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 Chapter One

That was strange. 

The beautiful woman was here again. 

As the owner and landlord of my apartment building, I liked to keep an eye on all my tenants. My uncle had left me the building in his will. It was good money as long as I maintained the building and kept an eye on delinquent payments. 

I learned long ago that having a neighborly relationship with my tenants made it easier for me get the monthly rent on time. Knowing my tenants also allowed me the luxury of either extending their leases if I knew they could be trusted, or processing their eviction notices if they were liable to become a problem. Being a nosy neighbor was literally part of the job. 

So it was especially curious to me that this gorgeous blond woman was going in and out of my building. She definitely wasn’t a new tenant. I would have remembered her. 

This time she was actually bringing groceries into my building. 

It was possible that she was the girlfriend of one of the few single people in the apartment. People in the early parts of their relationship often spent a lot time in each others home without moving in permanently. 

Not that I had any personal experience with that. My only sexual relationship had been kissing a girl under the bridge one awkward summer ago. 

Still I had enough experience with tenants to know how messy some relationships could become. There was a poor woman who couldn’t get rid of her ex-boyfriend. I had to use my lawyer to evict him as a squatter. That debacle thankfully made that woman very loyal to me. She always told me of any trouble she saw early on and always paid on time. 

Although I doubted the blond bombshell going in and out of my apartment would be a problem, I decided to confront her anyway. 

It wasn’t every day that I got to talk to a beautiful woman like her. Even through the grainy security camera, I could see the sexy curve of her ass and the slimness of her waist. The way she walked was so alluring and seductive. 

She must have been dating one of the rich single men in the apartment. 

I stalked her through the camera feed, switching as she walked through the elevator and halls. I would find out which room she was staying in. 

As I suspected, her boyfriend had already given her a key to her apartment. She didn’t even need to knock. She slipped in, acting as if she’s always lived her. 

Maybe I should bring up adding her name to the lease. I didn’t charge more per person but I did like to have all tenants be listed for legal protection. It was hard to evict someone who didn’t appear on paper. 

I checked the room number and looked up the name on my database. Mark Winterbottom. 

That was odd. 

The Mark I knew was some kind of website designer. He spent most of his times in his apartment rarely going out. To my knowledge, he worked remotely not even having to show up to an office. 

I quickly brought up his profile. The Mark in my picture was short and skinny. His face was very plain and not at all masculine. He had no appeal whatsoever. 

There was no way he landed a woman like that. She was so far out of his league that they didn’t even play the same game. 

I tried recalling if I had ever seen the beautiful blond with Mark. Nothing came up. 

I quickly loaded the camera feed in front of Mark’s apartment. Watching the past videos, I realized this woman had been going in and out of his apartment for at least a week. I didn’t see Mark even once. 

While there might be a reasonable explanation, like a visiting friend or sister, the most prudent action was for me to go there. I needed to know what was going on. 

My best guess was that Mark was renting his place out on one of those rental places online. It was becoming increasingly popular. I found it dangerous so I included a stipulation in lease contract that all tenants had to inform me if they were doing this kind of arrangement. While I couldn’t stop them, if I caught them, at least I had grounds to terminate the lease. 

I left my office and headed down to Mark’s apartment. 

Just as I entered his floor, I noticed Miss Irina Derenova leaving the apartment next to Mark’s. 

“May I have a moment of your time Miss Derenova?” I called out just before she left. 

I had always like Irina. She always paid on time and gave me no problems. In a way, her being a too good a tenant was bad news for me. I didn’t have an excuse to get to know her better. 

And boy did I want to know more about her. 

With her heels on, she was already taller than me. Her face was always made-up with a seductive smoky eye and bright red lips. Her outfit clung tightly to her figure, showing off her ass and slim figure. 

I tried to ask her out but was always too stunned by her beauty. 

“Yes?” She looked at me with a confused expression. Her lips parted, making me wonder what it would be like to kiss them. 

