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Teaser

“I felt the warmth of her open legs enveloping me as I crawled forward, and I then closed my eyes and stuck my tongue out. I approached her cunt a bit more, and resisted the urge to embrace her and go crazy all of a sudden. I couldn’t do those things.

I began to lick her pussy, feeling her folds and how they shifted thanks to my tongue. She tilted her head back and moaned. With each moan, she was asking me to continue pleasing her as she deserved. Mistress Shannon didn’t only deserve what I was doing to her, though, but also so much more…”
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Chapter 1

Confront Me

Oh God, I was so tired of her. My boss was an asshole. She was the worst human being on this planet, and I found myself wanting to strangle her. I knew I should control myself, but I was a factory worker and she was doing her worst to piss me off.

I worked at the production lines, building more and more boxes to be delivered to other companies. Not the best of jobs and it didn’t pay me well. It just didn’t help things that my boss was so willing to humiliate me.

Oh, there she was coming again. Heading my way, of course. With a devilish smile on her face. She wanted to spout her same shit again.

When she reached me and stopped, I shuddered. Her devilish eyes were all over my body. Her name was Shannon and everyone in here respected her. Nobody stopped working because she got down from her office and was now with us, but I could sense it in their eyes, their respect for her and how they all wished to please her because that could mean a raise or something of the sort.

“Ben, how marvelous you look right now. You are the perfect specimen for what I have in mind.”

While I still worked building the boxes, I said, “Whatever you have in mind to tell me, I’m not interested.”

She sighed. “You are not helping me. I have something in mind that might boost the morale of everyone in here, including you.”

I scoffed. “If you think I will magically become happier in here, you have got something coming your way. I’m not going to change my mind about this place and you.”

Her devilish smile widened. “You don’t have a choice. Either come to my office right now, or you will be fired.”

I didn’t stop working at the production line in front of me, but my blood froze. She got me. She always managed to make me do whatever she wished. That was a gift she would never stop taking advantage of.

She turned and headed back to her office, her smile still on her face. She got what she wanted. I followed her and walked like a ghost to where she was. It wasn’t bad enough she had so much control over me. She was also taller and bigger than I was, and I was a man.

I was supposed to be taller and bigger than her. It was supposed to be the opposite. However, my genes weren’t kind to me when I was born. I was skinnier than most men. I was pathetic in every sense of the word.

I lacked confidence. I didn’t have a girlfriend. I never had one, in fact. I wore clothes to make me look manlier and hide how skinny I was, but those things didn’t help to make me feel better. Also, there were so many men in this factory who were who I wished to be and they all knew that, and thus I was their topic for many jokes they came up with.

I opened the door and stepped inside her office. Her smile didn’t leave her face. She rose and came over to me. She studied me for some seconds, and then said, “I need your permission to turn you into a woman.”

I was looking down at the floor, but my head craned upward quickly when she said, “What?!”

“I’m going to feminize you, and I need your permission for that. Come on, Ben. You know you will never be like a proper man. You aren’t a man. You have everything needed to become a sissy. I’m sure you have seen many videos of them on the internet. White and weak men like you turned into fake women because they lack the necessary requisites to date people of the other gender. They all find happiness in accepting they are different.”

I studied her for a second, my whole body feeling weird and shaking as she spoke those words. She hit me hard and deep. She said everything that defined my life. I wasn’t a man. I could be a sissy and a damn good one at that.

The change would be a significant one, but it would be for the better. I would become this company’s sissy, and that would indeed boost the morale of the other workers. I would be shared among them.

My asshole expanded and contracted as I thought about those things. It wouldn’t be easy. The transformation could not be pleasant, but the life of a sissy could be what I needed to feel right and happy.

Without lifting my head, I nodded, and then she jumped slightly multiple times while she clapped. She was so unlike her normal self for a couple of seconds there. “It has been decided, then. I’m finally going to have a sissy. This company will make so much more money. My workers will finally have a free slut for them to fuck over and over again.”

And I would finally stop being a virgin. They would take my virginity from me. I would be used and violated in ways I never thought possible. It was going to be like in those old and hardcore porn movies.

I shouldn’t have watched sissy movies ever in my life. I knew what was going to happen. I wished I was innocent enough to have the courage needed to tell her now that I would rather be fired than to become sissy.

The gleam on her eyes... She knew what she was going to do. She knew every single step, and when she guided me to a hidden door inside her office, I also knew she had planned for this for a long time.

My eyes landed on the changing and transformation room, and I found myself happy this was happening…


Chapter 2

An Endless Transformation

When she looked at me, I knew she had it all figured out. Her eyes scanned my body, and I knew she knew what to do. Oh gosh, this was going to be horrible. I could already feel how the transformation was going to be anything but a pleasant one. Despite being a pathetic little man, a man was everything I was my whole life so far.

“Come on, take a shower. I need your body clean before I can touch it. I don’t want to touch something dirty.”

