Can’t be a sissy without this,” she said before producing another brush and applying it around my eyes. They stood out against the color of my skin. I was mesmerized by the transformation…
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Chapter 1

The Plan

They said I wouldn’t be able to walk away. I was feminized once and thought I was free of them. However, the truth was something much different now. I missed the skirts, makeup and so many other things that came with being someone else.

Everyone treated me in a kinder manner. I missed all the chances I had to date men. Now that I was a man again myself, other men didn’t have the same attention to me. It was like I was someone else once again.

It was like I didn’t deserve their attention.

“Honey, why are you so sad right now?” A friend of mine, Jessica, asked as she sat beside me.

We were in college. There were people coming and going in front of me. My eyes were looking down, but my mind was thinking about the hot men I would never be able to date.

But, there was also something I missed. It was more precious and forbidden. I was bisexual and liked being submissive to women.

My previous Mistresses me used me as their sex toy and we shared so many moments.

I would never be able to forget them.

“I want to be a woman again.”

“You mean you want to be a sissy?”

“Yeah.”

“Then, why did you run away?”

“I thought I needed to be my former self, but it was a mistake.”

“Well, I think I can arrange something.”

“Really?!”

“Yes, but you will need to do something for me first.”

“What is it?”

“You need to promise me you won’t tell anyone about this.”

“Okay, I won’t.”

Jessica smiled. “I need you to steal one of Brock’s pair of briefs.”

“What the fuck?! I thought you hated him.”

“Things changed.”

I gave her a face of ‘okay, that’s weird.’

“Then, tell me how I can do that.”

“You are the only person who can get inside his room without anyone thinking there’s something odd going on.”

“... Because he’s my best friend.”

“Exactly.”

“You are making me nervous.”

“Don’t be. I will be right outside.”

“Alright. I’m going then.”

She followed me to the dormitory. I got inside his room, but just when I was going to hand her his underwear through the open window, I heard footsteps stopping behind the doorway.

“Arlo?”

I tossed it to Jessica and smiled at him. “I am sorry I just came in like this.”

Brock was taller by a head than me and his frame was that of a football player. He walked over to me and felt I was becoming smaller.

“No biggie. You have permission to come and leave here as you please. Have you finished those Math problems?”

“Yes!”

“Send them to me later. You know I need good grades.”

“Yes, of course. I will send them right away.”

I walked outside and Jessica was waving his pair of briefs as if it was a trophy. She crossed her arm around my shoulders and took me elsewhere.

“This is perfect.”

“You are a creep sometimes.”

She furrowed her eyebrows. “That’s rich coming from someone like you.”

“Do I get to become a woman now again?”

“Yes, you will. However, you need to promise me something else.”

“Again?”

“It’s just one little thing.”

“Then, say it.”

“You can’t go back. It will be a permanent sissification.”

I gave her an incredulous face. “I need that. I won’t go back.”

“Okay, then come with me.”

We crossed the campus all the way to her dormitory. Upon getting inside her bigger-than-normal room, she closed the door.

“This will be hard.”

“I know what the process entails.”

“It will be like the first time for you.”

Her face was a serious one. “I will get undressed.”


Chapter 2

One-Way Ticket

I removed my shirt, pants, briefs, socks and shoes. “You have such a feminine body. You are only missing longer hair, breasts and a pussy.”

“I can’t believe you just told me that.”

“What can I say? I like being direct.”

“Take a shower,” she added.

She opened the door to her bathroom and I turned on the nozzle. I felt the warm, peaceful water gracing my face and body.

I let it wash me for a minute before using the sponge and soap to clean myself up.

I didn’t towel myself. I opened the door and saw Jessica with a box of things in her hands. “Back inside. It will be easier for me to clean the mess later.”

I sat on her toilet and waited for her. She grabbed a bottle of shaving cream and applied the substance on my legs.

With a razor in her hand, she shaved off my leg hair. The cool air graced my now hairless skin.

She did the same for my other leg. “You have quite a lot of hair, despite being such a feminine man.”

“Yeah, I know that.”