“Have you noticed anything weird with your neighbor? I haven’t seen him in a while.” I tried to play it as casual as possible. I didn’t want to alarm her for what could be nothing. 

“No nothing at all.” Irina smiled at me. “Now excuse me. I have to be going. I have an appointment.” 

“Of course.” I quickly held the elevator doors open for her. 

“If you have questions, you should ask herself. She’s is in her room now.” Irina said to me as the elevator went down. 

She? 

Did this strange blond woman actually start living in my apartment without knowing? 

There was only way for me to find out. 

 Chapter Two

She was more breathtaking than I could imagine. 

“Hello Leslie. What can I do for you?” The woman in front of me asked, tilting her head delicately to the side. 

Her strawberry blond hair was swept up neatly to one side, emphasizing her excellent bone structure of her face while retaining the soft feminine waves of her glossy hair. 

She blinked at me slowly, her long eyelashes fluttering gently, making her green eyes pop even more. Her pink lips began moving. They seemed so soft and supple. 

“Leslie?” Her voice was almost melodic. 

“I’m sorry. I’m the building manager.” I quickly stammered and introduced myself. I offered my hand to shake. 

The woman furrowed her brow and looked at me like I was acting strangely. I must have been gawking too much. 

“And who are you?” 

“Marina.” She answered concisely but didn’t provide much more detail. I had hoped I wouldn’t have to interrogate her. 

I needed to focus on the task but I couldn’t stop myself from looking at her. She was as beautiful as the exotic Irina. 

What were the chances that these two beautiful woman lived next to each other? 

I had a feeling I would be watching their floor more often from my office. 

“I’m sorry to bother you but I need to talk about the lease agreement. May I please come in?” 

“Of course.” She let me in without a fuss. 

I should tell her next to be more prudent about having guests over. She should have asked me for identification. 

It was dangerous for a beautiful woman like her to just let any man inside her room. 

“Please take a seat. I’ll prepare us some tea.” Marina dutifully went to her kitchen. She brought out a set of dainty china that fit her classical beauty. 

I looked around hoping for a sign of Mark. 

The apartment hadn’t changed at all from the last time I had visited. I distinctly remember his impressive home theater setup in his living room. He was an avid fan of fantasy and claimed the surround sound helped bring the film to life. There hadn’t been any complaints so I never had to talk to him about toning it down. I joined him twice a year to build camaraderie. 

There was however a very new distinct feminine touch to the place. While the big pieces were the same, there were small accents, a small curved vases on the coffee table, an elegant new lamp by bedroom door. 

While one side of the room was immaculate, the other was a complete mess. There was an exposed clothing rack filled to the brim with clothes. On the back was a large amount of dresses, jackets and boots. 

I quickly turned away once I saw a pair of pink thong panties hanging by the end. 

Was Marina wearing a thong right now? 

I gazed at her her clothing. She was wearing a simple dress that ended right above her knee. When she sat down, it rose up further. 

My mouth felt parched as I realized how close she was to flashing her panties at me. 

“I’m sorry. There’s just so much to learn about shopping for the right size. I’m still making mistakes ordering the right clothing for me.” Marina flushed in embarrassment at her mess. She looked so cute like that. 

“We all need a little help organizing.” I told her. Being organized had become my special skill of sorts. Having to watch out for hundreds of tenants with their profiles, contracts and information had taught me the value in keeping an organized office. Eventually that carried over to my home life as well. 

“You’ll help me clean up this mess? I can’t thank you enough Leslie. Irina hasn’t been very helpful at all. She taught me all these things but her room is even messier. She just stuffs everything into her closet. How unladylike.” 

Marina huffed and folded her arms. She then gave me a playful wink. 

I felt my cheeks flush. This was the only time in my life I ever had banter with a gorgeous woman like this. My heart felt so light and happy. 

