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Teaser




He locked his eyes with me when he said, “I found your honeypot.”

He opened a smile as he said that, loving every second of the action he was having with me.

I didn’t try to fight back, surprised when he let go of me and allowed me to get on my knees on the floor.

I turned my head to the left when I realized that Erica was still here with us, fingering herself as she watched everything that was happening.

She had the best view and I kind of envied her, though not very long.

I turned my eyes back to the right when I noticed the big cock that he had, knowing that it was almost ten inches in length.

I licked my lips as I felt like I was born to be a slut, my heart pounding in my chest.

He wrapped his fingers around his cock as he pushed it down, making me see that it was pointed right to my mouth. I took a deep breath in as I realized I was going to have a cock just for myself for the first time in my life…
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Chapter 1










“So, what are you going to do now?” She asked, making me realize I couldn’t say no. She was my wife and, as such, I had to do pretty much everything she asked. My whole life, I’d always been a very submissive husband. And I didn’t think that could ever be changed.

She was pointing her trembling finger at me. I could only wonder what was going on in her mind right now.

My friends had already told me I needed to stand up for myself, but little did they know that doing so was harder than they thought.

“Everything you want from me,” I responded, feeling my cock twitching in my pants. It had been a long time since we last made love. I wanted to do everything she wanted from me, but that was more difficult than I thought.

“Everything I want from you?” She asked, leaning down and making me wonder if she was going to kiss me.

My wife was one of the most beautiful women in the world and she had every right to be thinking she had control over me.

She had, after all.

“Everything you want,” I responded, knowing I was making a mistake, but going through with it anyway.

What else was I going to do? My life with her had always been like this - me doing everything she wanted.

She put her hand on my lap, moving it up and making me wonder if she was going to start touching my bulge. It was hard and growing, and I was only wondering if she was going to let me come inside her again.

“Anything I want?” She asked, leaning down again and showing me what she was hiding under her shirt.

Her breasts. I couldn’t stop thinking about them, already licking my lips. Amelia smiled.

She knew she was the one on top and she wasn’t going to hide that. If anything, she was going to keep using that in her favor.

“I like the sound of that,” I said, putting my hand on her thigh, sliding it up along with her dress. She had a skimpy one-piece on, and it was barely enough to cover her body.

I should be raging that she went to work today wearing that, but I couldn’t. I loved how slutty she could be sometimes.

Her skin was incredibly soft, I thought as I moved my hand further up until I was mere inches from finding her fanny.

Amelia locked her eyes with me, telling me a million things through them. Alright. I was going to do what she wanted.

Kneading her skin, I asked, “So, what's that going to entail? You can't keep me in the dark. I won't allow it.”

She leaned down even more, putting her lips close to my ear. “I'll give you a pill and you will become a woman.”

Become a woman? Call me crazy, but I didn't think she was in her right state of mind.

I just didn't think doing that was even possible. It felt like she was coming up with something that didn't exist.

“I don't believe you.”

“You don't? Don't you remember what happened to Derrick? You were cheating on me with him and look at what happened to him. Do you think there won't be any consequences for you too?”

It was like I was having a bad case of amnesia. She was right. She did those things to Derrick and now he lived with us, being her sex servant.

“I was thinking we needed a maid and I can't trust someone from the outside. That's why I was thinking about turning you into one,” she said, moving her legs and sitting on me. I could feel her cunt against my hardening cock, and it was such a pity we couldn't do anything right now. Amelia wouldn't allow it.

I gulped. “I'm not sure I'm ready to do something like that…”

“What are you saying? You've always been a womanizer and you think you can fuck any woman in the world. I can't keep ignoring that.”

She breathed long on my neck, feeling what I smelled like. Goosebumps across my arms, and I was already wondering what I was thinking by defying her - even if only slightly. “And then I'll also invite a friend.”

I should be submitting myself completely to her, I thought.

“What friend? Oh, don't you tell me you've been cheating on me too this whole time.”

“No, nothing like that,” she responded, sliding her hand over my leg, finding my bulge, and pressing on it.

She was relentless. She was making me so hard I was already leaking pre-come, and the smell of it was rising in the air.

Amelia had me where she wanted. She was hot. She was overconfident. Her smile was beautiful and brighter than I thought a woman's smile could ever be.

She pressed her lips to mine and I also felt her bust pressing against my hard muscles. I worked out. I kept myself in shape. It was all for her and my other partners.

