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Teaser

“She pressed it with more force and penetrated me with relative ease. Her thrusts started and they were raw and painful. The pain was so intense I almost passed out. What kept me conscious was the pleasure that built up each time she finished a thrust cycle.

I heard all my Mistresses moaning loud enough to catch my attention when they orgasmed at the same time. Likewise, I climaxed and made my dick shoot my cum again, which was something I hadn’t done in years since finding out what masturbation was.

Once they were done with me, I felt my butt sore, but one of them grabbed me and put me in between her legs. I heard her command only, “Lick” before she forced me to stick my tongue out and begin to worship her damp pussy…”
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Chapter 1

Caught

If they thought I would ever control myself, they were wrong. I was in love with all of them. Powerful, tall women that thought they could control the world. I was so short compared to them, and they didn’t pay attention to me, unless I did what I was about to do again. Then, in that case, they chased after me with their hands holding their purses as they tried to hit me with them.

They were all taking a shower together now. Who were they? Soccer players. They were women who thought they could beat men at their sport. Little did they know that physicality made a lot of difference in the sport, not that such a thing mattered right now to me.

I was only concerned with doing this and showing them that they couldn’t control me.

Slowly, but surely, I opened the door which they didn’t lock. I could feel the steam coming over to my face and hear the water coming out of their showerheads. They would be shocked and scream when they found me sneaking up on them, but that was okay, as long as I managed to get a sneak peek of their naked bodies, and steal their panties and run away to my home.

Once the door was open enough for me to get inside, I hurried forward. I heard them screaming and shouting obscenities, and then turned around so that my back was facing them before proceeding to lower my pants so that they could all look at my ass.

They still screamed and shouted, but didn’t do much else. It always took them some time to calm down a bit and understand what was happening. These women were so predictable. I bent forward a little and wiggled my ass to them. They screamed louder and I chuckled so much I thought I wouldn’t be able to control myself and do what I came here to do.

I pulled back up my pants and headed to where they kept their used clothes. Their screams were dying down, and I needed to hurry. I rummaged through their soaked clothes until I found what I came here looking for.

There were three women, and three pairs of panties. I held them in my hand and rushed over to the door. Before I could get there, though, they got themselves in front of me and made me stop to a halt.

And I knew I was fucked now. If I couldn’t escape them, then for sure they were going to punish me. I wasn’t only shorter - I also knew I didn’t stand a chance against these three Amazonian-like women in a fight.

They stared at me like they wanted to kill me and one of them said, “You are not escaping us this time.”

Another spoke, “And we have just the thing to punish someone like you. You have been a nuisance to us for months.”

The last one said, “Put our panties back where they were and come back to us like the good little puppy we will turn you into.”

My hands shook. I couldn’t escape them now. I should have realized that this would happen one day. I obeyed them by putting the soaked panties back on the heap of clothes on the bench and walked over back to them with my head hanging low.

“Now, start stripping.”

“What?!” I asked after snapping my head up to meet their cold eyes.

“You heard it. Start stripping and don’t complain. The punishment is only starting.”

I knew who they were. The middle one’s name was Antionette, and the other two were named Jennifer and Clara. They knew my name too, but not where I lived. I was sure that was going to change soon enough, though.

Antionette went over to sit on the bench. They were all naked and their bodies were wet with the water they were using to take their showers. She slapped her thigh slightly after she sat down, and that was my cue to go over to her.

“Lay down on my thighs and show me that ass. Jennifer, grab me a tennis racket so that I can punish this little idiot.”

Oh shit, she was going to spank me?! Despite having that realization, I felt forced and coerced to lay belly down on her thick thighs.

I tried to jerk free from her, but her confident and decisive hands kept me laying down on top of her thighs. No matter how much I struggled, I couldn’t slide off her one inch, and I soon gave up once she slapped my ass with her hand. She used a lot of force and my ass began to sting.

“Hush, Carlos. You will enjoy this and frankly, it’s about time someone taught you some manners.”

Jennifer came over with a tennis racket in her hand. She was smiling as the devil would. Carla was no different in that regard.

“Please, don’t spank me! It would hurt too much…”

Her hand began to caress the region of my butt where she slapped me seconds ago. “Don’t worry, Carlos. I’m sure you will like this. You are a fucked up little man, but we are about to change that.”

There was something about the way she said that which made me… agree with her. I couldn’t quite believe what my mind was thinking, but she was right. I was a wild man who never had sex in my life, couldn’t date a woman, never hugged one, and maybe being submissive to them was my calling all along.