Now I didn’t want to kick her out or give her bad news. I liked the light rapport we were having. As an only child, I had always felt like I missed a lot of social exposure in my home life. That eventually coursed through my social circle. I didn’t have a lot of friends. 

“Is everything all right?” Marina moved me to sit at the living room sofa. She brought me tea and biscuits. 

She crossed her legs as she sat down, giving me a glimpse of her white panties. I had to look away before I embarrassed myself more. 

“Everything is fine. I just need to speak with Mark. He’s the main signatory on the lease.” I explained to her as delicately as possible. 

She just looked at me, as if waiting for me to say more. For a long moment she just stared at me. 

“Where is Mark right now Marina?” I asked her. 

It took her a few seconds, then her eyes widened. She gasped and placed a hand over her mouth. 

“Is everything all right?” I asked her concerned. She looked so shocked. 

Then Marina began to giggle. She couldn’t control herself and then she burst out laughing. 

I didn’t understand what was so funny. I actually had to look around to see if there were hidden cameras anywhere. 

“I’m so sorry Leslie. I forgot you haven’t met me yet.” Marina said after calming down. The smile on her face was so wide and serene. 

I wasn’t definitely not understanding something. 

“I just really need to see Mark. You’ve been living here and that’s against the rules of the lease.” I tried sounding stern but it didn’t have any effect at all on Marina. 

“Oh Leslie. You flatter me so much. You really can’t tell?” Marina suddenly uncrossed her legs. 

“Tell me what?” 

“I used to be Mark.” Marina said to me. 

 Chapter Three

“You’re Mark?” I repeated quite confused. 

There was no way the gorgeous creature sitting in front of me was the same geek I watched movies with. They were different things. Marina was so sexy and desirable and Mark was, well not. 

“Used to be Mark.” Marina quickly corrected me. She tucked a stray strand of hair behind her ear. The small movement drew attention to her stunning cheekbones and soft skin. 

“I don’t understand.” I was still baffled. “You can’t be him.” 

“This year when we watched Justice League, we got so bored we wound up having a Marvel Movie marathon to just wash the away the disappointment.” Marina began offering me small anecdotes of my few encounters with Mark. From the way she was talking, it seemed as if she really knew who I was. 

“He could have told you all that.” I stammered. This time I didn’t hide the fact that I was looking around. This must all have been some kind of prank. 

“Hmmmm…” Marina said thoughtfully. 

“I’m sorry Miss Marina for the suspicion but nothing about this is normal. You’re definitely a woman.” I gestured towards her. Not just any woman, but a gorgeous woman at that. 

I studied Marina’s face carefully. Now that I really looked, she did have some resemblance to Mark. They had the same general features but her eyes were so much prettier. Her nose was also sharper. It was all these little details that made her beautiful compared to her cousin. It boggled my mind how good she looked. She just had appeal. 

Her body also oozed sexuality. It was hard for my brain to focus because I kept staring at her long smooth shapely legs. I kept waiting for her skirt to ride up, exposing her most intimate parts. 

“I haven’t updated any of my legal papers.” Marina said out loud thinking to herself. 

“Mark can’t be a woman. I’ve met the guy.” 

“Not a woman. A sissy.” Marina grinned at me. 

“A sissy?” The world rolled off my tongue. I remembered it being used to insult me. But as I grew up, it had taken on an entirely different meaning. 

“Do you know what that means?” Marina stood up and sat next to me. She pressed her body closed to mine. 

“Yes.” I gasped. I had been on the internet long enough to know some of the subcultures there. When I first encountered the sissies, I looked away. It always felt like a dangerous rabbit hole to go into. 

My breathing grew shallow as the possibility of Mark being Marina turned real. Somehow, he managed to looked like that. 

“Remember the story I told you about a small branch scarring my thigh?” Marina said. 

