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Teaser




“Sit down here,” she asked and I did. I was sitting at the vanity as I looked at my naked self in front of the mirror. My eyes were showing my shock. I still couldn't wrap my head around all the things going on here.

Still couldn't believe that I wasn't going to be a man anymore after this.

“And since it's Halloween,” I'm going to do something different for you, she said, picking up all the makeup items she was going to need. And those included the foundation, blush, lipstick, and pretty much everything else.

“What are you going to do that's so different?” I asked and she just laughed out loud.

“Oh, honey, you're soon going to find out,” she responded as she put her hand on my eyes until I was closing them. “I'm going to make you look like a witch. You're a bitch and an asshole for having cheated on me with my husband. When I'm done with you, you won't even remember your old self…”
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Chapter 1










Nothing quite like fucking a married man, I thought, loving how his balls were slapping off my butt. He was behind me, his fingers digging into my skin. Claude was a beast of a man and was controlling everything I was doing, including my breathing.

Laughs, chatters, and music echoed into the room as they reminded me we weren’t alone. Anyone could walk up to the door, hear the sounds we were making, and wonder what was happening. If they weren’t retards, they’d figure it out before long.

I wasn’t worried about that, focusing on the hard, massive cock pounding in and out of me. Nothing quite like it, his muscles bulging and straining as he continued to make me his bitch.

Couldn’t wait until he was cumming inside of me. Or if he could make this last as long as possible, that would be great, too. The only problem with that was his wife finding out, but I was pretty sure she wasn’t going to.

My fingers were digging hard into the bedsheets. He was pumping pleasure in my body with each hard, confident thrust of his. And I could feel he was getting closer to reaching his orgasm.

His beard looked perfect on him. I ran my hand through his short hair, noticing how sopping it was. Claude was more than 10 years older than me, and the fact he was betraying his wife with a gay guy like myself was telling.

She couldn’t make him feel like the real man he was.

I couldn’t stop stealing looks at his perfect body, noticing all the curves he had, the outlines, the shadows shifting as he used all of his muscles to keep eating me from behind.

His balls were still slapping off my ass and I could tell that he was still increasing his pace.

Claude was so big that he was stretching my rectum beyond everything I thought possible, hurting me as much as he was making me feel pleasure.

My moans were filling the room, even though my lips were shut and I was trying to contain them.

Just didn’t want anybody finding out about what we were doing. If that happened, it would ruin something great we’d been building on for so long. So many months teasing him in his office and telling him about what he’d been missing...

Who could have known that all I needed was his wife snapping at him once and barking at him that he wasn’t good enough for her? Had I known that, I’d have worked on that angle to make him come beg at my feet how much he needed me.

“Please don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop,” I said through short breaths, realizing that pre-come was oozing from the tip of my much smaller cock. It couldn’t even be compared to his.

Claude was nine inches long and who knew how thick. When I held his dong in my hand, all I could think about was that it was going to hurt me the first time he penetrated me.

Like it was happening now.

I moaned louder and more intensely than ever before, my body resonating with his when a shadow of something hit me in the face.

I shook my head, trying to understand what just happened and where that came from.

What the hell? I thought before realizing the door of the room was open. A ball of light was behind the shadow of a woman, who was standing in the doorway, glaring at us.

It was almost like she was thinking about killing us on the spot and damned be the consequences.

“Amelia?” Was the only thing that popped out of my mouth. My orgasm was ruined and even if this was nothing more than a nightmare, I didn't think I could go back into the mind space I was in.

“I knew something was up,” she barked, striding into the room and yanking Claude off me.

Oh, no. This couldn't be happening. She was ruining the only fun thing still worth it in my life.

“I can explain everything,” Claude exclaimed, lifting his hands over his head as he got on his knees. He was a tall and strong man.

The fact he was putting himself in that humiliating position was telling, as was the presence of Amelia in the room.

She had a pair of flip-flops, one that was still on her foot and the other that was on the other side of the room. Dressed as a pirate, she looked even more menacing than her usual self.

“Explain this, then,” she said through gritted teeth. She lifted her hand, pointing a trembling finger at me. “You're telling me that you've been cheating on me with a gay guy? Should at least have had the decency of going for a woman. I feel humiliated.”

He scrambled toward her, grabbing her ankles as he dove his head to her feet.

“It's my fault. I didn't tell him anything about us,” he said and I could feel the fear in his voice. I kind of felt bad for him, but also, not that much.

I thought Claude was an experienced and confident man. I couldn't have been getting off on this if I hadn't been thinking that was the case.