It was such a nice surprise that she was still keeping me with her. I thought that, by now, she'd already have dumped me.

“So, what do you say? Are you going to take the pill and become my maid?” She asked, connecting her lips to mine again, and it was such a wet kiss that a line of saliva still kept us connected when she moved her head back slightly.

“Everything you want. Just like I promised,” I answered and I knew I was making a decision I couldn't go back on.

I was going to become her sissy maid. Maid husband. Husband maid or whatever she wanted to call it. The important thing now was keeping in mind I couldn't go back on it.

And I couldn't wait until she presented her friend to me, too.


Chapter 2










I pulled the thong, loving how it felt and looked on me. I was in front of a large body-sized mirror, checking myself out. The room was silent, even though I could hear the beating of music not too far from me.

Still couldn’t believe that I was now working as a sissy maid, but beggars couldn’t be choosers, I thought. That’s what I kept in mind right now.

I was and looked like a sissy maid, a tiara on my head shining under the soft light of the lamp hanging from the ceiling. But I also looked like a witch and the makeup that my wife applied on me even made me look like that. That’s why I was proud of myself.

The first day after the transformation, I still couldn’t believe how much I changed. My breasts were bigger than I thought they were going to be.

My cock and balls fell off. I still had more muscles than a woman should have, but anyone looking at me now would think I was female. There was no denying that.

The door opened, my wife stepping through it. I didn’t know what costume she wore, but it was a pretty skimpy one. I could see most of her body, including the color of her thong.

Now that she turned me into a sissy, she couldn’t stop hiding how pleased she was at how everything turned out. Her smile was going from ear to ear.

“Love your new look,” she said, approaching me from behind and putting a hand on my belly. I was still taller than her, but she didn’t let that distract her. If anything, it seemed to turn her on even more.

She moved her hand down, sneaking it under my witch dress. Finding my clit, she started to press it.

My cock fell off and then that pretty little clit appeared. It was the most sensitive part of my body.

“I love this part of yours. I keep thinking about it,” she purred, starting to rub her finger on it, making me feel all sorts of things.

“Let me please you. Let me worship you,” I said and that widened her smile.

“I’ve been thinking about letting you do that. You’re such a slut,” she said, taking off the wings on her back.

I still didn’t know what her costume was. It looked like that of an angel or butterfly. I was so bad at figuring out this kind of thing.

“I’m your slut, and I’m already wondering what your friend really looks like. I want him to fuck me when he’s ready.”

“Oh, honey. He’s always ready,” she said, rubbing my clit a little more and then sliding her finger down. I locked my eyes with her when she did something I didn’t think she had the guts for.

She scooped up some of my pussy juice, lifting her hand and then licking it with her tongue. I looked at that while wondering what was going on in her mind.

I just never thought it was possible.

“There’s a lot more where that came from,” she said, taking my hand and walking with me to the bed.

I didn’t have to ask her what she wanted to do right now. She lifted her legs, putting them over my shoulders.

I was still mesmerized by the softness of her skin. My fingers couldn’t stop pressing into it, kneading it like it was the last thing I was doing with my life.

She grabbed the hem of her dress, pulling it up and showing me what she was hiding under there.

Amelia also wore a thong, and it had a large wet spot on it. This whole time, she’d been more excited than she should be.

“Worship me. Make me feel that you’re worth it,” she said, and I leaned down and did what she asked of me. I stuck my tongue out and took in a deep breath, loving the patch of hair on her cunt.

It was just like I remembered it. She wasn’t the kind of woman that liked shaving, and it showed.

Amelia locked her eyes with me, moving her head back when she felt my tongue touching her cunt again. And I let it there, just pressing against it, not thinking about anything else right now.

I started to move it up and down, rubbing over it and loving the taste of her cunt juice. I opened my eyes and noticed that her fanny was quivering, trembling, and needing more of me.

At the end of the day, there was no one quite like me when it came to pleasing her. That’s why she needed me to be doing this.

And then I would have what I’d been waiting for this whole time. Pleasing her friend and finding out what she’d been hiding from me this whole time.

I kept pressing my fingers into the skin of her thighs, licking her cunt, loving her taste, wondering if one day she could do the same to me, now that I also had something that looked just like hers.

The only difference was that I shaved every day. I couldn’t go a day without doing that.

She was moaning, louder than ever before, and I could only keep licking her cunt, using my fingers to give her additional pleasure, and her body was resonating with me.