She was referring to the time I had seen Mark wearing shorts. There was a big ugly scar on his hip. He explained it to me as a childhood accident. He had climbed up a tree and fallen on a particularly hard branch. It left a scar that looked like small bullet hole. While it had flattened over time, there was still a small circular discoloring on his leg. 

We had joked about it being his badge of courage. 

Marina stood in front of me and lifted her skirt even higher. 

My pulse pounded wildly. I knew she was just showing me her scar, but I couldn’t think of anything else but how high her skirt was rising. I saw the bottom of panties. It was completely flat, like a woman’s mound. 

Marina took my hands into her own. They felt so soft and small. Although when I took a closer look, mine were actually the same size. 

She brought my hand up to touch her bare thigh. Her skin was smooth, possibly the softest thing I’ve ever felt. 

Electricity coursed through me at the contact. My cock hardened as it it realized I was actually touching another person after a long time. 

“See. I have the same scar.” Marina lifted her skirt showing off her shapely hips and buttocks. 

I saw the scar. But I also so the shapely curve of her bare ass. Was she not wearing underwear? 

Thong. 

She must have been wearing a thong, leaving her butt cheeks fully exposed. 

“Do you believe me now?” Marina asked me. She hadn’t removed my hand from my hip. 

Could it have been possible that Marina really was Mark. My brain was trying hard to understand to process this new information. 

“You just look so different. Better.” Arousing even, though I didn’t tell her that. 

“Thank you. Being a sissy is hard work.” Marina licked her lips. 

“I still need proof.” I murmured under my breath. 

“I could actually show you.” Marina said. 

I immediately looked at her crotch. Did Marina have a penis? 

“How rude.” Marina tilted my chin, to force me to look at her face. “You’d never ask a women to get naked to prove herself would you?” 

“Of course. I’m sorry.” I blushed furiously. But I couldn’t stop myself from sneaking glances at her breast and hips. It all felt so jarring. “What did you mean by showing me?” 

“Well. I could dress you up as a sissy. Show you exactly how transformative the process really is.” Marian giggled. She rubbed her knees together as if she was aroused. “It’s so much fun. The first time I did it, I was happy. I was hooked immediately.” 

“You want to turn me into a sissy?” I gasped astounded. This was nothing like I expected at all. 

Suddenly deep feelings I had suppressed came bubbling up to the service. Women were always so much prettier and happier than me. I had been so jealous of them before. They had so many options like a career or family. Men had to do the ugly grunt work. 

“No. It’s not possible.” I stood and quickly pushed those dangerous thoughts out of my head. 

I saw all the beautiful dresses she had. I imagined myself wearing a sexy thong. 

It all felt so right. 

But it was so wrong. 

I quickly stormed out before Marina could stop me. 

I just couldn’t be a sissy. 

Could I? 

 Chapter Four

A day later, I still couldn’t stop thinking about what Mark or Marina was claiming. And more importantly what she offered to me. 

There was a knock on my office door. I sat up straight, wondering if Marina was going to force into women’s clothing. I had demanded proof of her identity, and this was the only way she was going to give it to me. 

I had to try right? 

Images of me wearing the cute dresses and seductive lingerie filled my mind. I would feel dainty and cute as the soft fabrics clung to my skin. The thong underwear would reveal my ass cheeks while covering penis and balls. 

It was a silly thought. 

But a thought that left me hard and aching. 

The knock repeated on my door. 

I quickly shook those thoughts away. 

“Come in.” I yelled. I didn’t know what I would do if Marina suddenly showed up. 

To my disappointment it was a different tenant. 

“Disappointed much? Who were you expecting? A Supermodel?” Steve said to me. He was an IT specialist who lived in the building. I gave him a big discount on rent for him to maintain the camera systems, internet infrastructure and deal with whatever tech questions I had. He was probably the closest thing I had to a real friend. 

“Just sorry to see your ginger ass.” I joked with him, hoping it was enough to throw him off. I didn’t want him knowing about Marina’s little secret. 