Just now I noticed my cock and balls were visible. She didn’t pay attention to them, though.

Jessica applied more shaving cream on my ballsack and around it. Her razor worked fast to shave the hair off. Pearls of sweat formed on her forehead. I could see that this transformation was taking its toll on her.

She applied shaving cream on my armpits and shaved off those regions too. “Turn around and show me that ass.”

I did as she ordered, doing my best to keep my buttcheeks parted. She applied shaving cream down there and worked her razor. She shaved me off and gave me an air kiss. Did she just congratulate herself?

“I think that about does it for the shaving part.”

“It’s the worst.”

“Oh, come on. I will hate having to apply makeup on you.”

“That’s the best part.”

“For you.” She gave me a look of ‘you know what I mean.’

“We need to dress you up now. I only have my clothes for that.”

“It’s fine. I think they should fit.”

On her bed, she placed knee-high socks, heeled sandals, a pair of panties, a skirt, a bra and a very tight shirt. “That should be everything.”

“I know how this goes now.”

“I doubt that.”

“You shouldn’t doubt me,” I advised her.

I took the pair of panties, put in first. Then, I grabbed her bra and said, “Some help here.”

She hurried to get behind me. I heard the familiar clicking sound as she secured the bra on me.

I grabbed the knee-high socks, put it on and then proceeded to do the same for the skirt. The shirt was easy to put on, as were the heeled-sandals.

I looked at myself in her body-sized mirror, shifting on my feet to find out if I liked the new look or not. Jessica walked over to stand behind me and said. “Wow, you look like another person already.”

“There is the makeup now.”

Aversion clouded her face as she directed me to her makeup table. I sat down and waited for her expert hands to begin working.

She applied the primer and the moisturizer to ready my skin. I enjoyed the feeling of her hands working on my face.

The nice smell of those substances filled the air. The dream of being a sissy was so close to being real again.

Jessica applied the concealer and foundation. The purpose was to make my skin smoother, even though it was already smooth enough for me. “It can never be too smooth,” she declared.

She took out a brush and chose a nice color for my eyebrows. I felt and saw her hands working my brows and was relieved once she was done. I didn’t like that brush much. It looked like she used it far too many times.

Looking at myself in the mirror, I thanked her for her work, though. She did manage to make my eyebrows stand out. When I was feminized for the first time, that didn’t happen.

“And now, for an eyeliner. Can’t be a sissy without this,” she said before producing another brush and applying it around my eyes. They stood out against the color of my skin. I was mesmerized by the transformation.

It was everything my life needed.

Jessica was almost done. She grabbed a volcano-red lipstick and applied it on my lips. I pressed them together to better spread the substance and admired my reflection in the mirror.

“And now, to make those cheeks stand out,” Jessica said before grabbing her blush and highlighter. Once again, I felt her expert hands working as she applied those substances.

My cheeks looked so different now. I was enjoying all of this so much.

Jessica grabbed her eyeshadow palette and another thin brush to paint my eyelids. The color she used made everything stand out so much. She used the right amount and the right intensity, as if she was applying the make-up on herself.

“And that’s everything,” she said before tossing all her items back into her box. She stored it under her make-up table and said, “We still need to find a wig for you to wear.”

“I know, but I will let my hair grow.”

“You won’t need it for long, but you will need it now,” she said as if we were sharing the same brain.

I nodded. “Then, what do we do now? Do you have a plan?”

She shook her head.

“Alright, then we have to come up with one.”

The shadows became longer outside. She raised her head all of a sudden and said, “I think I have a plan.”

“Tell me, then.”

“Wait here,” she told me before sneaking outside in a hurry.

The clock ticked. I was bored after all this waiting. The door opened and she stepped in, her hands holding a wig.

“How did you manage to find that one?”

“I borrowed it from a friend of mine.”

“Borrowed it?”

“Yeah, you don’t believe me?”

“Nah, it’s fine. I don’t care.”

Jessica put the wig on my head and said, “Looks wonderful.  You are the best sissy in this college.”

“There are more like me?”

“Oh yeah, and they will throw a party soon.”

“Tonight?”