“Get off me, you cheating cunt,” she barked, slapping his face so hard he fell on the floor.

I bulged my eyes out. Something I didn't want to happen to me was her slapping me that hard, too. When she hurled that flip flop in my direction, it already hurt me so much.

I didn't know if I'd recover.

She stepped toward me and, as I was on my knees, I felt glued to the ground. I couldn't move. And whatever she was thinking about doing to me now, I knew that it couldn't be good at all.

“Now I need to figure out what to do with you. Can't let something like this slide,” she said like she was doing everything in her power not to pull out a knife and kill me.

And even though I knew I didn't have to, I was choosing to go through with it. What better choice did I have?


Chapter 2










I handed over the document, my hand trembling. I didn’t know what I was doing. I was in Amelia’s house. In her office, to be more precise, and she had a smile on her face going from ear to ear.

I didn’t know what was going on in her mind right now, but she had to be thinking that she ‘got me.’

I was at her mercy now. She said she was going to transform me and turn me into a woman. I didn’t think that was possible. Perhaps it was my curiosity speaking louder than my capability to think better about the things going on in my life, but… All I knew was that I couldn't go back on my word.

She wasn’t using me, though. I was looking at this as a challenge. I didn’t think she was going to be able to go through with it.

“Come. Follow me. I’m going to take you where you’re needed,” she said and I stood up. I followed her through a hallway. They had a big house. I didn’t know where Claude was, but I was pretty sure he had to be nearby somewhere, most likely wondering how he could have fucked things up so badly.

She opened the door and I soon noticed that I was stepping into a bathroom. Stepping into a bathroom with the wife of the husband I was fucking? I wasn’t going to deny I didn’t think that was hot as balls, but my mind wasn’t focusing on that.

Rather, I was focusing on getting through this alive.

“What are we doing here?” I asked as she closed the door.

“You’re going to find out soon enough, honey,” she said, turning on the showerhead. I raised an eyebrow. Was she going to make me watch her as she took a shower? If that was the case, it would be hot as fuck.

“I’m not going to do what you’re thinking I am,” she said, shaking her head as if she was reading my mind. She moved her hand up and down at me and added, “Strip. It’s part of the process.”

“What?” I asked, but she shook her head.

“Just take off your clothes.”

Should I tell her I was bisexual? Before she noticed my hard and enraged cock, that was. Not that I thought she would think much of it, but still…

I took off my shirt, shorts, underwear, and everything else. I couldn’t hide the heat rising to my cheeks, and it showed.

She watched the whole thing, including looking down at my dick and chuckling when she noticed that it wasn’t very big.

“You’re going to be perfect as a sissy,” she said, walking until she was standing by the shower box. “Take a shower.”

“Uhhh… what? I thought that you were going to turn me into a woman.”

“Don’t worry. It’s going to happen soon enough.”

I entered the shower box anyway, not even knowing if there were going to be clothes for me to change into later. The only thing that mattered now was not pissing her off any more.

I stepped under the water, letting it flow around my body as I soaped myself up. After throwing some shampoo on my hair and trying not to feel too hard that a hot woman was watching me, I walked out and toweled myself dry.

After tossing it into the hamper, I noticed that Amelia was still eyeing me with a finger on her bottom lip. Did she think I was hot or just that I was the perfect candidate she'd been looking for?

“Come. Follow me again. What we are going to do next can only be done in the other room,” she explained, but my mind wasn't focused on her words. Rather, I was focusing on her swaying ass as she took me somewhere else in her house. It did look more like a mansion and I wasn't going to hide that from myself.

She opened the door and I noticed the single, raised bed in the middle of it. With piles of white towels and a cabinet full of pots, this looked more like a massage room.

But then my eyes noticed something else. Tape rolls, one on top of each other, on one of the sides of the room.

“Lie down on the bed. This won't take long and, take this,” she said, her hand showing she was holding a pill. “It's for your transformation. I told you we're doing this seriously. You're never going back to becoming a man.”

And if I could say no, that would be fine, too. That's what the agreement I signed said. But still… the prospect of becoming a woman for the rest of my life allured me. I'd been toying with the idea of going through that transformation one day, after all.

I took the pill and lied down on the bed. Amelia grabbed some pots, opened them, and then started to spread their creams over my skin.

I tried not to feel hard again. My libido was always high and I could fuck several women in a row without feeling gassed out.

Amelia smiled as she walked back to the rolls of tape. She grabbed one, proceeded back to me, and then put a length of it over the back of my thigh.

“So much hair. Gotta do something about this,” she joked, yanking the tape off and making me feel pain as she removed all of my hair there.