“What’s got your panties in a bunch? You usually don’t take that long to answer the door.” Steve plopped down in the chair in front of me. He handed me an envelope with his rent payment. 

“Nothing. Do you mind looking at the camera feeds? Some of them seem grainy again.” I quickly diverted the topic. I was glad to have the distraction. I didn’t want to keep thinking about Marina. 

Steve checked my systems making a comment about calling the service provider. He finally convinced me to change some of the old cameras. Wireless security was much better and cheaper to maintain in the long run. He even went so far as to canvass me a list of mid-range ones I could buy. 

If this turned out well, I’d probably give another discount on his rent. I heard some of the horror stories regarding tech on reddit. I was glad to be free of that headache. 

Steve left after a few minutes. With nothing else to do, my brain wandered back to Marina. It was gnawing on me. 

Could she actually do as she promised? 

By evening I was already at Marina’s door. There was simply no way I could let this go. Eventually, I’d have to confront her about the lease contract. There was no escaping for this. 

I simply told myself I was doing this because of rent. I ignored the part of me that was bubbling with excitement at the prospect of wearing dresses and thongs. 

“You came.” Marina smiled at me. 

She welcomed me into the apartment and offered me drinks. I made small talk for a few minutes just to get more comfortable. Marina indulged me. It was clear to both of us that I was dancing around the topic. 

“Wouldn’t it be easier for you to just come dress as Mark. I just need confirmation you’re the same person.” I said after we ran out of things to talk about. It wasn’t an unreasonable request. 

“But I never go out looking like Mark anymore. That’s like asking a woman to come out naked.” Marina fired back. She seemed so calm and confident. I found that I couldn’t look her in the eye. 

I finally sucked in all my fears. What was the harm in playing a little dress up? 

“Okay. Let’s do this.” I finally nodded. 

“That’s so wonderful Leslie. I have so much to show you. I actually already bought this brunette wig just for you.” Marina handed me this big glossy wig. 

It felt so soft to the touch. It was lightweight and elegant. It felt luxurious and decadent. 

“Is it real human hair?” I had never owned or even considered owning a wig. 

“It will be once you put it on. We can style it anyway you want.” Marina took the wig from my hands and placed it tentatively on my head. 

Already it was a big improvement from my usual cut. My boy hair was always messy and unflattering. I was never satisfied with what the barber had given to me. There was just no style. 

This wig was so different from that. Already my brain was thinking of styles would look good on me. 

“What else do we have to do?“ I swallowed as I saw myself in the reflection. I did look quite feminine with these

beautiful curls. They seemed to have injected my face with a sudden new femininity that I had never noticed before. 

“Many things. But I promise I’ll be there every step of the way. It’s really fun. One of my favorite parts in becoming a sissy in fact.” Marina giggled. Her eyes became wistful. 

“What other parts?” My throat suddenly felt really dry. Besides dressing up, what else did Marina do? 

“Why do you want to know? Do you plan to become a sissy like me?” Marina said with with a playful wink. “I think you’ll have a lot fun.” 

I was left speechless. If I was only dressing up, maybe I didn’t need to know the rest. 

“Now before we start, we have to get rid of that stubble. And all that hair.” Marina gestured towards my face and legs. 

“It’s just for a day.” I fought back against her. 

“No. Absolutely not. Hair free or nothing.” Marina gave me the razor. “If you have any trouble, I don’t mind helping you out.” 

“I’m good.” I quickly went into the bathroom. 

I sucked in deep breath. This was all just a game. 

I quickly went to the sink. 

I gasped as I saw what was in there. 

It was a massive black dildo. 



 Chapter Five

Marina was still Mark, no matter what she looked like on the outside. The fact that she was washing the black dildo meant she had used it on herself on her ass. 

I felt my own asshole clench as I imagined taking the large thing inside me. It was at least eight inches and as thick as my wrist. That surely had to have hurt. It couldn’t have felt good. 