“Tonight.”

“Where?!”

“In Joyce’s place, why?”

“Take me there. The men will be present as well, right?”

“They will be, but what are you concocting?”

“You will see.”


Chapter 3

The Last Stage

Brock was there. His eyes found mine and it was like there was a line of fire between us. We approached one another and he said, “I have never met you here before. Are you new at this school?”

I nodded and smiled. Couldn’t let my voice betray my real identity.

He took my hands and we started to dance. Dancing was something I dominated, so I felt like I was in my natural environment.

Our dancing was slow and methodical in the beginning, but then picked up speed over time.

We were so drunk we couldn’t understand and keep up with what the other was doing.

He grabbed one of my hands and took me somewhere else in the party, both of us smiling and chuckling like two idiots.

I knew where we were. It was the only private restroom in the building. He locked the door behind him and we kissed.

It came off like an automatic thing. I had my eyes on Brock for a very long time. I had the feeling this was going to happen.

He pushed the hair off my face. “You are the most stunning sissy in this whole party.”

If only he knew the truth.

I kissed him back again and didn’t stop until much later. Our bodies were slick with our sweat. Music could be heard through the walls, but other than that, the restroom was silent.

I unzipped his pants and tugged them all the way down to his ankles. I ripped his underwear off him using my teeth and contemplated his huge, throbbing cock in front of me. Before today, I never had this opportunity and was treasuring it.

I wrapped my lips around his manhood and started to blow him off. His hand went for the back of my head as he started to dictate the pace.

I moaned his name each time I had the chance. Brock, in other circumstances, would be asking how I knew that.

His cock was huge and had many popped-out veins. It was hot like a volcano and it erupted just like one when he said, “I’m going to cum!”

I continued to blow him off even when he was done exploding his sperm deep at the back of my throat. The taste was salty and so good.

I could never have enough of it, but for the time being, I was done.

We got out of the restroom. “We should do this together. What’s your name and where do you live?”

Panicked, I didn’t know what to do.

“Arlo?” Jessica showed up out of nowhere, grabbed my hand and forced me to follow her somewhere else.

Out of danger now, I breathed out in pure relief. I looked back and didn’t see Brock following us.

Sorry, my friend.

Jessica took me inside a bedroom and closed the door. I looked around and asked, “Do you even know whose bedroom this is?”

“Does it matter?”

“What… are you thinking right now?”

“To claim what I wanted this whole time.”

She produced a huge strap-on and showed it to me as the most menacing thing in the whole world. I took a step back.

“Where did you even get that?” I asked.

“Does it matter? You are mine now. Weren’t you missing this? You need a Mistress.”

I gulped and nodded.

She approached me and ordered, “Make me happy.”

Right here and now, I was nothing more than her sex servant. I wasn’t the dominating kind of man when she was just my friend and I was even more submissive now that she was a Mistress.

She removed her skirt and opened her legs out wide after she sat down on the bed. She gestured with her finger and I knelt before her.

The sight was breathtaking. I had never seen her pussy this close.

I didn’t think she would ever offer it like this for me one day.

I began to lick her folds with love and passion. She was my friend and I wanted to make her think I deserved every second of this. Jessica needed to feel she was being treated like the Mistress she was.

She merited to be worshiped.

Her smell was intoxicating and it was almost as good as licking and sucking her pussy lips.

Her clit was throbbing with desire while she continued to hold her strap-on. I shifted over to her swollen button and worked it to bring her immense pleasure.

She tilted her head back and moaned so loud I thought someone would open the door. But nobody came and we had the privacy for ourselves… for now.

Her body convulsed and she came into my mouth while I caressed her pink, delicious pussy lips. Her clit throbbed a couple more times until she relaxed.

“That was amazing, Arlo.”

“Thanks,” I said as I made a shy face.

“Don’t be like that. You were amazing. There’s no reason to be shy right now.”

I nodded while keeping my shy face.

“You know what comes next, right?” She asked.

I straightened up my back. “Yes!”

Excitement filled my mind and tickled my backdoor for what was to come.