And the spanking soon started, one slap after the other as she used the racket to punish me. I tried not to scream, but after the fourth hit, I couldn’t contain it anymore. I didn’t shout any obscenities, but I screamed and also did... actually feel turned on. I couldn’t even comprehend what was happening to me.

And I submitted myself to what they wanted to do to me so fast I couldn’t recognize my former self anymore. And now, it seemed I was finally going to do the thing I needed to complete my life.

Once the spanking was done and they made me tell them where I lived, I knew I was in for a treat. This was going to be painful and great at the same time. Just the sort of thing I needed…


Chapter 2

Sissified

Someone needs to be feminized today was one of the things they said as they drove me to my home. They got dressed, of course, and now I was the only one naked. It was still all worth it, though. I was able to see their pussies on full display in the communal shower room.

They took me to my home like they didn’t care about me at all. They were rough as they shoved me inside and closed the door shut. If someone were unlucky enough to hear what they were about to do to me, they wouldn’t be able to save me - not that I needed any saving.

Jennifer and Clara rushed over to my bathroom, where they filled the bathtub with water and put me in it. They were rough before they started to bathe me. It had been a long time since someone did that to me. Ever since my family learned I couldn’t control my feelings for women and kicked me out of their house because they caught me stealing their panties, nobody ever bathed me again until today.

And what they were doing to me was so fucking great it made me hard in an instant. Jennifer and Clara laughed their ass off, making me curious as to why they had that reaction. I eyed them and all they could say was, “You are so small it’s no wonder you never had a woman before in your life.”

I was humiliated, and despite knowing they were right about me, I kind of wanted to kill myself. I always ignored the thoughts that came every night where I remembered I would never be good enough for them. I wasn’t tall, muscular and confident enough to be a proper man.

And so, when they told me this, it resonated with me in such a way that made me glad that this was happening, “You will become a sissy, a fake woman, and you will finally have women who love you, though you won’t be the dominant party in your relationship with us.”

Once they took me out of the bathtub and toweled me off, they readied themselves to shave me. They had a bottle of shaving cream in one of their hands and a razor in another. This was going to be tough. I didn’t have much body hair, but what I did, I treasured.

“Don’t cry and don’t scream,” they said while their eyes ignored my erection. I was so hard and my orgasm kept on building up. It wouldn’t be long until I was creaming all over myself without even touching my dick. I knew this, but I reminded myself once again: I was a pathetic little man.

They shaved off my legs, armpits and even my balls and ass. It was all being done so that I would look just like a woman, and I even had a pussy now. “Boypussy,” Jennifer corrected me while containing a chuckle. Clara, meanwhile, didn’t hold her chuckle like her friend did and then started to laugh so loud she ended up excusing herself out of the bathroom.

Once they were done shaving me and the air felt unnaturally cooler around my body, Jennifer grabbed my hand and took me to my bedroom, where I had a desk and a mirror over it. I just liked admiring my face in the mirror whenever I had the chance. Despite being a pathetic little man, I had a babyface that few men like me in the world had. I was over 21 and still looked like someone who didn’t even hit puberty yet. My gene pool didn’t favor me much.

The next part involved dressing me in women's clothes. They used what they could get. Antionette had gone over to her house and brought some pieces from her dresser. I was mesmerized. I would finally be able to dress something that a woman wore.

She gave me a clean pair of panties, knee-high socks, heeled sandals and a pink dress and a white bra for me to wear. I was impressed, shocked and almost thought I was going to pass out while dressing those things. It was my calling and I knew that like I knew the back of my hand.

They were done dressing me up before I could even admire my transformation. Not much time passed since it all started, I learned when I checked the clock on my phone. And looking at myself in the mirror now, I knew I looked fantastic.

Just a couple more things to add to my transformation, and not even women would think I was once a man.

Jennifer, Antionette and Clara couldn’t contain their happiness and thus celebrated by eating most of the food in my place. I didn’t have money to buy more, but I didn’t worry about that. I was going to become their pet and live with them. I was going to work for them as their maid, they eventually said while they got drunk with my beer cans.

Clara was the only one with me now. She readied a box of makeup next to me and made me sit at my desk again. She applied and used everything in the box. Lipstick, concealer, brushes and so many more brushes that it was hard for me to keep track of them. Once they were done, I looked so different I might as well have become another person altogether.

They then found me a wig that was so difficult to take off my head I was sure it was part of me now. I looked at my reflection in the mirror with all the girls behind me and their smiles were indicative enough of what was going on in their minds.

They still had plans for me, and all this humiliation was far from over…


Chapter 3

Take Me

They took me to a nightclub in town. It was mostly dark and there were so many men and women in there I could barely walk from one point to the other. I did catch some men looking at me with interest in their eyes, but they didn’t approach me. Even though the place wasn’t illuminated well, I was sure that those people wouldn't have thought I was once a man even if we were outside and the sun was high in the sky.