Yet my cock had grown so hard in my pants that it was almost painful. I quickly stripped down naked, freeing my erection from its restraints. 

Unable to control myself, I grabbed the dildo and brought it to my own cock. They didn’t even look like they were the same organ. The dildo looked massive compared to my tiny dick. It was like comparing a great lion to a tiny pussycat. 

If Marina had used this, it must have felt good. My fingers unconsciously reached behind me to rub my asshole. 

Shivers of pleasure cascaded down my body. 

I brought the dildo lower, letting it rub behind my balls. The thick bulbous head pushed against the soft skin there. It felt like my whole body was on fire. I brought the tip against my asshole. 

“Do you need any help there Leslie?” Marina suddenly called out, surprising me and causing me to drop the dildo. 

“No. I’m fine.” My voice was all choked up. I quickly placed the dildo back in the sink where I had found it. 

I didn’t know what had possessed me to have such thoughts. I was a straight man. I’d never thought about being penetrated before. Maybe it was the years of celibacy messing with my brain. I needed to get laid soon. 

Shaving. 

I had to get to the process of shaving myself. I grabbed the dildo and moved it out of the sink. I ignored the softy almost flesh like feel of its texture. I ignored the soft outside but seemingly rigid core. I ignored the way my fingers didn’t seem to full wrap around its stalk. No. I wasn’t thinking about the dildo at all. 

Lathering on shaving cream and shaving my beard at least felt easier. I had let it grow since that was the trend right now. But once I shaved it off, my face felt so much cleaner. 

I actually liked my clean shaven look much better. I could see all the angles of my face. It felt like a fog had been lifted that hid my looks. 

The more I looked at myself, the more I realized I actually did look pretty feminine without my beard. My lips were naturally red while my nose wasn’t very big. Suddenly I could see myself in a glossy brown wig. I would look really good. 

Maybe it was possible after all for me to look like Marina. 

There was only one way to find out. 

I proceeded to shave the few wisps of hair of my chest, armpits, legs and pubic hair. It felt like a cleansing ritual, where I was removing the impurities in my body. I felt cleaner, lighter and freer. 

My penis and balls looked nicer too. Although without any hair, they seemed to have looked more feminine instead of bigger. As I slowly grew hard looking at myself, my penis seemed so thin and short. It looked nothing like the big black dildo. 

I wonder what this feeling was. 

There was only one place left to shave. My ass. 

It tried to figure out the best way to do it. But each time felt dangerous and risky. I didn’t want to harm myself. 

“Marina?” I called out. I needed help for this last area. And maybe a part of me wanted to know what Marina would think if she saw me all shaved and prepped. 

I grabbed a towel and wrapped it around my naked waist like I normally would. But then I realized she wouldn’t be able to shave my ass that way. So instead, I wrapped the towel around my chest like a woman. That way, if I bent over just a little, she would be able to reach my buttocks. 

“Oh my. Already starting without me.” Marina giggle as she opened the door. Her eyes were wide in surprise at my appearance. 

“What do you think?” I asked shyly. 

“I knew you were already so pretty underneath all that hair. Just wait. I think we can put on your real hair already.” Marina giggled. When she came back, she had that big beautiful glossy wig in her hands. 

My heart yearned for that wig. 

She sat me down on her stool and proceeded to fit in over my my head. 

“Wow.” She gasped as she saw my reflection. 

I, on the other hand, was speechless. Even without make-up, my feminine face already looked womanly. With

just shaving and a wig, I had fully transformed. 

“I can’t wait to apply make-up on you, Leslie.” 

“Wait. I haven’t shaved down there yet.” I shyly said. 

I stood up and lifted my ass, presenting to her my shameful hairy crack. 

“Don’t worry. We sissies help each other out.” Marina smiled at me. 

Was I already a sissy? It had just been an hour. But I found that I liked the label. 

