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The story follows the protagonist, a young man who, after cheating on his girlfriend Alexis, is given a second chance under strict conditions. Alexis transforms him into "Tiffany," a submissive sissy maid, controlling every aspect of his life his appearance, behavior, and even his sexuality. Through humiliation, discipline, and occasional tenderness, Tiffany begins to embrace his new identity, finding unexpected fulfillment in serving Alexis and others. However, as Alexis’s attention wanes, Tiffany seeks validation elsewhere, starting a secret relationship with Julia, a kind woman who appreciates his submissive nature. When Alexis discovers the betrayal, she reasserts her dominance, forcing Tiffany to confront his true self through videos and photos of his transformation. Despite the humiliation, Tiffany realizes he cannot escape this life, it has become an integral part of who he is.

The story explores themes of identity, power, and love, as Tiffany’s journey blurs the lines between humiliation and fulfillment. Alexis, though dominant, shows moments of vulnerability, hinting at a deeper emotional connection. Tiffany ultimately accepts his role as her devoted servant, finding a strange sense of peace in his submission. The narrative challenges traditional notions of happiness and fulfillment, suggesting that these can be found in unexpected places, even within a dynamic of control and care.
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Vengeance

I had never truly fallen in love, but Alexis was special to me in her own way. That didn’t stop me from cheating on her, though. I thought she would never find out, but I was wrong. She ended up discovering everything.

I looked for her for days, but she hated me and refused to see me. Everything that had happened left me heartbroken. I thought it was the end, but one day, I received a message from her. She wanted to meet at her house to talk. I agreed immediately and rushed over.

No one else was at her house—just Alexis and me. She looked devastated, but she still let me in. We went to her living room, and she offered me a glass of water. We argued. I didn’t want to take responsibility for my actions, and that infuriated her. Fuming, she poured me another glass while glaring at me.

—I didn’t know if I should do this, —she said—, but now I’m sure.

At that moment, I thought she was going to end things with me. I didn’t know what to say. I tried to stand up, but I felt dizzy. I leaned on the table and slumped back into the chair. Everything was spinning. The last thing I saw was Alexis staring at me with hatred as she walked out of the room.

I woke up briefly, but I couldn’t speak or move. Everything was still spinning, and my vision was blurry. I could barely hear Alexis muttering nonsense—that I deserved what was happening to me, that it was all my fault for being unfaithful, that I was cursed. All while she brushed something over my toenails and then my fingernails, sticking plastic ones over mine.

I felt her tearing off my clothes. She dragged me into her bathroom, where she smeared things on my skin and poured water over me. She kept cursing me, saying I would soon get what I deserved. She roughly dried my skin, now free of all hair, then rubbed a cream on it. She pulled something out of her closet and began attaching it to my head, applying some kind of paste before securing what looked like a wig.

Still dizzy, I tried to resist, but she slapped me and continued her work. She used the same liquid on my chest, and I saw her holding a pair of silicone breasts. She didn’t stop until they were firmly attached. When she withdrew her hands, I felt a new weight I had never experienced before.

—The glue will last for several hours, —she teased me—. I hope you have a strong back.

She made me stand up and began dressing me. It was a deep red babydoll, paired with matching lace panties. Over that, she fastened a garter belt connected to smoke-colored stockings that revealed my toenails, now painted red.

Next came the makeup. First, a base, then eyeshadow in shades of red. She waxed and shaped my eyebrows before applying mascara and curling my lashes. Finally, she swiped a deep red across my lips.

—You have such luscious lips, Tiffany, —she said—. They’re the lips of a cocksucker.

She took me to her parents’ car. It felt strange to walk with only my stockings on. She drove for a few minutes, and we arrived at a hotel where I had taken her before. She helped me out of the car and led me inside. We went up a couple of floors, and she brought me into a room. It was one of those themed ones, decorated with hearts and romantic touches—the headboard of the bed was even shaped like a heart. She laid me down on the bed and then secured my hands with handcuffs.

—Don’t worry, —she said as she fastened them—, they’re padded so you won’t hurt yourself. And they’re red to match your lingerie.

She arranged the pillows around me and scattered rose petals across the room. Then, she showed me her phone.

—Look, —she said, holding it up—, it’s streaming live. I’ll be in the car, sending messages and inviting real men to visit you. Everything will be recorded. You won’t even be able to fight—between the handcuffs and what you took, you’ll be very docile. It might even help you get aroused.

She left the phone on a table, recording everything that was happening.

—Have a lot of fun, Tiffany, —she said, kissing my cheek as she left the room—. That will be your new name.

—Oh, I almost forgot, —she added, coming back—, you’ll need these.

She placed a box of condoms and a bottle of lube on the table next to the bed.

I wanted to break free from the handcuffs, but I had no strength. When I moved, the lingerie rubbed against my skin, sending a shiver through me. I stopped trying. Then, I noticed the door open. I couldn’t even speak.

The man came in and climbed on top of me. He took off his pants, leaving only his underwear, and started kissing me. The rubbing of his cock against my stockings turned me on so much that I began kissing him back. Then, he pulled down my panties and applied lubricant to my entrance. Alexis was right—it was more pleasure than pain when he slid his fingers inside me. I moaned with pleasure and bit my lip.

—You’re such a slut, —the man said—. You’re going to love my cock.

He started pushing into me, and though it hurt at first, he didn’t care. He began thrusting, placing my legs on his shoulders. Everything about it drove me wild with pleasure. I moaned like a whore in heat, not wanting it to end. He fucked me hard until I felt him finish inside me. I closed my eyes, letting myself ride the waves of pleasure. When I opened my eyes, searching for the man, he was already gone.

—Hahahaha, very good, Tiffany, —Alexis teased me—. Don’t worry, another man will be here soon to take care of you, my little whore.

She brought her phone over, showing me the screen. It was filled with comments about how slutty I was, how clearly I loved cock, and how I moaned like a bitch when they penetrated me. I couldn’t have been more humiliated, but I didn’t care anymore. All I wanted was to feel that fullness again, to be made into a little woman on that bed. While she showed me the comments, she adjusted my panties, fixed my wig, and touched up my lipstick.

—Well, —she said as she headed to the door—, I’ll leave you now. The next one won’t be long. I love you so much, my little slut.

After giving me a kiss on my forehead, she left the room. I couldn’t believe it. The woman I loved was taking a horrible revenge on me—and the worst part was that I was enjoying it.


Such a sissy

I don’t know how much time passed, but it felt like an eternity. I wanted to touch my body—I was so aroused—but I couldn’t free myself. All I could do was rub my legs together and shudder with pleasure, which only made me crave more. When the second man arrived, I looked at him with lust, trying to get closer. He just laughed and mocked me.

I writhed on the bed, then began posing, offering myself to him. But he kept laughing.

—If I’m going to fuck you, pretty mama, —he said—, you’ll have to earn it first.

He unbuttoned his pants and pulled out his cock. He started stroking it, then pointed to my mouth. I, the desperate little slut that I was, understood what he wanted and tried to get closer to that thick piece of meat. But I couldn’t reach it. I stretched my tongue, barely grazing it, and he laughed at how eager I was. Finally, he shoved it into my mouth all at once.

With his cock between my lips, I felt in total ecstasy. I loved sucking him, working my mouth as best I could, hoping he wouldn’t take long to fuck me. And he didn’t. He just moved my lingerie aside and started drilling into me. I gripped the handcuffs as he claimed me. He flipped me onto all fours, dug his nails into my hips, and fucked me like an animal. He slammed me against the bed, my face hitting the pillows, and I moaned and screamed with pleasure. I begged him for more and more until he finally came inside me. When he finished, he left without a second glance, no matter how much I tried to pull him back for more.

—You’re only good for fucking, —he said from the doorway—. You’ll never be anything more than a whore who’s there to satisfy men.

Those words echoed in my mind. Just that morning, I had woken up convinced I would win back the love of my life, that everything would be better, and that we’d be happy together. But now, I didn’t know what would happen to me. Everything I was experiencing confused me—but I loved it.

—What’s wrong with you, pretty girl? —Alexis asked when she saw my teary eyes.

—Why are you doing this? —I asked her—. I thought you wanted us to fix everything and be happy again.

—Honey, —she said, grabbing my cheek—, after what you did, there’s no way I can go back to you.