“What?!”

“I said I need you to take a shower right now. Don’t make me repeat myself again.”

Her eyes were filled with determination and a bit of annoyance. I saw the shower booth at the end of the room, and headed there while taking off my clothes. I felt a bit awkward and shy to do something like that in front of her, but I didn’t have much of a choice. It was either that or forcing her to get angrier at me.

I took a shower and hoped I was being fast enough. I didn’t want to make my Mistress feel angry right now. That was the term I should use, right? She was my Mistress. That’s what sissies in the movies called their dominant female partners.

When I stepped out of the shower booth, she already had her box with her shaving things open and ready to be used. She held a razor in her hands, and on a table, she had a bottle of shaving cream. It was of the same brand I used to shave my beard every three months.

She looked at me with impatient eyes, and I hurried over to get to her. “Sit down and don’t complain,” she ordered and I obeyed. I felt very shy in front of her right now. I never had a woman stand before me while I was naked.

I couldn’t help but feel my dick harden when she got to one knee. She was going to start with my legs. Her eyes examined my dick for a couple of seconds, and I thought she was going to laugh. She didn’t. I was happy she didn’t make fun of me even more. I could never live with myself if that had happened.

My very small cock was oozing pre-cum, and it pulsed a couple of times when she gripped one of my legs and started to shave off my leg hair. Her hand was soft. Impossibly soft. Behind all that shit that defined her tough persona, I could see and feel she was a gentle woman. If I were a better and virile man, maybe I could have had a chance with her.

But that was a thing of the past now. I was destined to become a sissy.

She shaved off the hair of one of my legs, and then moved on to the next one, the razor sliding up and downward slowly as she worried not to cut me. The razor was super sharp. I could feel that and it was clear as day.

My dick twitched as she continued to shave off my hair. My balls looked tight and the opposite of loose. That was their normal condition, how they always looked.

She brushed the sweat off her forehead and then said, “You have got more hair than I thought you would.”

I was naked before her and the only thing she could say was that. I was shocked and had to hold back the urge to burst out laughing. That was such a random comment and she said it with her usual tone. Shannon couldn’t stop making me feel so aroused for her. She was a dominating and striking woman all the time. That’s who she was. She didn’t need to fake anything.

She shaved off my balls and the rest of my body, and my pre-cum oozed like a broken faucet when she was working her razor on my scrotum. Her hand was even coated with some of my essence. She brought it over to her mouth and licked it clean. Wow, I never thought she would ever do something like that.

And it was enough to bring me over the edge and cum before she could move on to the next part of the feminization process. She rose to her feet and with her fists on her waist, she waited until I finished climaxing.

She slapped my face a couple of times to remind me where I stood here and who I was to her. She walked over to a dresser and got from it a chastity device. It was made of plastic and it wasn’t one of the most hardcore ones.

She locked it around me and said, “Now, that thing won’t be an issue anymore.”

For sure, I wouldn’t be able to touch my penis for a long time. That’s what I felt and knew when she did that. I should have felt pissed off, but she treated me the way someone like me deserved. I was below her.

She brought me some sissy clothes. I rose to my feet and studied them. I knew what she was going to make me look like. Not like a sissy maid that was so common in many porn movies, but like a flight attendant.

I was happy and felt a little humiliated that I was going to be turned into that. I didn’t have a preference, so I didn’t make any comments. “Come on, get dressed. I need to do my nails right now.”

And with that, she got a chair, sat near a desk and started doing her nails. I had studied women's clothes for a long time and I knew which piece to put on first. I put the thigh-high socks, the white laced panties, the red heeled sandals, a corset, a white laced bra, and a red shirt and also a tight skirt that fit so well around my thighs.

Shannon came back and painted my face with her makeup. She didn’t use a lot of items for that. She used some lipstick and some other things to make me stand out a bit more. I was a pale guy and her short work on me changed my looks as much as everything else that came before did.

She then put a wig on my head. It had short hair that was ear-length. The color was black and the texture was so much better than my natural hair. “Once you grow accustomed to the new you, you will be able to replace the wig with your own hair and not have to use it anymore.”

I looked at myself in the mirror. The finished product. Shannon went back to doing her nails. I thought she would want to look at who I had become, but maybe she didn’t need to. I looked back at myself in the mirror, my reflection, and although I felt humiliated, another part of me told me something else.

This was my calling.


Chapter 3

Teasing Mistress

Shannon kept me locked for weeks. She said she was preparing me for my first presentation, when everybody would share me among themselves and everything would be great and I would have my first time with all the men and women that worked here.

Meanwhile, I was tied to a bed. I couldn’t move one inch any of my limbs. I thought she would leave me here alone for more time, but then she opened the door. I was surprised she came today of all the days she could have shown up. What was in her mind right now?

She wore a very revealing dress that drew my attention to it the moment she showed up here. Her hair also looked shinier and better than her usual haircut. She wore makeup and looked ready to hit a nightclub.