I crawled on the bed and offered her my parted asscheeks. Her hands caressed each one with love as she began to sing a song. I couldn’t make out her words, but I felt like she was treating me like something less.

And it was so fucking good. My dick was hard as a rock now.

She secured her strap-on around her waist and then gripped me for support. I felt the tip of her fake toy pressing against my anus. She was trying to do this the hard and natural way. I was wondering if she would manage to do it.

“Ah fuck. Should have brought something to help with this.”

“Just use saliva.”

“You okay with that?” She asked.

“I had much worse.”

She moved her strap-on a bit away from my dark tunnel’s entrance and then spat on her hand a couple of times.

I felt her coated fingers working my orifice. The cool sensation of her saliva made me shiver.

She did it a couple more times before sticking two of her fingers inside my anus. They continued to work until she was satisfied.

“That should do it.”

Her voice was low, but betrayed how much she was desiring this. Jessica could barely wait to fuck me.

She gripped my waist again before easing her fake dick in. I felt it coming like a drilling machine. Her saliva was doing wonders to make this easier for both me and her.

I moaned her name and asked for her to keep on penetrating me. It had been such a long time a Mistress had done something like that to me.

The fact I was being fucked merely hours after becoming a sissy again was a marvelous thing.

Her merciless domination brought me over the edge and I cummed on the bed.

My dick convulsed a couple more times until my balls were emptied. Jessica started her slow and methodical thrusts. Her body was just getting used to the aperture and length of my rectum.

She picked up speed and started to moan unintelligible words. I could feel my body going back and forth, and it was one of the best sensations I ever had.

The whole room was so hot it was like we were in a sauna.

Jessica convulsed as she creamed again. Her chest panted as she attempted to catch her breath. I looked at the pool of cum on the bed and wondered who lived here.

I also questioned myself if the resident was at the party or about to come here right now.

But nobody came and we could get dressed without worries. Jessica closed the door behind her and we headed back to the party.

“That was amazing. We should do it again.”

“Many more times,” I said.

And with that, my life was resolved and I felt like I was the real me again.

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! 


Looking for Freebies?

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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New Year Sissy: 7 First Time Sissification Stories

http://mybook.to/new_year_sissy

A pair of earrings, some red lipstick, a dress, and he would look perfect. When his wife’s lover showed up unannounced in his own home, revealing to him that she’d been betraying him this whole time, the least Frank expected was to be turned into a docile, domesticated sissy! Working in the kitchen, serving his new Master, and choosing to do every little thing he wanted of him was not how Frank had imagined the rest of his adult life would be like.

But what did he know? Letting his hair grow, spending hours and hours in the salon doing his nails, and putting on makeup were just the kind of things he needed to make his depressive, office employee life feel complete.

With this bundle, you’ll be getting the whole Changed series. It features themes like first time sissification, feminization, domination, submission, and some bondage too. This collection also includes two exclusive, bonus sissy stories!

All characters are consenting adults.

And even more here:

New Year Sissy: 7 First Time Sissification Stories

Christmas Sissy: A Feminization BDSM Story

No Coming Back: A Sissification Story

I'm Going to Regret This: A First Time Feminization Story

I'm Going to Hell for This: A First Time Sissification Story

This is so Wrong: A First Time Sissification Story

Turning Mike: A First Time Sissification Story

Sissy Captain: A Forbidden Feminization Story

Tight Sissies Bundle: 6 Filthy Feminization Stories

Sissy Curves: A Taboo Feminization Story

Once a Sissy, Always a Sissy: A Filthy Feminization Story

Sissy Backdoor: A Rough Submission Feminization Story

My Little Doll: From Man to Sissy

Birthday Gift: A Fertile Futa on Female Story

Could Use a Hand: A Futa on Female Story

Endless Temptations: A Futa on Female Bundle

Thirsty for the Futas: A Fertile and Dirty Story

Rite of Passage: A Fertile Futa on Female Story

Surrounded by Futas MEGA Bundle: 20 Bedtime Futa Stories

Stretched in the Bus: Shared by Hungry Futas

You're so Tight: A Fertile Futa on Female Story
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