—But I love you. I want to be by your side.

—I know, baby, and that’s why I’m doing all this. For that, and also for revenge. I’m not going to lie to you—you broke my heart, and that’s why I want you to feel the pain I felt. But once this is over, we can be together. Maybe not in the way you expected.

—Please, —I begged—, forgive me. I want everything to be like before.

—Like before? —she laughed mockingly—. Do you really think I could consider going back to you after seeing how you sucked cock? And don’t try to lie to me—I could tell you loved it when they put it in you. You moaned and writhed with pleasure while they drilled you.

I cried a few tears.

—Don’t cry, little bitch, —she said—. Your makeup will run, and you want to look pretty for the men.

After saying that, she hugged me, trying to soothe me. She kissed my head and held me in her arms, but then her touch shifted. She began caressing me—my arms, my legs, my ass. My sobs turned into soft moans as she dominated me at her whim. She rubbed my panties, front and back, and I shuddered in her arms. I let myself be pampered until, with a bit of lube, she started sliding her fingers inside me. I gasped as she played with me, pausing occasionally to look at me, waiting for me to beg for more—and I always did.

—The truth is, I love you, —she told me—, very much. So, I’ll give you pleasure one last time. But it will be the last time anyone touches your little thing. Do you understand?

Then, she pulled out my hot, wet penis and took it in her hand. She started stroking me while her other hand kept playing with my hole. The sensation was driving me wild, but just as I was about to finish, she noticed and stopped.

—Oops, honey, —she said, heading for the door—, looks like your next appointment has arrived.

Before leaving, she ran into my new visitor. The man looked her up and down, clearly interested. She seemed to like it, and when she saw my face, she realized this was another way to humiliate me even more.

—Well, handsome, —she said—, maybe you came for the little slut, but wouldn’t you like to play with me a little before attending to her?

—Of course I would, —he answered, taking her in his arms and kissing her while I watched everything.

They kissed and groped each other for what felt like forever. I didn’t want to watch, but for some reason, my eyes kept drifting toward Alexis. I saw her biting his neck, sighing, and kissing him in a way she had never done with me. It made me feel horrible—especially because I was still aroused from the caresses she had given me earlier. Desperate, I started rubbing my legs together, trying to reach an orgasm, while my ex-girlfriend kept teasing that man, pulling off his pants, all while staring directly at me. When he tried to take Alexis to the bed, she stopped him.

—I’m sorry, —she said—, but she’s the one who’s going to get fucked here. Maybe another time.

I smiled with relief, grateful I wouldn’t have to watch a stranger make love to Alexis. But that feeling vanished when the man turned his attention to me and started fucking me hard. I shuddered as I felt his entire cock inside me, and before I could even catch my breath, he pulled out and slammed back into me all at once. He fucked me with more intensity than the others, and I couldn’t help but enjoy it. Since he hadn’t used a condom, the sensation was even more overwhelming.

After a few minutes, he flipped me onto his lap, and I started riding him. I loved the feeling—keeping the rhythm, bouncing willingly, and letting myself fall fully onto him, savoring the waves of pleasure coursing through my body.

When he was about to finish, he flipped me onto all fours. Between spankings and screams, I accepted that I had become a whore—that what I wanted most was to be fucked wildly by real men. As I moaned, begging him not to stop, I felt a powerful spasm, and he filled me with his hot cum. It was a new world of pleasure, and I didn’t want it any other way.

Luckily, those weren’t the only visitors that day. Alexis showed me the comments on my video, and I got turned on by everything they were saying about me. She noticed, and with a sly smile, she took off my handcuffs.


My mistress

—You can leave if you want, —she said—, or you can stay and keep the last appointment I made for you. We’ll do whatever you want, but you have to say it.

I thought for a long time, but in the end, I murmured my answer.

—I want to stay.

—Say it louder. I can’t hear you.

—I want to stay.

—And why do you want to stay?

—Because I liked what I felt, and I want to feel it again.

—That’s what I wanted to hear, my little slut. Let’s fix you up so you look beautiful.

I let myself be carried away by my desires and attended to the last visitor with enthusiasm. I sucked his cock to make him hard, eager for him to put it in me and make me moan with pleasure. I had become addicted to men—I loved riding their cocks while their hands explored my body. I had never imagined the pleasure I’d been denying myself all this time. After saying goodbye to my last visitor, Alexis came in and looked at me with a smile. We both lay down on the bed, and I felt completely surrendered.

—It’s decided, —she said, caressing my cheek—. From now on, you’ll be my personal slut, and I’ll be your mistress. I’ll turn you into a cock-hungry sissy, my dear Tiffany.

—Thank you, Alexis, —I said, leaning on her lap—. In just one afternoon, you completely changed my life.

—From now on, I’ll be your mistress, —she declared—. You’ll obey me and please me in everything. I’ll allow you to stay by my side, and I’ll educate you as a good little girl.

—Thank you very much.

After lying on the bed for a while, Alexis created a social media account for my new identity. Then, my mistress decided it was time to leave.

—Let’s go home, my beautiful girl. This weekend, you’ll be my personal maid.

I got into the car, and Alexis started driving back. I looked out the window, realizing that everything would be different now. I was just taking my first steps as a sissy. I still didn’t fully understand what it meant, but my mistress had told me that’s what I would become. Then, I felt Alexis’s hand on my leg, sheathed in that beautiful stocking. The touch sent a shiver through me.

—Get used to it, baby, —she said—. When you go out with real men and get in their car, they won’t take their hands off you.

When we arrived at her house, she took me straight to her room. At first, I was nervous about meeting her parents, but shortly after opening the front door, she received a call.

—Of course, Daddy, —she said—, everything’s fine here. Okay, see you on Monday.

Once we were in her room, she arranged the things she had used for my transformation. Then, she opened her closet and drawers, preparing for the next step.

—You look beautiful in lingerie, honey, —she said—, but you can’t be dressed like that all the time. That outfit is reserved for when a man possesses you. Though, at all times, you should be prepared for that possibility. That’s why you’ll always wear nice lingerie underneath your clothes.

After rummaging through her drawers, she handed me a tight black dress. The sleeves were made of semi-transparent fabric in the same color, and it had a couple of decorative buttons on the abdomen. It was a beautiful garment. She also gave me a pair of low heels.

—Put this on, baby. Soon, you’ll be able to wear high heels like me.

She helped me into the dress. It ended a couple of inches above my knees, and I loved how it felt against my skin. I couldn’t help but run my hands over my body, caressing my breasts, holding them firmly, even squeezing them a little.

—Still naughty, —she said, giving my hands a light smack—. Come on, I’ll teach you everything you need to do as my personal maid.

She took me by the hand and led me through the house, showing me all the responsibilities she had. She had already told me about the chores that were her duty, but now she was teaching me so I could take over. It was tiring, and my feet hurt a little from the shoes. Though they were nice, they weren’t as comfortable as what I was used to wearing before.

—I’m a little tired, —I told her.

—Don’t worry, pretty, —she said—. We’re almost done. Besides, you’ll need to get used to this. Imagine when you’re wearing heels. But it’s part of your duty as a sissy.

—Alexis, —I said—, what is this sissy?

—Well, pretty, —she explained—, a sissy is a man who really isn’t one. That’s why he surrenders to his condition and submits. He accepts that he can never be a real man and embraces femininity instead. That’s how he seeks acceptance, knowing his destiny is to be a submissive, meant to please his master. And I am your mistress. Now, you must renounce everything else and live only for me.

—You already know I only live for you because I love you.

—Yes, honey, and I love you too. But you must understand that from now on, everything will change for you. Our relationship will be completely different. To others, you’ll still be my partner for the sake of comfort—because you love me, and I love you too. It’s better to keep it that way. But that’s all it will be. Because we’ll both spend our nights seeking real men.

—Please, —I begged—, I don’t want it to end between us. I thought if I did everything you asked, we could be together.

—Look, honey, I’m trying to be nice to you, to make this easier for you. But I’ll make one thing very clear: you can stay by my side, but only as my sissy maid. I don’t know how you thought there could be something between us after seeing how they turned you into a whore in that hotel room.

—Give me a chance. I don’t want to just be your maid.