She started to squirm and convulse, and I was so wet I was sweating all over my body.

Amelia was moaning so loudly that there was no way nobody in the house was hearing that.

Oh, they were hearing everything alright and they couldn't do anything about it.

I needed to find out who her friend was and, considering the type of woman Amelia was, I knew that he had to be one of the biggest in the city.

I couldn't wait to find out what he could do to me when he was in one of the rooms, pleasing me.

And Derrick? He could join in and help us with doing everything else. He could help with cleaning up after us when we were done.

Amelia stopped squirming, sliding her legs off my body and lighting up a cigarette.

She was done with me and I knew it was time to find out what the Halloween party had in store for me.

My heart was thumping in my chest and I knew that, whatever that was, it had to be good.


Chapter 3










I walked to the door, not surprised when I found out that a huge black guy was ripping off the shirt that Derrick wore.

She was on her knees on the bed, trying to dig into the bedsheets like it was the last thing she was doing with her life.

Now that Derrick was a woman, using female pronouns felt right and was the right thing to do.

Derrick also had a different name now. She was called Erica, which was such a pretty name I was already wondering when I was going to be given my new name, too.

Erica turned her head to look at me, her wide eyes telling me that she was surprised I was here.

She didn’t need to be, though. When my former wife told me that I was going to find my surprise here, I came as quickly as I could.

And I smiled when I saw what that surprise was. A huge black man, bigger than I thought a man could ever be.

He was naked and I could see his whole body, my eyes darting down and finding his big cock, beads of pre-come seeping out of the slit.

“I’m Bayden, if you want to know my name,” he said, ignoring Erica and making a beeline to me as he showed that his intention was just one. Claiming me in ways I never thought possible.

To rip off my costume and to show me that he wasn’t the kind of man that played with his food.

“I don’t think that’s necessary,” I said, watching as he loomed toward me, looking bigger with each step he took.

He grabbed my arms and pushed me up against the wall, his fingers digging deep, hurting me and not stopping even though he knew.

He lowered his head, smelling me. It was such a weird sensation what I was feeling, finally feeling my pussy as it got wetter.

“I love the smell of a woman like you,” he said, taking one hand off my forearm and moving it down over the curves of my body.

He had a very big hand, so big that it was making me feel smaller than I already was.

And I loved everything about him. The room was dark and I could see all the curves and the lines that defined his body, his scent unlike anything I'd smelled before.

If I still had a cock, I would be hard right now. Instead, I was wet and, on top of that, I was desperate for him to penetrate me.

I could only wonder what he would make me feel when he was inside of me.

He put his tongue out and started to lick my skin, making sure that he was tracing the curves of my neck.

I squirmed and melted in his presence, putting my hands on his shoulders and feeling the hardness of his muscles. Bayden looked a lot older than me, but his skin was still very soft.

Veins bulging in his arms caught my attention, his hands moving, going up and down, sliding over my skin, feeling every inch of me.

I moaned when he moved a finger down and found my pussy, pressing a finger to my labia.

He locked his eyes with me when he said, “I found your honeypot.”

He opened a smile as he said that, loving every second of the action he was having with me.

I didn’t try to fight back, surprised when he let go of me and allowed me to get on my knees on the floor.

I turned my head to the left when I realized that Erica was still here with us, fingering herself as she watched everything that was happening.

She had the best view and I kind of envied her, though not very long.

I turned my eyes back to the right when I noticed the big cock that he had, knowing that it was almost ten inches in length.

I licked my lips as I felt like I was born to be a slut, my heart pounding in my chest.

He wrapped his fingers around his cock as he pushed it down, making me see that it was pointed right to my mouth. I took a deep breath in as I realized I was going to have a cock just for myself for the first time in my life.

All the times I had sex with a guy, they always bottomed for me. I always thought, my entire life, I was only a top, but now I knew different. Now I knew better.

I wrapped my lips around his cock, knowing that I made the best decision of my life when I decided to become a woman.

In the first few seconds, I put only a few inches of his cock in my mouth. If I put too much of it at once, I knew that I wouldn’t be able to do this the way it was supposed to be done.

Bayden was already rock-hard the moment I put his shaft in my mouth, and as I started to work it, moving my head up and down, I knew that it wasn’t going to take him long until he was coming in my mouth.

And I couldn’t wait to find out what he tasted like.

Minutes later, he started to unload his sperm down my throat, rewarding me with the salty taste of his release.