Once the party was over, I was the one who drove back home. I didn’t drink a lot and was shy during the whole time I spent at the party. I didn’t want people finding out I was a sissy, despite the fact I felt flattered because of all the eyes I caught looking at me.

My Mistresses - they demanded that I should refer to them using that term only from now on - were so drunk they stumbled their way to my bedroom. They all slept together, and I didn’t have a choice but to sleep on the floor, next to the bed.

I must have overslept. The next morning, my Mistresses were already awoken and talking among themselves so loud my ears hurt. I winced as I headed over to them, and they made me clean the dishes and cook some other things for them.

Once they were done having breakfast, they didn’t even offer me some of it and I was left hungry. I didn’ worry or was bothered by that, though. I knew that I was way below them.

It was the afternoon now and they were tired. However, with the way they were looking at me now, making me feel so uncomfortable, I knew they had more plans for me.

“Come sit with us, Carlos,” Antionette said as she padded the empty seat that was between them.

I went over to the couch and sat down on it, and seconds after, I was assaulted by so many hands and mouths I didn’t even know what was going on. One hand was stripping me naked, another feeling my legs, and another was making my hair all messy.

It was a confusion and all I could think about was how great it was. Never before did I have so many people caring and paying attention to me like this. It was like I became a toy they could never have until now.

One mouth kissed me, and I tried to breathe properly, but couldn’t. I could breathe just enough not to die. Another mouth was kissing my now shirtless chest, and another pair of lips was all over my legs, delivering passionate pecks on it.

Everything became a blur to me. I tried to open my eyes, but something always happened that made me close them again.

My dick sprung to life and one of them gripped it with her hand. Who did it? I didn’t know and couldn’t open my eyes to find out the answer. She enveloped her soft lips around my cockhead and made me cum in a matter of minutes.

Then, she spoke and I couldn’t make out from her voice who she was, “Couldn’t even last a minute. Shame.”

They all burst out laughing and then they turned me on the couch until I was kneeling on it and my ass was facing them.

“Quick, grab the thing,” one of them said, and her voice looked weird and unnatural. I knew that I was the problem, though. I was far too nervous to think clearly right now.

One of them hurried back over to us and I heard her handing the other just behind me the thing she brought. Then, I heard her putting it around her waist seconds before it began to press against my asshole.

Or boypussy, as they liked to call it.

She pressed it with more force and penetrated me with relative ease. Her thrusts started and they were raw and painful. The pain was so intense I almost passed out. What kept me conscious was the pleasure that built up each time she finished a thrust cycle.

I heard all my Mistresses moaning loud enough to catch my attention when they orgasmed at the same time. Likewise, I climaxed and made my dick shoot my cum again, which was something I hadn’t done in years since finding out what masturbation was.

Once they were done with me, I felt my butt sore, but one of them grabbed me and put me in between her legs. I heard her command only, “Lick” before she forced me to stick my tongue out and begin to worship her damp pussy.

I felt and tasted her orgasm, and brought her to cum all over my face while her whole body shook. “My turn now,” one of her friends said before she took her place and made me bury my face in between her legs.

I licked and tasted her moist cunt until she orgasmed all over my face like with her friend. I couldn’t even open my eyes and I feared I would be able to do so only weeks after today.

The last one took her place and made me force her to climax all over my face like her friends did. Her body rocked and let out a primal moan that shook my core. Once again, I cummed and was shocked that it happened for the third time in a row.

Then, when I laid my back on the floor and thought it was over, one of them, and I knew that it was Antionette this time, bent over to me and said, “Someone needs to keep his little dickie in check, it seems.”

Don’t go just yet…

Sign-up to my Mailing List and read “Subduing the Woman of the House” for free! Check “Free Story” on the next page for a sneak peek. 


Free Story

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.

Felicia would have to submit to him one day, that he swore. 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…


The Sissy Mega Bundle You Can’t Miss

Gay Sissification MEGA Bundle: 15 Tales of MANDATORY Feminization

http://mybook.to/sissy_bundle

Save OVER 80% with this HUGE gay feminization bundle. These sissies can’t wait to get their hands on their Masters’ MONSTROUS members!

This IMMENSE collection of 15 short stories are all about men finding out just how much they love their sissy lives!

Dressed like women and loving every minute of their fantasies, these sissies find out a new disgusting side of themselves when dominant men push them out of their comfort zones.

Are you going to miss on this INCREDIBLE sale? Because this collection won’t be here forever – it’s too TABOO for Amazon.
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