—Look, you were behaving very well—very pretty and submissive. But don’t you dare contradict me. I have pictures and videos of you doing very compromising things, and if you don’t want them to end up on the internet, you’d better obey me.

—Don’t do it! You’ll destroy my life! —I fell at her feet, begging—. Please, don’t do this to me. I love you.

She didn’t answer. Instead, she took out her phone and showed me that she was about to upload all the pictures to her social media account.

—All it takes is one tap, and everyone will know. If you don’t want that to happen, start by kissing my feet and begging for forgiveness.

—Forgive me, —I said, kissing her feet—. I’m so sorry, Alexis. It won’t happen again.

—That’s a start. But from now on, you’ll call me Mistress when you address me. Do you understand?

—Yes.

—Yes, my Mistress. You must learn to behave. For now, I’ve had enough of you. Come with me—I’ll give you your clothes. But I won’t take off your breasts or your wig. I want you to get used to being a babe. I’ll expect you here early tomorrow morning.

She handed me my clothes, and when I put them on, they felt strange—rough and uncomfortable, nothing like the wonderful feminine garments I had worn earlier. I began to realize that Alexis’s words were true. I was becoming a sissy, just as she had said. And, to my surprise, I was starting to like it.


Duties of a sissy

The next day, I woke up early and went to her house. I was terrified someone might see me because, honestly, my appearance was strange. I wore a sweatshirt to cover my face as much as possible and walked quickly to Alexis’s house. I knocked on the door, but there was no answer. I waited a few minutes, but still, nothing. My anxiety grew as people started passing by on the street. I called her phone, but she didn’t answer. A few people walked near me, and I tried to act casual, but I began to attract attention. Just as I was about to head back home, the door suddenly opened.

—Tiffany! —Alexis shouted—. Come on in, silly! Hurry up!

Her voice was loud, and a couple of people turned to look in my direction. I ran inside immediately.

—Calm down, sweetie.

—What took you so long to open the door?

—I wanted to see what you’d do, —she laughed—. Besides, that’s no way to talk to your Mistress. Now, come on—we have work to do. First, you need to take a shower.

Alexis took me to her bathroom. She helped me remove my wig and breast forms, then showed me all the products I had to use every time I showered. As I stepped out of the shower and dried my delicate skin, I noticed a sweet, feminine scent—it was me. Using feminine shower products had left my skin smooth and fragrant. When I returned to the room, I saw a beautiful set of pastel pink lingerie laid out.

—First, you need to put on your breasts.

So, I did. I put on the silicone breast forms and then my bra. Alexis helped me into my panties.

—Now, you need to apply cream to your body and put on perfume. I’ll show you how to do your makeup, but you’ll have to pay close attention. You can also look up tutorials online, but you need to master this art.

Alexis started rummaging through her drawers for clothes. I stood behind her, watching as she handed me a pink top with ribbon straps that tied into a bow and a white skirt that ended a hand’s width above my knees. She adjusted the wig and added a pink ribbon to it.

—I know you love stockings, so here—these are sheer and will give your legs a subtle but beautiful shine.

—Thank you, Mistress. I look so pretty, —I said, staring at myself in the mirror.

—I wanted you to look your best. This occasion is special. You’ve already been a whore, a maid… Now, I want you to feel feminine and delicate. I want you to enjoy your femininity. We’ll watch movies, have ice cream, and spend a wonderful time together. You’ll see.

That afternoon, Alexis treated me differently than she ever had before. She surprised me with her kindness.

—Mistress, —I said—, you’re making me feel so good. The way you’re treating me…

—I’m treating you like my best friend.

Her answer stirred mixed feelings in me. While we were in her bedroom, she suggested we paint each other’s nails. I followed her instructions carefully, taking my time to do it right. Once we finished, she started taking pictures of us together.

—Come on, Tiffany, —she said—, pose like me.

I began imitating Alexis’s poses—the way she positioned her arms, her gestures, even her smile. Soon, I was smiling naturally, just like her. We laughed and kept taking pictures. At some point, without realizing it, I started posing on my own, and she focused the camera entirely on me. We both fell onto the bed, laughing. Then, she took my hand and began caressing it gently.

—You know, Tiffany, —she said—, I still love you, but in a different way. I don’t want to hurt you, so you need to understand and accept our new relationship.

We hugged, both of us shedding tears—though I was the one who cried the most. She held me in her arms, caressing my cheek and soothing me.

Later that evening, we ate ice cream. I tried to enjoy it, but my sadness was still evident. Alexis did her best to cheer me up. She took me back to her room, fixed my makeup, and hugged me, telling me how pretty I looked. But I couldn’t shake the sadness.

—I don’t want to see you like this. I want both of us to be happy.

—I’m sorry. It’s just… I’m having a hard time getting used to all this.

—I understand, honey. That’s why today is special—just for you. Many girls do this when a relationship ends. They spend time with a friend, have fun, and try to heal. I hope this helps you.

After watching a movie while we cuddled and finished our ice cream, I felt a little better. Then, Alexis turned on some music.

—Come on, let’s dance.

At first, I hesitated, but little by little, I started to loosen up. Alexis smiled at me, guiding me to move like her. After a couple of songs, I was dancing more animatedly, letting the music take over. Suddenly, the rhythm shifted to something more sensual. I loved dancing like this with Alexis—she would stand in front of me, leaning her body against mine, letting me move my hips against her. But this time, she positioned herself behind me. The roles had reversed. Now, Alexis was caressing my back, subtly brushing her hands over my chest while holding my hips. I gasped when she spanked me lightly. Before I could process what was happening, she pressed her pelvis against me, moving rhythmically. Slowly, she guided me to lean forward, arching my back slightly and raising my hips. Her hands explored my skin as we moved together. That dance had me completely under her control. I had never danced like this before, and I loved how Alexis dominated every moment. All I could do was sigh in awe.

—Do you like it, baby?

—Yes, my Mistress. I love it.

—Would you like to feel more?

—Of course I would.

—Will you obey me in everything? Will you be a good sissy for me?

—Yes, I will. I’ll do everything you tell me.

—Then follow me, darling.

We went to her room, and she started rummaging through her closet. She tossed some clothes and a pair of heels onto the bed.

—Put this on, —she said, handing me a dress—. It’ll look stunning on you.

The dress was short, ending mid-thigh. The skirt was cream-colored, covered in golden sequins that shimmered beautifully. The top was black, with thin straps and a flattering neckline—perfect for a night out. Meanwhile, Alexis slipped into a pair of super-tight black shorts that showed off her legs, paired with a wine-colored blouse with long, flowing sleeves that tightened at the wrists. She packed two small bags with everything we might need, including makeup and a couple of condoms.

Alexis looked breathtaking. She applied eyeshadow and a bold lipstick, then did my makeup. When she took me to the mirror, I couldn’t believe my eyes. Standing in front of the glass were two beautiful girls. We looked gorgeous.

—Come on, Tiffany. If we hurry, we’ll make it to happy hour.

—What are you talking about?

—We’re going to party, —she said, raising her hand and striking a playful pose—. Don’t make me beg or blackmail you. Let’s go.


Party

I thought about saying something, but Alexis was determined. We got into her car, and I tried to stay calm despite my nerves.

—Don’t worry. You look beautiful.

—Thank you. It’s just… it’s a lot to take in.

—I know, honey. But it’s part of the process. Cheer up—you just got out of a relationship. This will help you feel better.

After parking the car, we stepped out. I held onto her arm tightly, my heart racing and my legs trembling as the breeze brushed against them. We entered the bar, which was nearly full. Alexis led me to a small table where we sat on stools. We ordered drinks—I was about to ask for a Cuba Libre, but Alexis stopped me and ordered two cocktails instead. We started the night with strawberry daiquiris, the kind of drinks meant for girls.

—She was showing me how to act like a real lady.

When we finished our cocktails, she took me to the dance floor. At first, I barely moved, but as the music grew louder, Alexis started dancing the way we had at her place. That helped me relax. I closed my eyes and let myself go. But then, I noticed some guys approaching, looking to dance with her—and with me. I tried to stay close to Alexis, but she seemed to avoid me while dancing with two of the guys. I didn’t know how to react until Alexis pulled me closer. She guided me to keep dancing, positioning me with my back to her. Our bodies moved together, our hips colliding rhythmically as we faced the men around us. I was unsure about the situation, but Alexis leaned in and whispered to me.