His pumping didn’t stop until after about two minutes, and he had so much of it that I felt, at some point, he wasn’t going to stop and was going to kill me by overfeeding my belly.

I breathed out a sigh of relief when that didn’t happen, Bayden pulling out of my mouth and petting my head.

“We’ll meet again sometime,” he said, walking out of the room dressed after putting on his ghost costume.

Knowing the number of people dressed just like him, I knew that finding him was going to be impossible.

And not focusing on that much, I turned my head to the left. Erica was still experimenting with her cunt, and it was time for her to teach me what she already knew about it.

She opened a smile, and I knew she wanted me as much as I wanted her.


Chapter 4










“Looks like someone's already waiting for me,” I said, climbing up on the bed and putting my hand under her.

She looked at me, putting a finger on her lips as she asked me to turn her around. No point in pretending that I didn’t come here to do this, so I obeyed her.

She lifted her rear, pointing it right at me. I took in a deep breath, looking at how beautiful and lust-inducing it was.

I could keep admiring it like this for hours if I didn’t have something better to do.

I didn’t focus on that much, instead opting to lower my head and lick her fanny. That wasn’t enough for me, and so I moved my hand and pressed my fingers to her labia.

“How does it feel like to finally have a cunt? Is it something that you’ve always been looking for?” I asked, pressing my lips to her asscheeks.

They were soft, perfect, and very succulent. I could go for hours with my lips pressed to her ass like this, and I knew that Erica would enjoy that, too.

Meanwhile, the party was still raging outside. People were having a lot of fun in my house.

When it was my time to go down there, I’d like to be their maid and show them what I could do.

I knew the party was populated with guys as open-minded as I was. And the women, too…

I knew they wouldn’t think twice before getting behind me with their strap-ons and fucking me until nothing was left.

I couldn’t wait until that happened. Was that going to take too long? I didn’t think so.

Returning my attention to the sissy underneath me, I gave her cunt a couple more confident licks before moving my arms around her.

It was time to find her breasts and do to them everything she was thinking I could do.

Pressing my fingers against them, she moaned as she thrust her hips against me.

“Oh, calm down there. I’m not even started with you yet,” I said, keeping my voice low as I focused my attention on her.

“Please don’t hurt me much,” she said, and I could only smile at that. It was just like her to say something like that.

“I’ll think about it,” I said, pressing my fingers into the skin of her boobs one more time, and then putting two fingers on her nipples.

She turned her head so that she was looking into my eyes and I could see that she was begging for me not to do what I had in mind.

I chuckled as I squeezed her nipples and made her moan so hard I thought she was going to pass out.

Seconds later, I was happy she didn’t. No fun in fucking her if she didn’t know what was happening.

I lowered my head and licked her pussy a couple more times, loving the sweat drops on her skin. I could tell that Erica was afraid of what I could do to her.

Not thinking anymore and focusing on all the things that I was going to make her feel, I reached outside the bed and picked up a strap-on. It was just lying on the floor, pleading for me to put it on me.

And I did that, taking in the view of this newly born woman underneath me. I couldn’t fuck her with my old cock and, to be honest, I wouldn’t try doing that even if I could.

All I wanted was to feel like a woman. And to do that, sometimes it meant going through the same disadvantages that a woman had.

“I’m going to make this extra-special to you,” I murmured into her ear, pressing my hard-on to her asshole, breaking through the first barrier and stopping only when I was so deep that I couldn’t see anything other than the band of my strap-on.

Erica groaned and moaned, pressing the walls of her rectum around the rubber toy that was filling her.

I stayed inside of her for the first few seconds, letting her feel my weight and size.

The weight and size of my strap-on, I thought to myself. A very important distinction that I needed to keep in mind.

And thinking about something else, I couldn’t wait until my ex-wife fucked me again with a strap-on. Nothing quite like being the submissive husband that I’d always been.

I started to roll my hips, pounding against her ass like this was the last thing I was doing with my life.

The pleasure that I was feeling, that sensation that my orgasm was coming and that it was going to roll through me like nothing before it… It was all there and I couldn’t control it.

And in less than a few seconds, it came and if there was something I was wishing was happening now, it was coming inside of Erica too. Instead, all I got was an orgasm like no other in my life, my cunt dripping wet on the bedsheets.

I pulled out of her, panting and knowing that soon I was going to make the whole party fuck me too.

I couldn’t wait until I became their slut on Halloween.




The End
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