I bit my bottom lip, already feeling better that I wasn't going to have any hair on my body other than on my head.

And the pill she gave me meant my dick was going to become so small I'd be able to cut it off later.

I wanted to become a complete woman, including having a pussy so that rough men like Claude could do whatever they wanted to me.

And I couldn't wait until I was seeing the end of this transformation.


Chapter 3










After applying and yanking several more lengths of tape, Amelia shaved off most of my hair. She had a look of happiness on her face, her smile going from ear to ear. I could almost read what she was thinking right now and how content she was for ‘punishing me.’

She wasn’t really doing that, though. In truth, I craved everything that was happening.

“Hop off the table. Time to shave off the rest of your body hair,” she said, demanding that I go on with everything she was doing.

I jumped off the bed or table, or whatever it was called, my dick hard as she looked at it and said, “Can’t wait until you don’t have that thing anymore.”

I didn’t look at my dick with unhappiness. I couldn’t wait until the pill did its thing and I could cut off my cock. It was everything I needed now.

Amelia pulled a chair and made me sit down on it. If there was one thing I wished she was doing now, it was getting naked for me. Knowing that wasn’t going to happen, I decided not to focus on it.

She produced a scissor and a razor, getting on her knees in front of me. “This won’t take long,” she promised and I could tell she was right. It wasn’t the first time she was shaving someone. No wonder Claude usually showed up without his chest and ass hair, even though I liked it.

I couldn’t hide my boner and making my dick soft again was pretty much impossible. Amelia also didn’t hold back every time she ended up touching my cock. She made the touches last long and they were also pretty sexy.

I couldn’t wait for all the other things she had in store for me.

Not thinking about that much, I watched as she clipped off the hair on my nuts and ass. Amelia proceeded to shave them, making sure to slide the razor slowly and sensually. She didn’t want to end up hurting me, and that was something I liked about her.

In the end, she still cared about me. But not because she looked at me knowing I was another human being like everyone else, but because she knew I needed to be well when I was transformed.

As time progressed, I noticed that my balls and cock were shrinking. Amelia didn’t tell me anything about it, but I could tell that the pill had strong and immediate effects.

“Lift your arms,” she said and I obeyed her. What other thing could I do now that wasn’t that?

Spreading shaving foam on my armpits, she used the razor cautiously again. Before long, I felt like I’d been reborn. My skin was sensitive and I could feel the cool air swirling around me. It was a strange sensation.

“Now, it's time to put some makeup on you,” she said, beckoning with her finger. This time, she took me to a bedroom.

Their bedroom. Still couldn't believe that I was walking into it again. I thought that, after she found out about what was happening, she was going to make this place forbidden for me.

“Sit down here,” she asked and I did. I was sitting at the vanity as I looked at my naked self in front of the mirror. My eyes were showing my shock. I still couldn't wrap my head around all the things going on here.

Still couldn't believe that I wasn't going to be a man anymore after this.

“And since it's Halloween,” I'm going to do something different for you, she said, picking up all the makeup items she was going to need. And those included the foundation, blush, lipstick, and pretty much everything else.

“What are you going to do that's so different?” I asked and she just laughed out loud.

“Oh, honey, you're soon going to find out,” she responded as she put her hand on my eyes until I was closing them. “I'm going to make you look like a witch. You're a bitch and an asshole for having cheated on me with my husband. When I'm done with you, you won't even remember your old self.”

I didn't say anything, hiding the smile that wanted to appear on my face. What if she noticed it and realized she actually needed to stop the transformation to truly punish me? If she did that, I'd be left defenseless and I'd feel like nothing in my life mattered anymore.

Amelia continued, grabbing brushes and other things she started to apply on my face. I was actually glad I wasn't seeing all the details of her applying the makeup on me. I wanted the result to be a surprise.

She stopped doing what she was doing. I fought back the urge to open my eyes, opting to wait until she put something on my head.

That came after she shaved off my head hair. I'd been so stupid when I thought she was already finished with me.

“Open your eyes, honey. Clothes will come later when you don't have your pathetic penis anymore,” she said, putting a hand on my shoulder.

I opened my eyes and what I saw in front of me ceased to be the person I'd once been. She made me look like a witch, with rosy cheeks and pale-white skin.

Dark shades around my eyes made me look perfect for a Halloween party. I couldn't wait to go to another and make everyone think I was a woman.

“What do you think?” She asked and I could tell that if I said I didn't like it, she wouldn't hesitate to plunge a knife into my neck.

Not wanting to die quite yet, I answered, “It's lovely. When do you think my dick will fall off?”