I pulled apart my buttocks exposing my most intimate hole to Marina. She applied the shaving cream along my asshole. The touch of her finger made my whole body shiver in pleasure. 

I had to resist the urge to moan out loud. 

Marina was careful and methodical as she shaved my ass. It didn’t take as long as I expected. 

“All done.” Marina announced as she rubbed my now smooth skin on my buttocks. Her touch felt so good I found myself arching against her touch. 

“Thank you Marina.” I brought my own finger to verify my hairlessness. I couldn’t resist touching the rim of my hole. 

“Oh Leslie. You’re going to be so irresistible when I’m done with you. 

 Chapter Six

Marina led me out into her room. Even though I knew we were alone, it was terrifying leaving her bathroom looking like a woman. It felt like I was showing the world a part of me I had never let out before. 

“Come on. We can’t have you just wearing a towel forever. There’s so much more to discover. We haven’t even covered half of it.” Marina pointed towards the chair and forced me to sit. 

She headed to her rack of clothes and began selecting various items. My heart thudded in my chest as I was wondered what kind of dress she would put me in. Would it be a miniskirt like what she was wearing now? Figure hugging yoga pants? 

The possibilities seemed endless. There was just so much choice for women’s clothing. Men only had T-shirts and pants to choose from. Women were much more free to express their personality. 

“What do you think about these?” Marina asked me. She had laid out three sets of sexy lingerie. 

The first was a plain flesh colored bra and basic panties. They didn’t look very exciting. They did however match my skin tone perfectly. If I wore them, it would like I was naked. 

The second set was vibrant red shade that clearly meant to seduce and satisfy. The red bra was full of decadent lace. The panty was low cut and extremely revealing. If I wore that, I would no doubt look like a seductress. 

The third set was a pink combination of bra with tons of straps criss-crossing around the neck. The panties however were a tiny pink thong that didn’t cover me much. If I wore that, it would reveal my ass to anyone who looked up my dress. It was so brazen and confident. 

“I knew you’d like the thong.” Marina said without me even choosing. “Now, we’ll put it on but I won’t let you look in the mirror just yet. I don’t want you cheating and looking before the transformation is complete. 

Understand?” 

“Yes.” I nodded eagerly at Marina. At this point, I fully believed her story about being Mark. We were now only doing this so that I could have the full experience of being a true sissy like her. 

Marina first place the bra in my chest. It was a tighter fit than I expected. But it pushed the small amounts of fat on my chest and pushed it upwards. As I looked down, it actually looked like I had breasts. 

Getting into the thong was a much trickier endeavor. My cock was semi-hard from Marina handling me. It kept popping out of the flimsy fabric. Although Marina got in on me, my cock was poking out of it. 

“Sorry.” I apologized. My cock was right in front of her face. 

“Don’t worry. I was just as excited as you when I first put on the thong. Still, it will be very hard to get dressed with your clitty like this.” Marina suddenly flicked my dick. 

“Clitty?” I gasped at the sudden contact. Nobody had ever touched my cock like that. 

“Yes. Sissies don’t have cocks. We only have little clitties.” Marina laughed. She took my dick and stroked it with only her thumb and index finger. 

I groaned at her touch. 

“Maybe I should help my sister relax first. Would you like that Lila?” Marina asked with a feminine tone. 

This new female name felt so much better than my own. Leslie had always been both a man and a woman’s name. Lila was all woman. 

“Please.” I gasped. 

Marina pulled down the underwear and stroked my tiny dick. She sucked in her finger and began teasing my ass. 

“Wha-what are you doing?” I moaned as I felt her tease my newly shaven ass. Everything there felt so sensitive. 

“As sissies, we have another place to have fun. In fact, this right here…” Marina teased the rim of my asshole with her finger. Then she pushed in the tip. “… Is the most fun of all.” 

“I can’t.” I moaned as the tip pushed deeper within me. Her fingers were slender so there was no pain in the stretch. But never had I ever imagined I would enjoy my body being invaded. 