She had a devilish smile on her face, and her body shone under the light coming from the windows. For the first time since meeting her, I felt vulnerable and aroused at the same time. I always felt one thing or the other when she was nearby, but never the two at the same time.

Shannon’s lips parted, “You look so beautiful right now. It’s like you never were once a man. The transformation is long over and I dare say you look so much better than when you were a man. A sissy life is what you deserve.”

She untied me and I didn’t move. Just her presence alone was enough to make me obey her. Also, being tied to this bed for weeks made me weaker. She could manhandle me with ease if she ever needed to do so.

I was still lying down, belly up, when her hand began to caress my now shaved legs. She always came back here every two or three days to shave off the new hair that grew. I just remembered that. My memory was kind of weak now.

Every time she did that, I cummed. I couldn’t withstand being near her when her gentle and determined hands were so close to my little dickie. It was inside the chastity cage, but that did nothing to impede my overwhelming feelings from devouring my mind.

Her hand got her key, and she unlocked my cage, removing it from me a moment later. For the first time since she put it on me, I was free of it. I could see my solidified and dry cum on the plastic internal surface. It was black. All those sperm cells were long dead.

“Come over here,” she demanded after sitting on the bed with her legs spread well-wide for me. She had lifted up her dress and removed her pink laced panties, showing me her folds for the first time.

Like a person who was stepping on another world for the first time, I crawled over to her. She looked majestic and magnificent like that, with her thick legs showing me the way to her nether core.

I felt the warmth of her open legs enveloping me as I crawled forward, and I then closed my eyes and stuck my tongue out. I approached her cunt a bit more, and resisted the urge to embrace her and go crazy all of a sudden. I couldn’t do those things.

I began to lick her pussy, feeling her folds and how they shifted thanks to my tongue. She tilted her head back and moaned. With each moan, she was asking me to continue pleasing her as she deserved. Mistress Shannon didn’t only deserve what I was doing to her, though, but also so much more.

I worked her pussy until she convulsed and orgasmed. I watched dumbfounded as her body tensed before shaking. She shook so much she kind of scared me. I crawled away from her, but then her legs moved quickly as she wrapped them around me and brought me with force to lap her folds once more.

Her released orgasm made her skin feel so much better, so much more succulent, and I couldn’t help but also give her bites that made her whole body shudder in pleasure. As if by magic, she cummed once more, and I couldn’t help but do the same.

My dick throbbed as my sperm exploded out, tainting and wetting the bedsheet. She let out a long and deafening moan when her body began to relax. Mistress Shannon cummed twice in a row, and for a woman her age, that was something she just couldn’t do anymore without someone like me to help her the way I just did.

I continued living with her, and what she said about boosting the morale of her workers was true. I was shared among them like a sex doll would be, and I was cummed on and fucked so many times I lost count.

Still, Shannon kind of monopolized me. She turned me into her personal sex toy, and she forced me to make her cum multiple times each day. It was a taxing thing to do, but also one that made me feel happier.

My life was complete as a sissy.

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…


More Stories Like This One

Sissy Backdoor: A Rough Submission Feminization Story

http://mybook.to/backdoor_sissy

I was a pathetic little man who couldn’t control his feelings. Sneaking up on women and stealing their underwear were what made me lose my job and everything else I had. Despite that, I didn’t change. I was now a nuisance to three Amazonian-like soccer players who wanted to punish me, and this time, it seemed they would.

I was caught and they made me submit to their dirty desires. First, there would be spanking. And then, they would feminize me and turn me into their plaything. They were set on making me their sissy maid with extra carnal benefits...

This is a sissification story that involves taboo domination and submission, and one lucky sissy about to have his backdoor devoured by three massive women. All characters are adults. You have been warned.


Sissy Curves: A Taboo Feminization Story

http://mybook.to/curvy_sissy

I’ve been living with Kelli for a long time, and on a wild afternoon, she caught me stealing one of her underwear pieces. Furious that she couldn’t trust me anymore, she began to punish me. Her objective with that? To turn me into a sissy, and to make me wear dresses and heeled sandals my whole life.

And she wasn’t about to stop there. Once the feminization transformation was complete, she invited her Amazonian-like friend, who herself wanted me in ways I never thought possible. Her huge plastic and rubber toy was about to leave my backdoor sore...

This is a story of feminization, sissification, and it includes taboo topics and scenes.


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

http://mybook.to/sissy_always

Arlo was once a sissy and he is dying to be transformed again. A friend of his, Jessica, says she can help him, but only if he does something dirty for her first. Conflicted about the proposal, he still accepts it and fins himself in an awkward situation with a hunk friend of his.

Once he is back to being a sissy, Arlo is invited to a party on campus. He finds himself not only at the mercy of his hunk friend who he has a crush on, but also becomes the toy of pleasure for someone else who started the whole thing...

This is a sissification or feminization story. All characters are consenting adults.
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