—Do what you did with me at home, —she whispered—. Rub your buttocks against his cock.

She began dancing like that with her partner, and I timidly tried to imitate her movements. A shiver ran down my spine when I felt the stranger’s hands on my skin, but Alexis’s encouraging gaze urged me to keep going. I let myself go, dancing freely. Soon, I felt the man’s cock hardening against me. He gripped my waist, grinding against me, and I began to enjoy the sensation. I moved up and down, savoring the feeling. After a couple of songs, we returned to our table and ordered another round of cocktails. By the time we finished, another round arrived—this time, courtesy of the guys we had danced with earlier.

—I’ll be right back, —Alexis said, standing up.

Before I could stop her, she walked over to the men who had invited us. They exchanged a few words, laughing together. After a few minutes, she brought them to our table.

—Tiffany, this is Daniel and Axel, —she introduced them.

They greeted me with a kiss on the cheek, and I felt my nerves spike. Axel sat next to me while Alexis chatted with both of them. I mostly nodded or shook my head, staying quiet. At one point, Alexis and Daniel started talking exclusively, leaving Axel and me alone. I was sipping my cocktail, as Alexis had taught me, when Axel looked at me intently.

—I know you’re not a biological woman, —he said—, but I like you. And I think you like me too, judging by the way we danced earlier.

At that moment, excitement surged through me. Memories of what had happened at the hotel flooded my mind. I couldn’t help biting my lip as I looked at Axel, wishing he would take me to bed and make me his. I opened my mouth to say something but couldn’t find the words. Instead, I got lost in his eyes and kissed him. His passion overwhelmed me as he bit my neck, sending shivers down my spine. I don’t know how long it lasted, but when we finally pulled apart, I felt a light tap on my arm. It was Alexis.

—What a little slut, —she said, grinning widely—. I see you’re getting along well with Axel. Don’t worry, you don’t have to explain anything to me. Just enjoy it.

The guys bought another round of drinks. When we toasted, Alexis cheered loudly, raising her hands and laughing as she locked eyes with Daniel. They grew more affectionate until they kissed. Before I could feel even a hint of jealousy, Axel pulled me close and kissed me again. At first, I kept my eyes open, glancing at Alexis, but it didn’t take long for me to lose myself in the kiss. My hands wrapped around his neck, and my skin tingled as his hand slid down my leg. His touch excited me so much that I discreetly guided his hand to my buttocks. He squeezed firmly, and I melted in his arms. When I opened my eyes, I saw his smile—half happiness, half mischief.

—Let’s dance for a while longer, —Alexis said, and I followed her, my hand delicately holding Axel’s as we moved under the neon lights.

We drank and danced as if nothing else mattered. Now, I watched Alexis not out of jealousy, but to imitate her movements—to be as feminine and seductive as she was, to please my man. I didn’t care how hot I felt under the wig or how much my feet ached from the heels. I wanted to keep being the queen of the dance floor with my beautiful mistress and our new lovers.

—You really drive me crazy, Tiffany, —Axel said, squeezing my buttocks firmly—. I want to fill you with pleasure, to make you mine.

He continued trailing his lips along my neck, sighing with each kiss and nearly moaning with each bite.

—Let’s go somewhere else, baby. Somewhere more private.

—I’d love to, —I replied.

—I’m glad to hear that.

Axel walked over to his friend, who was dancing with Alexis. They talked for a moment while I watched from a distance. Eventually, Axel gestured for me to join them.

—Everything’s ready, sweetie, —Alexis told me—. One more round, and the four of us will head home.

We returned to the table to finish our drinks. Alexis took every opportunity to talk about me.

—You should’ve seen her before she discovered her true self—trying to be a man. But as soon as she tasted the pleasures of femininity, she embraced it completely.

—Well, I think it’s better I met her now, —Axel said—. Because now she looks and acts like a real woman.

Hearing those words, I turned to Axel and kissed him again.

—Hahaha, —Alexis laughed—. You’re absolutely right about that.

—I see you also taught her to be a good submissive, —Daniel remarked.

—Of course I did. That was one of my first lessons—how she should submit to a real man so he can give her the pleasure she craves.

—I hope she’s not the only one looking for a virile man, —Daniel flirted.

—That depends on how you behave. Unlike Tiffany, I’m not a little whore or an easy girl. I’m a lady.

When we left the bar, I stumbled a few times—maybe because of the heels or because I was too drunk. Luckily, Axel was there to steady me. I leaned on him all the way to the car.

—Can you drive, Axel? —Alexis asked—. I’m feeling a bit drunk.

—Of course. I’ll take care of it.

It was then that I realized Alexis was wobbling even more than I was. With Daniel’s help, I guided her into the car.


Boys

—Come here, little whore, —Alexis said—. I want to talk to you.

Before getting into the car, I quickly explained to Axel how to get to her place. Once inside, Alexis hugged me tightly, her face lit up with a big smile.

—I’m so happy, little slut, —she said—. This is going to be a great night, and I want you to enjoy it too. I feel like I’ve been too hard on you.

—Don’t worry, Mistress. Honestly, with everything that’s happened, I’ve never felt happier. It’s thanks to you that I understand who I really am and what I need to do.

—You’re such a good sissy, you know? You’ll be the best of them all. But remember—you’re mine. Even if you can have all the men you want, you’re my slave, and mine alone.

—Yes, Mistress. I understand.

After giving Axel a couple more directions, we arrived at Alexis’s house. I felt more like the hostess than my mistress, given how out of it she was. I led everyone to the living room and went to the kitchen to grab some snacks and a couple of beers. Before sitting down, I put on some music.

—Thank you, Tiffany. You’re such a good servant. You make your mistress very happy, —Alexis said, pausing her kisses with Daniel for a moment.

I sat down, crossing my legs, next to Axel. He immediately placed his hand on my knee and pulled me closer with the other, wrapping his arm around my waist. Alexis didn’t waste any time—she was already on top of Daniel, his hands gripping her buttocks tightly. Suddenly, he spanked her, and Alexis moaned with pleasure. When the second spank came, a soft moan escaped my lips too.

—You want to enjoy this too, don’t you? —Axel said—. Come on, baby. I’ll make you moan all night long.

I blinked a couple of times, my lips parting as I gave myself to him again. When his hands lifted my skirt and spanked me hard over my panties, I lost myself in desire. I kissed him passionately as he continued to grope and squeeze my buttocks. When I felt a finger slip under my clothes and trace along my entrance, I shuddered. I couldn’t take it anymore—I wanted the same pleasure I had experienced before. I kissed him while my hands fumbled with his shirt, unbuttoning it slowly. I slid down to my knees in front of him, pulling down his zipper and removing his tight boxers. His huge cock sprang free, and I took it in my delicate hand, which looked especially feminine with painted nails wrapped around a real man’s member. I stroked him passionately, then leaned in, brushing the tip against my lips before taking him into my mouth. He felt hot and thick, stretching my lips as I sucked him deeper. I worked my mouth around him as if my life depended on it.

—Oh, Tiffany, —Axel groaned, his hands gripping my head tightly.

I knew he was close, so I prepared myself to take all of him. I stuck out my tongue, giving a few final licks as his cock pulsed and filled my mouth with his cum.

I was smiling like a fool, overwhelmed with happiness. When I glanced at Axel, he was sprawled on the couch, breathing heavily. Then, I looked at Alexis. I never imagined I’d see her with her face covered in cum, giving a blowjob to a man she’d just met at a bar. When she noticed me watching, she smiled and gestured for me to come closer with her index finger.

—On your knees, —she said, holding Daniel’s cock toward me.

I obeyed my mistress, crawling over to her. I noticed Axel watching me, so I lifted my skirt and swayed my hips more as I moved.

—Come here, —Alexis said—. I want to share this lollipop with you.

As if in a trance, I began licking Daniel’s cock alongside my mistress. Now, I was sure—I loved giving blowjobs to men. Sharing a cock with Alexis made me incredibly happy. So, there I was, on all fours, pleasuring my ex-girlfriend’s date. At times, Alexis would take him deep into her mouth, then pull away, letting me take over. Eventually, she stepped back and started stroking him, making him finish on my face. I immediately stuck out my tongue, savoring the taste of his cum.

—Go clean yourself up, my dear.