“Soon, pretty soon, honey.”

And as she finished saying that, I couldn't hide the excitement in me anymore. I smiled as I patiently waited for 'the putting clothes on me' part.

Couldn't wait to finish becoming a witch. Her witch.
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“What are you waiting for?” She asked, standing right on top of me. At the party, everyone thought I was a woman like everyone else. I knew it was wrong but it still felt so good. Almost as good as what she was doing to me now.

I was lying on the bed and Amelia was right on top of me. If she lowered her hips, she would be sitting on me. Instead, she was positioned in a way she was showing me her pussy. It was red and glistening with her orgasm.

“Your permission,” I answered, knowing I couldn’t go on without it. What if she thought I was stepping out of my boundaries? I couldn’t let that happen, knowing that if I did, she would truly punish me.

It turned out that she knew everything that was going on in my mind during my transformation.

I lifted myself using my elbows, bringing my head closer to her cunt as I stuck my tongue out. The smell coming off of it was delicious and drool-inducing.

The only thing going on right now in my mind was how much I wanted to please her. And I couldn’t believe that I was finally going to make that happen now.

When my tongue touched her pussy, it was like stars were exploding in my vision. Her juices were everything I thought they were going to be, making my cock strain against my cage.

To make her point clearer – that here in her house she called the shots - Amelia put a chastity cage on me. I hated it and I wanted to get it off right away, but I knew she wasn’t going to budge.

I started to rub my tongue over her labia, enjoying every second of this. She threw her head backward, moaning and groaning as time passed. Sliding my tongue over her pussy was everything I thought it was going to be and a lot more, too.

“Faster, faster,” she urged me on and I could only obey. My dick was oozing pre-cum and I couldn’t stop noticing how small it had already gotten at this point.

It was still taking so long. I thought that, by now, it would already have reached the point of no return. It was a nice thing that I could still feel pleasure from it, though.

Amelia started to grind her pussy against my face and I couldn’t help but think that this was anything but fair. She was the only one having the orgasm of her life.

Amelia continued to grind her pussy over my face until she was moaning so loudly I knew the neighbors were hearing everything. They were probably all thinking it was Claude the one making her feel happier than she’d ever been.

If only they knew, I thought with an amused smile on my face.

Her body was slick with sweat, drops rivuleting down her body as she started to calm down. Amelia looked down, noticing that I was still underneath her.

At some point, she must have forgotten about me. No wonder she was looking at me now with surprise in her eyes.

“I’m far from done with you, honey,” she commented, moving her fingers through the strands of my wig. She said that I couldn’t grow my hair naturally, which was disappointing. I wanted to find out what it looked like when it was long.

Not thinking about that much more, I focused on calming down my breathing. It was such a shame that she wasn’t going to please me any more. And I loved licking her pussy, too.

“Time for the final act,” she revealed and I was giggling. I couldn’t wait until she was taking the virginity of my ass, too. She took the V-card of my mouth and that was an experience like no other.

Taking in a deep breath, she grabbed a strap-on and put it on her hips.

“Turn around,” she said and I obeyed. It was the only thing that could be done.

Her hands started to slide over my buttcheeks, feeling and kneading them. There was no denying that the only thought in her mind now was shoving that thing deep inside of me, I remembered.

“Please don’t hurt me much.”

Amelia stopped sliding her hands, pressing her fingers into my skin. I couldn’t see her face, but I could tell she was smiling. Why did I even think that asking anything of her was going to change her mind?

“Not going to happen, and it’s not like you really want that,” she said, grabbing my hair with one hand and yanking me to her with force.

I felt her strap-on breaking through the first barrier, penetrating me and then going in all the way. She reached the end of my rectum in a fraction of a second, pounding in and out of me right away.

She was relentless. Never before had I felt so much pain and pleasure. I was moaning and groaning with Amelia, announcing to everyone in the block that I was going to start living with her. I couldn’t see myself moving out of here and I could tell that she shared the same thoughts.

I didn’t know how her strap-on worked, but I was already cumming in my chastity cage as she climaxed with me. Her moans were almost impossible to ignore.

Moments later, Amelia stopped and pulled out of me. The strap-on was looking a little slick and dirty after our fuck, and she tossed it away like it didn’t mean anything to her.

She jumped off the bed, throwing on some clothes as if she was getting ready for a party.

I blinked twice when I noticed a shadow standing in the doorway. It was Claude, who was linking his arm with his wife. They were going to a Halloween party and I wasn’t going along with them.

And frankly, the only thing I was surprised about was that she forgave him, in the end.

The End
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