—Yes, Mistress.

—Alexis, —Daniel said—, did you not like what we were doing? What happened?

—Don’t worry, handsome. I loved the taste of your cock, but I wasn’t going to let you finish on my face. My little whore did, though. I thought you’d enjoy that.

—I won’t say I didn’t like it. She’s a very good sucker.

—I hope you say something nice about me now, —Alexis teased—, because I was about to take you to my room. But it seems like you prefer Tiffany.

—Don’t get me wrong. Like you said, you’re quite the lady. That’s why I want to treat you with care. And yes, I’d love to join you.

—That’s better. Let’s go then. But before we do, Axel—I know Tiffany is dying to be dominated. She wants you to shove that big cock of yours inside her and make her scream with pleasure. So don’t hold back—enjoy her. I can tell you, she loves being humiliated. Have fun.

She left, taking Daniel with her. As soon as Alexis finished speaking, Axel turned to me, his eyes filled with lust.

—It’s good to know all that, —he said—. At first, I treated you gently because I thought you might be scared. But now I see you’re just a little slut addicted to cock, aren’t you?

—Yes, I am. I love it. I’m a cock-hungry sissy who only thinks about being taken over and over by real men who humiliate me.

—I can tell you’re a real slut. Now, let’s go—I’m going to fill you up all night long.

I took Axel’s hand and led him to Alexis’s room. For a moment, I remembered all the times I’d been intimate with my mistress in that very room. But now, the story was different. As soon as he threw me onto the bed, I pressed my face into the sheets and raised my hips, offering myself to him. He spanked me a couple of times before spreading my cheeks. He started with one finger, and I shuddered with pleasure. Then, I remembered the condoms in my purse. I handed him one, and he quickly put it on. He took his time, slowly pushing his thick cock inside me. It hurt at first because of his size, but as he made room, I gritted my teeth, moaning softly. When he was fully inside, he gripped my hips tightly and began thrusting hard. Each movement made me cry out in pleasure. The sound of our bodies colliding, the creak of the bed—it all drove me wild.

—Are you liking it, little bitch?

—Of course I am. I love it.

—Tell me you’re my little bitch.

—Yes, I am. I’m your little whore.

—Do you want more? —he asked, pausing for a moment.

—Yes, please don’t stop.

—Ask me to fuck you. Beg your daddy to give it to you hard.

—Please, —I moaned—, make me yours, Daddy.

Then, he spanked me a couple of times. I loved it—Axel really knew how to make me feel pleasure. I kept moaning, lost in the sensation. After a few minutes, he flipped me onto my back, positioning himself on top of me. He began caressing my breasts, sliding the straps of my dress and bra off, exposing my skin. He licked my breasts slowly and sensually, and I felt myself melting as he sucked on one of my nipples, biting it gently. I moaned loudly—the way he did it drove me wild. Alexis used to caress and kiss me like that, and apparently, she had told Axel how much it turned me on. But now, as a sissy, waxed and being pleasured by a real man, I couldn’t stop enjoying it. It was a new world of pleasure I had never imagined possible.

He pulled my legs up to his shoulders, and as he let them fall, I cried out in ecstasy. He repeated the motion for several minutes, pinching my nipples and making me feel incredible. I looked at Axel through half-closed eyes, wanting to thank him, to tell him how amazing he was, but every time I tried to speak, all that came out were moans. I gave up trying and let him continue making me his until I felt him fill me with his cum. Even as he pulled out, his now-soft penis leaving me, I was still shuddering and letting out little whimpers. When I reached down to touch my skirt, I realized I was wet. I hadn’t even noticed when he had finished.

I clung to Axel’s chest, caressing him as he rested. There I was, lying in Alexis’s bedroom, in the arms of a real man. Everything my mistress had told me was true—I was a sissy, and I loved it.

—Thank you so much, Axel, —I whispered—. That was wonderful.

—I enjoyed it too, Tiffany. I’d love to do it again, if you and your mistress agree.

—I’m sure my mistress will allow it.

That night, I stayed in Axel’s arms. We both slept soundly. I didn’t have any particular dreams, but it was a peaceful night. I woke up early and stayed still, quietly watching the wonderful man beside me. I didn’t get up until I saw Alexis walk past the room. I rose gently, careful not to wake Axel, and tiptoed barefoot to the living room, adjusting my dress as I went.


True Sissy

—Good morning, Tiffany. I’m so glad you had such a good night.

—Thank you, Mistress. It was all thanks to you.

—You’re welcome. I would’ve loved to see how you behaved with Axel. I hope you pleased him well so he and Daniel will want to come back soon.

—Actually, I talked to Axel about it. He wants to see me again, and I want to see him too.

—Hahaha, you really are a good little whore, my beautiful sissy. But for now, we’ll have to say goodbye.

I made coffee for everyone. Alexis and I waited for our men to join us. It took a few minutes, but they finally came. They both appreciated the hot coffee, and we had a normal, lighthearted conversation.

—Well, I think it’s time for us to go, —Daniel said.

We said goodbye to our lovers with long, passionate kisses. After they left in a cab, Alexis ordered me to change my clothes. She put me back in the black dress and heels, but this time, she added an apron, making it clear I was her maid.

I spent the morning cleaning, tidying up everything that had been disturbed during our night of passion. Under Alexis’s instructions, I made the beds, ensuring everything looked as if nothing had happened that weekend. This time, there weren’t as many tasks to complete.

—I’m sorry, honey, but my parents are coming back tonight, so we have to say goodbye for now. But next week, we can do this again. I know how much you love being a pretty sissy, so I won’t make you wait too long.

—Thank you so much, Mistress. I’ll be completely at your disposal.

That night, I found myself browsing the internet for women’s clothes. Wearing feminine attire had become a necessity for me—it felt horrible not to. I decided I would at least always wear lingerie underneath the plain clothes I wore in public. As the days passed, I grew more and more feminine. I let my hair grow, kept my toenails painted, and even started using nail polish on my hands. I changed the way I walked and sat, constantly thinking about how to become a better sissy.

—Tiffany, honey, —Alexis said as I was doing housework—, you’ve been such a big help. My parents are amazed by how well they think I’ve been managing the house, so they gave me some gifts. I wanted to share something with you, my sissy. Tomorrow, we’re going to the salon to make you even prettier.

—Really? —I said, thrilled—. Thank you so much, Mistress.

—You know how to show gratitude, little whore, —she replied. I immediately started kissing her feet enthusiastically—. Yes, you’ve become such a good maid.

Although my family noticed my new way of being, they didn’t question it much since I was still Alexis’s “boyfriend.” They didn’t mind if I spent a couple of days away, assuming I was at her house. That morning, after finishing the cleaning, we got into Alexis’s car and headed to the mall.

—Hi, Andy! —a girl greeted us as we walked in.

—It’s good to see you, Carla, —my mistress replied—. This is the one I told you about.

—Nice to meet you, Tiffany. Come on in—let’s make you beautiful.

Suddenly, I was sitting in the beauty salon, my hair covered in aluminum foil. While we waited for the chemicals to work, they started shaping my eyebrows. I hadn’t worn makeup that morning—Alexis wanted the professionals to handle it. They applied false eyelashes, foundation, powder, blush, and a soft pink lipstick. Then, they moved on to my nails, adding long, flashy false nails in a similar shade. I waited several minutes for everything to dry. Once they removed the foil from my hair, they took me to change into a beautiful, short pink dress.

—Come on, —Carla said—, change into this.

As I did, Alexis couldn’t stop laughing.

—This is priceless—seeing you dressed like this, exposed in front of us, —she said gleefully—. I’ll never get tired of humiliating you, sissy. As an extra gift, I have this new cage for you. It’ll imprison what’s between your legs, giving me even more control over you.

I blushed as Carla joined in the laughter. I felt so exposed, so I quickly finished dressing. They led me back to the chair and styled my hair. When I looked in the mirror, I saw a blonde with lush, wavy hair and the face of a stunning young woman.

—Come on, —Alexis said—. It’s time to party.

We went to the same bar as before. There, we started dancing and having fun. I felt incredibly happy. After a few songs, Daniel and Axel arrived. I was surprised—it felt like our previous experience was repeating itself. It had been a while since Axel had last fucked me, and I was desperate for him to do it again. I kissed him, and he groped me shamelessly. After dancing for a bit, I followed Alexis to the restroom.

—I see you can’t get enough of Axel, naughty girl. You must be very happy, —she said, caressing me between my legs under my skirt—. And you’re already so wet.

—It looks like I’ve soiled my thong with… something.

—I don’t think so, bitch. Semen is a man’s thing, and you’re clearly not a man anymore.

We returned to Alexis’s house, knowing we were in for an afternoon full of sex. We were already kissing each other passionately.

—Wait, —Alexis said—. I want tonight to be different.

She took me to the kitchen to pour us a couple of drinks.

—I have many surprises in store for you, —she said as we walked back.

When we returned, she gave herself to Daniel, but surprisingly, Axel also began kissing her. I stood still, feeling a little uncomfortable, unsure of what to do.

—Do you like watching them fuck your girlfriend, you little slut? —Daniel asked me.

—Of course she loves it, —Alexis said—. That’s why she’s here—to watch them make me theirs and see how a real man does it.

They began undressing her in front of me.

—Don’t you dare look away, —my mistress warned—. I want you to see EVERYTHING. If you don’t, you know everyone will find out you’re a cock-hungry little slut.

I had no choice but to watch as two incredibly masculine men—with the kind of bodies I once dreamed of having but knew were impossible for me—fucked the woman I loved so much. It was one thing to know she was sleeping with others, but seeing it happen right in front of me brought tears to my eyes. They started spanking her, forcing her onto her knees as they undressed. They made her moan before she took their huge cocks into her mouth.

—Look, this is how a real man does it, —Alexis said—. This is a cock, not what you have between your legs.

While she sucked one, she stroked the other with her hand. She was an expert, and I was genuinely surprised. Soon, my sadness and humiliation turned into overwhelming arousal. I wanted to get hard, but the cage caused pain whenever I tried. I wanted to touch myself, but it wasn’t possible. Alexis smiled at me as she removed her thong.

—It’s time for you to see how a real fuck is done. Someone like you could never give me this.

When Axel penetrated her, my lips trembled, and I let out a soft moan. Everyone laughed at my reaction. I kept sucking Daniel’s cock as they switched places. I could hear Alexis screaming as the two men fucked her hard.

—I think I’m going to cum, —Daniel said.

—You know what to do, guys.

They both left Alexis and came toward me. They stood in front of me, stroking themselves until they came on my face.

—Such a little slut, —Alexis commented—. Take all their cum.

I felt their cocks slap against my face as they finished.

—Come on, Tiffany, pour me a couple of drinks and help me get dressed.

When I touched her body, I remembered how I used to hold her in my arms. But now, that felt like a distant memory. The truth is, I was envious of her. Watching her being pleasured by two such handsome men made me wish I could take her place. Several minutes passed, and as I sat there lost in my sadness, Alexis began to speak.

—I understand how you feel, —she said with a malicious grin—. That’s exactly what I wanted—to humiliate you as much as possible.

—Yes, Mistress. I deserve it.

—So accommodating, as expected. But now, I want you to take good care of the boys. —I couldn’t hide my smile.

Both men didn’t hesitate to start undressing. I approached them, eager to show how much I’d improved at giving blowjobs. I started with Axel, who I felt more comfortable with, warming my mouth around his big cock. Then, I moved on to Daniel’s tool.

—I warmed up my mouth with his big cock, then moved on to Daniel’s tool.

—I told you she was a real slut, —Axel said.

—Well, let’s fuck her properly then, —Daniel replied, putting me on my knees.

I was incredibly aroused by everything happening around me. Daniel entered me slowly but didn’t pause, and I was overwhelmed with pleasure as his cock stretched me open. When he spanked me hard, I opened my mouth to moan, and Axel took the opportunity to slide his cock inside. Now, I was in absolute bliss.

I felt like they were going to break me with every thrust, but I was so turned on. Just as Daniel was about to finish, he switched places with Axel, who already knew exactly how to handle me. We spent several minutes enjoying ourselves like never before until they both came at the same time.

—Perfect little slut, —my mistress said—. Now, clean all this up. Come on.

That night was the first time two men used me at the same time. I wanted to repeat the experience, and thanks to my mistress.


Apathy

Several months had passed, and I was still fully devoted to my mistress, Alexis. I obeyed her in everything and dedicated all my free time to her. Most of it was spent doing household chores, her homework, and whatever else she needed. Once every week or two, she would reward me with an afternoon by her side. Occasionally, we’d go out, but nothing compared to those first thrilling experiences.

Over time, I think it all became routine for Alexis. Sometimes, she wasn’t even home while I cleaned the house—she’d go out with her friends instead. At first, I didn’t notice, but we gradually grew distant. I kept begging for her attention, which she initially found endearing but later saw as annoying. I think she began to see me as a burden—a project she’d started but didn’t know how to finish.

—Please, Mistress, —I begged at her feet—. I don’t want to spend another night alone cleaning the house.

—Tiffany, —she said irritably—, you know your place. You must obey me without hesitation.

Her words crushed me. I didn’t know what to do. I even thought about running away, no matter the cost. It seemed like I was nothing but a nuisance to the woman I loved.

—If you do your job well, I’ll let you kiss my feet as a reward when I get back.

To many, that might’ve sounded like a mockery, but my eyes lit up with excitement. I helped her get ready and walked her to the door. As soon as she left, I rushed to clean the house thoroughly, even going beyond what she’d asked. I planned to welcome her back with a cup of tea and a homemade dessert. But the hours dragged on, and late that night, Alexis stumbled in, clearly drunk, with a headache and no patience for anything.

—Not now, bitch, —she said, waving her hand dismissively—. I’m too tired.

—But… —She didn’t even let me finish.

She went straight to her room, ignoring me completely. I cried for a while before changing and leaving her house. I ran home with tears in my eyes, feeling empty and unmotivated. It took me a long time to fall asleep that night.

The next day, I expected a message from my mistress, scolding me for not showing up. But there was nothing. From that point on, my visits to her house became fewer and shorter. She only seemed to care that I kept the house clean. Soon, I found out she had started dating another man. That shattered my heart. One day, I simply didn’t show up at her house.

—Tiffany, you might be too busy being a whore, —she texted me—, but you have obligations. You must serve your mistress before anything else. If you don’t want everyone to find out about your secret life, you’ll keep the house spotless and obey every order I give you.

After reading that, I wondered if I even cared if people found out. Many at university already doubted me because of my physical and behavioral changes. But this was different—if they knew the truth, it would be something they could never imagine about me, and it could seriously affect my life.

So, I continued to serve Alexis, though it no longer felt like she was my mistress. We hadn’t spoken in a long time, and we certainly didn’t go out together anymore. The only time we saw each other was when she gave me instructions and weekly orders—nothing more.

Clearly, this took a toll on me. Alexis had been my entire world, my only meaningful relationship. Without her, I felt completely lost. I spent most of my days like a zombie, going through the motions mechanically, with no real interest in life.

Then, one day, something changed. A girl started noticing me. At first, I thought it was for the same reasons as others—just to mock me. But that wasn’t the case. Slowly, she began to approach me. She was kind, sweet, and genuinely interested.

Her name was Julia—a beautiful brunette who many boys at school pursued, but she always rejected them. So, it was a surprise when she took an interest in me. Her attention was comforting, and for the first time in a long while, I felt happy. It was nice to have someone to talk to, a real friend.

But I have to admit, it all felt strange. I enjoyed spending time with her, but since becoming a sissy, I hadn’t interacted with people the same way. I no longer had the same confidence or assertiveness. Julia was the one who took the initiative every time. She chose when we’d go to the movies and which movie to watch. She decided when to kiss me and even the day she’d invite me to her house.

I was incredibly nervous. I was experiencing feelings and sensations I hadn’t felt in a long time. Part of me thought my attraction to other women had disappeared, but that wasn’t entirely true. It surprised me, and I found myself looking for a way to remove my chastity cage.

I spent that week without waxing, and after some research, I managed to remove the chastity cage. I had also considered cutting my hair, but Julia loved running her fingers through it and said it looked fine, so I left it as it was. Those days were spent trying to project a more masculine image for Julia. It was a struggle, and in the end, there were many things I couldn’t change—some were too deeply ingrained, and others, I realized, I didn’t really want to change.

When I went to her house and walked through that door, I was terrified. I had completely forgotten how to act like a man, and that made me sad. But Julia was incredibly kind and understanding, always affectionate and patient with me.

—I didn’t notice you because you were like the others, —she said, holding my hand—. I like the way you are—submissive.

Her words surprised me. I knew she was kind, but I never imagined she was attracted to my new demeanor—that she liked my passivity. Though, of course, she had always been decisive and clear with me.

Julia was the one who took the lead at all times, and far from bothering me, it made me happy. I wanted to please her in every way. I kissed her shyly, obeyed when she told me to take off my clothes, and followed her instructions to the letter, all while looking into her eyes. She seemed to enjoy it.

From that moment on, I started going out with her, and it completely changed my mood for the better. I was smiling and happy again. When I did my chores at Alexis’s house, I sometimes even sang, which surprised her. She had grown used to seeing me work without much enthusiasm.

—You look very happy, little slut, —Alexis said curiously—. I imagine some man must have you so excited.

—Of course, —I replied shyly—. You know me.

I didn’t want to tell her about Julia. I thought it would upset her, not only because I had always been jealous but also because dating a girl went against everything she had taught me as a sissy. But the truth was, my relationship with Julia was unique. She liked my femininity and even encouraged me to shave again and maintain a unisex appearance and wardrobe.

So, my life as a sissy didn’t slow down or change—it continued with the same intensity as before. The only difference was the woman I sought to please and the fact that I no longer wore the cage, something I always tried to hide from Alexis. It wasn’t hard, since she barely paid attention to me.

Julia once questioned me about my “maid job.” Of course, she didn’t know the details. I told her I helped Alexis with schoolwork, but she wasn’t convinced. Still, my complete devotion to her made her drop the subject. And so, I began living a double life, hiding my time with Alexis from Julia and vice versa. Balancing both worlds was complicated, but I did my best. However, it was clear that sooner or later, something would go wrong.


Complications

My mood swings and changes in behavior began to catch Alexis’s attention. I was no longer completely available to her, and my delayed responses made her suspicious. So much so that one day, she decided to confront me.

—Come here, sissy, —she said, gesturing—. Your mistress wants to see you up close.

I hesitated for a moment but obeyed immediately, not wanting to raise any more doubts. She caressed my cheek, checked my makeup, and inspected my clothes. I was terrified she’d notice the missing cage. She leaned in close, her face inches from mine.

—I’ve neglected you, haven’t I? —she said, her lips almost brushing mine—. But you’ll always be my sissy.

That was too much for me. Involuntarily, I let out a soft moan and felt a strong erection, which Alexis noticed instantly.

—What the fuck? —she shouted—. You fucking whore! You’ve forgotten your place. How dare you even think of touching me with that? You need to learn your lesson.

I dropped to my knees, begging for forgiveness, but she ignored me completely. Instead, she picked up her phone while I cried.

—This is the only way you’ll learn. Now, everyone will know you’re a pathetic sissy, —she said, showing me her phone—. Let’s see if this makes you behave.

—No! —I screamed, clinging to her feet—. Please, I’ll do anything. Don’t do this.

She looked at me with disdain. I let go of her feet but stayed on my knees, pleading. Then, I noticed her expression shift.

—I’ll give you one last chance, —she said sternly—. You have 30 minutes to come back with the cage on. Look—I’ve already set the pictures to send automatically at that time. If you’re not back, it’s out of my hands.

At that moment, I saw a glimmer of hope and thanked her enthusiastically.

—It’s okay, little bitch. You can kiss my feet, —she said, stretching one leg out and smiling—. But you don’t have much time.

I froze. Her smile was mischievous, almost taunting. I quickly got up and rushed to her room to change, but as I did, I realized I wouldn’t have enough time. Just making the trip in 30 minutes would be a stretch, let alone finding time to remove my makeup and change my clothes.

I turned around twice, panicking, but I knew I couldn’t waste any more time. I ripped off my apron and shoes, grabbed my sneakers and backpack, and ran out the door. Alexis stood by the entrance, laughing.

I had never gone out during the day before. The other times, it had been under the cover of night, with a few drinks in me, and to safe places. But this time was different. I was terrified that in the sunlight, everyone would see I wasn’t a woman. Still, I didn’t have time to hide. I had to run.

One street before reaching home, I started fumbling for my keys without stopping. I nearly crashed into the door in my haste, but I managed to open it as quickly as I could. I didn’t even bother closing it—I ran straight to my room. Under my bed, in a box where I kept some lingerie, was the cage. I yanked down my panties and forced the cage on. The mechanism was a bit damaged, but it seemed to close properly.

As I pulled my skirt back up, I glanced at the time. I had almost no time left. I had to run. I left everything as it was, slammed the door shut, and sprinted back to Alexis’s house. I’m sure many people saw me—neighbors, classmates, friends. They saw a girl running desperately. I just hoped they hadn’t recognized me or that seeing them was just my mind playing tricks.

When I reached the door, I knocked frantically, but Alexis didn’t hurry to open it. For a moment, I hoped she already had her phone in hand, ready to cancel the upload. But that wasn’t the case. I followed her as she walked calmly to the living room to stop the photos from being sent. She did it all with that same smug smile. Luckily, she canceled it in time.

—Done, little bitch, —she said, still smiling—. And with two minutes to spare. You did well.

—Thank you, —I said, still catching my breath—. Thank you so much.

—Now listen, Tiffany, —she said seriously—. You’re going to make me a cup of coffee—with care and love. Then, you’re spending the night here. We have a lot to talk about.

I obeyed immediately. I turned on the coffee maker, put in the filter, and while waiting for the cup to fill, Alexis ordered me to prepare cookies, close the doors and windows, and get everything ready for the night—starting with her room. I followed every instruction without question. Finally, I prepared the coffee and brought it to her in the living room.

—I need a footrest, —she said, turning on the TV—. Come on, on your knees in front of me.

I hesitated for a moment, but Alexis’s stern look made it clear she wasn’t joking. I obeyed, kneeling in front of her. She ordered me to take off her shoes before using me as a piece of furniture. She pressed down hard at first, then let her feet rest on my back. I felt humiliated all over again. Part of me had believed all of this was behind me—that with time and Julia by my side, I could slowly become a man again.

—Don’t make that face. You should feel honored I’m even touching you. You know this is a privilege, —she said, glancing at me briefly.

She finished her dinner calmly, watched TV for a while, and then got bored. She ordered me to clean everything up, which I did without ever looking up. My mistress noticed and seemed to enjoy it.

—Come here, little dog, —she called from the living room—. There’s something I want you to see.

I moved to sit next to her, but she stopped me, telling me to sit on the floor instead. I obeyed, feeling dejected and defeated.

—I’ve been very kind to you, sometimes too kind. And that’s because, when you were my boyfriend, I loved you like I’d never loved anyone before.

Then, she turned on the TV and started showing me all the pictures she had taken of me—dressed as her maid, when we went out clubbing, even the ones from my first time as a whore in that motel, tied up in lingerie with a slutty expression I barely recognized as my own.

—This is what you are. Don’t fool yourself. You’ve always been and always will be a sissy—my sissy, —she said. Then, a video from the motel started playing. It was the live stream of them fucking me—she had recorded it—. If you think the pictures are bad, imagine this video. And despite all that, and the love I’ve shown you, you disobeyed me. You cheated on me, you fucking bastard. I should post this right now.

—Alexis, please…

—Shut up, bitch! I am your mistress. Remember your place and speak only when I ask you to, —she snapped, then paused and sighed—. This is happening because I’ve been too kind to you. Because I love you. But you betrayed me. I leave you alone for a few days, and you start rebelling. You’re going to tell me everything—from the beginning. If you leave out a single detail, everyone will see you for what you really are. You’ll have no place anywhere.

Crying, I told her everything she wanted to know. I answered every question, holding nothing back. That’s how she found out about Julia. Her expression changed completely. She took a deep breath and kept questioning me until she knew everything.

—Do you love her? —she asked, her voice brittle—. Like you loved me?

After a few minutes of silence, she demanded an answer, hitting me with a cushion.

—Tell me the truth, —she said, annoyed—. Don’t lie to me just because you’re afraid of the videos. I’ll delete them, but you have to be honest with me now.

I tried to answer, but it took me a while to find the words.

—No, —I said slowly—. Not like you.


Rebuilding

We sat in silence for what felt like an eternity. Then, Alexis wiped her eyes and ordered me to follow her. In her room, she changed into her pajamas and told me to put on a nightgown too. I fetched water for her and stood by the bed while she checked her phone. When she was ready, she laid down to sleep and told me to turn off the light.

—Lie down at my feet, —she said firmly.

I didn’t dare disobey. It wasn’t just the fear of being exposed anymore—it was guilt and remorse. Hundreds of thoughts and doubts I thought I’d buried were flooding my mind. I felt lost, uncertain about my future.

At one point during the night, one of her feet brushed against my hand. I pulled away, thinking she’d be upset, but she reached for my hand instead. Gently, I began to caress her feet, kissing them softly. She settled back down, and soon, we both fell asleep.

—I’ve been neglecting you, haven’t I? —she said the next morning, sitting on the edge of the bed—. Maybe that’s why you went looking for another mistress—someone to give you the attention I wasn’t.

When I tried to speak, she placed a finger on my lips.

—I don’t think I realized how much distance had grown between us. I got lost with other friends, other lovers, and left you behind—taking you for granted. —She paused—. I guess no one knows what they have until they lose it, right? But I won’t allow that. Things are going to change, Tiffany. I know I’ve left you in the shadows for too long, but I’ve also spoiled you. We’re going to fix all that. For now, go do your chores.

I put on my black dress, apron, and bonnet again, then went to prepare breakfast. As always, I stayed by Alexis’s side, attending to her needs until she finished eating. Only then could I have my own breakfast while she read in the living room.

—Tiffany, —she called out as I washed the dishes—, make some tea.

I brought it to her along with a couple of cookies. She ordered me to be her footrest again, though this time, she occasionally gave me gentle caresses—on my back, my arms, even lifting my skirt playfully. It turned me on, but the cage prevented me from getting hard.

The afternoon passed like many others. I did the housework while she watched TV and scrolled through her phone. After we ate, we both exercised—something new for me. My mistress said she needed a companion to motivate her. She corrected my form during some exercises, and when we finished, she ordered me to prepare everything for her bath. Afterward, I helped her apply cream to her back and legs. It was incredibly exciting for me, and she seemed to enjoy it too. It had been a long time since I’d touched her skin like that.

Later, she let me take a shower. When I got out, I put on my nightgown, just like the night before, and waited on her during dinner. After dinner, although she gave me more orders and was stricter than usual, she also gave me little caresses and said my name with tenderness. It felt nice, and I did my chores happily.

—I’m tired, sissy, —Alexis said—. I want to sleep, but first, I want to reward you for these days of service.

We went up to her room, and she rummaged through her drawers. She pulled out a box and took out a harness—one part went inside her, and the other was free to penetrate someone else.

—I bought this recently, thinking of you. I thought we could use it when we weren’t with a real man. On your knees—I want you to lick it.

I crawled to her and began kissing the dildo, doing it with affection. Nervously, I rubbed her hip with one hand, and she immediately reacted, grabbing my hand and placing it firmly on her skin. I did the same with my other hand and started sucking. I was excited, thrilled at the idea of pleasing my mistress again. I was so happy that I couldn’t stop smiling.

—Come on, bitch, —she said tenderly—. On all fours, on the bed.

I immediately obeyed, lifting my nightgown and pulling down my panties. I felt her insert a lubed finger, making me moan. Alexis laughed at how much of a slut I was as she added a second finger. Then, she gripped my hips tightly, her nails digging into my skin just before she thrust into me mercilessly. I moaned loudly, burying my face in the pillows. It had been a while since I’d been penetrated, and feeling it again reminded me how addicted I was to it. Alexis pounded into me, making me scream with pleasure as she pinched my nipples and called me her slut.

—Yes, my mistress, —I moaned—. I’m a whore. I’m your whore.

—That’s how I like it—when the bitch knows her place.

Alexis kept fucking me for several minutes, each thrust made us both be penetrated by that toy, although she was much more demure with her moans and her pleasure, I was a bitch in heat, writhing with pleasure. When we turned around she swung my legs over her shoulders, under the straps of my nightgown and kissed me on the cheek.

—Do you remember how much you loved this position? —she whispered in my ear —how you could look into my eyes while you were fucking me?

He started rubbing my nipples and caressing my legs.

-Now I'm the one who's going to fuck you," he said before giving me a thrust, "like the sissy faggot you are.

Alexis kept fucking me for several minutes. Each thrust made us both feel the toy deeply, though she was much more restrained with her moans and expressions of pleasure. I, on the other hand, was a bitch in heat, writhing and crying out with every movement. When we switched positions, she swung my legs over her shoulders, slid her hands under the straps of my nightgown, and kissed my cheek.

—Do you remember how much you loved this position? —she whispered in my ear—. How you used to look into my eyes while you fucked me?

She started rubbing my nipples and caressing my legs.

—Now, I’m the one fucking you, —she said before thrusting into me again—, like the sissy faggot you are.

Her words made me feel incredibly slutty, and I loved it. I didn’t want her to stop. I wanted us to keep moaning with pleasure forever. I didn’t want to stop pleasing my mistress, Alexis, especially now that we were reconnecting in such a delicious way. I wanted her to keep fucking me mercilessly.

After biting my thigh, she collapsed against me in one final thrust, letting me feel the full length of the toy as she fell on top of me. I was still caged, but the intensity left us both breathless.

As we lay there panting, Alexis noticed I had cum. She scooped up some of the liquid and brought her fingers to my mouth. I sucked them clean while looking into her eyes. We both laughed, and once again, I slept at her feet.

The next day was much the same. I caressed Alexis’s feet several times, served her with pleasure, and attended to her every need. By evening, she mentioned she had initially wanted to go out to the bar but felt too tired. She didn’t feel like going out, especially since Monday was coming up. Instead, she decided to stay in and talk to me.

—Tiffany, I… - she paused - all of this is difficult. I feel betrayed again, and this time, I can’t even imagine a way to take revenge. I already turned you into a sissy, and I know there are things about you that will never change. But seeing you with another woman fills me with so many mixed emotions. I’ll tell you this—if you want to go with her, you can. I won’t do anything against her. But I would like you to stay. I know I’ve neglected you, but that will change. You know what I offer, and this is your last chance to think things through.

I hadn’t expected those words. The idea of freedom was something I had never even considered. Leaving Tiffany behind, leaving my Mistress behind—it had never crossed my mind. I thought of Julia, of Alexis, of myself, and of the life I had lived until now.

—Let me stay by your side, Mistress - I said, kneeling before her, looking into her eyes. - I beg your forgiveness, and I promise to devote myself like never before.

My Mistress smiled at my answer.

—You must understand that things will never be the same - she said seriously. —I will be more demanding, and this can only escalate. At some point, you will no longer be able to stop being Tiffany.

—Alexis… My Mistress - I said sweetly - I no longer remember my old name. Here, at your feet, there is only Tiffany—no one else. I will be happy to serve you. As long as you accept me, I will belong to you. I would give everything to stay by your side, Mistress.

-Then you must prepare yourself, my dear sissy - she said, cupping my cheek. —Things will become much more serious… and real. Soon, we will finish college. I won’t be living with my parents anymore, and I might get a job in another state. But I plan to take you with me. You will have to leave behind all your belongings, all your relationships, to fully become Tiffany and serve me at all times.

—I will, my Mistress - I said, my eyes brimming with tears. —Nothing would make me happier.

—There is a long road ahead - she murmured - but I love you, my adored sissy. Now, get up. You must start preparing for everything that awaits you in the coming months.


Afterword.

This story is an exploration of identity, power, and the complexities of human relationships. Through Tiffany’s transformation, we see how love, control, and self-discovery can reshape who we are. The dynamic between Tiffany and Alexis challenges traditional notions of masculinity and femininity, showing how fulfillment can be found in unexpected places—even in submission and service. Their relationship, marked by dominance and vulnerability, reminds us that love and control can coexist in ways that are both painful and beautiful. Ultimately, this is a story about finding peace within oneself, even when that self exists outside societal norms. Thank you for joining Tiffany on this journey, and I hope it sparks reflection and conversation long after the final page.
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