“You can. You’re already squeezing so tightly around me. Go on. Relax.” Marina said soft soothing tones. She had slowed her tempo on my clit, allowing me to focus on the feeling of her finger inside my ass. 

“This is so weird.“ I mumbled. Each time I squeezed around her, I felt a pressure building inside. It felt remarkably similar to the beginnings of an orgasm except much slower. 

“Weird but good I hope?” 

“Definitely good.“ I mumbled. 

Then Marina pushed something inside of me. It was like there was switch inside my body and Marina had just activated it. My whole body suddenly lit up in pleasure. 

“Do you trust me sister? Will you let me make you feel good?“ Marina asked. She was kneeling in front of my clit and looking up at me. Her mouth was just inches away from my cock. 

“Yes.” I said desperately. I wanted her sexy red lips around my thin dick. 

To my surprise, she stood up and went behind. She pushed me on the sofa, forcing me to bend over. My ass was now exposed to her. 

“Your ass pussy looked so good a while ago. I can resist eating such a beautiful rosebud like this.” Marina then pressed her tongue into my ass. 

“Oh my god.” The sensation was nothing like I had ever felt before. It was so different from how her fingers felt. 

The tongue was warm and alive. It flicked inside of me. 

Then she replaced her two with two fingers. She started stretching, scissoring her digits in my ass. Then she began fucking me with them. 

My cries of pleasure drowned out the slicks sound of sex. Soon I was coming from the sheer feeling of having Marina inside my ass. 

 Chapter Seven

Marina pulled her fingers out of me. Aftershocks of pleasure coursed through my body. No masturbation session I had ever done before even came close to that experience of ecstasy. 

“It was wonderful wasn’t it?” Marina pressed a soft kiss on my cheek. She stood up and straightened her skirt. 

Her own little clitty was making a small tent under her dressy belt. 

“How about you?” I hungrily asked. I wanted to repay my sister for her kindness. 

“Not today.” Marina said coyly. She readjusted her stuff, making it disappear completely. “I have a date with a handsome man tonight. I want to save it all up for him.” 

“You’re going on a date with a man?” I gasped. Suddenly images of Marina bent over being stuffed with a big cock filled my mind. My arousal grew again as I realized one day I could do the same. 

“Of course. How else will I satisfy my needs?” Marina said flippantly. She brought me up to my feet and tucked my soft clit into the pouch of the thong. 

“What needs?” I swallowed, fearing her answer. 

“All sissies need cock my dear. It’s one of the perks of being a sissy.” Marina licked her lips. Her eyes glazed over with lust. “Nothing will ever complete you the way a cock fill you up in the ass. It’s the absolute best feeling ever.” 

My face grew hot. My arousal spiked in interest. Marina must have used her big black dildo a lot. 

“What about the men? Won’t they get angry if they see…” I paused for a second, thinking of the right word. “…

Clit?” 

“Some men get intimidated. But real men are confident enough in themselves. Besides, have you seen what we look like? They’d been lucky to have us on their arms.” Marina laughed, pushing away my fears easily. “Trust me. 

You won’t ever want for cock if you put yourself out there.” 

I tried imagining myself seducing anyone. I couldn’t see it happening. This was all just so new and overwhelming for me. 

“Relax Lila. One step at a time. Speaking of which, let’s get you into some real clothes. I’m thinking a dress to show off your gorgeous legs. What do you think?” 

“I would like that.” I nodded putting any thoughts of sex aside. Maybe I didn’t need to go full sissy. Dressing up and looking beautiful seemed wonderful enough. I could be satisfied with only that part. 

I didn’t need cock. I didn’t need them in my mouth, stretching my lips. I didn’t need them in my ass, filling me up completely. 

My body betrayed my thoughts getting hard again. But this time my clit grew inside the thong, stretching the fabric. It pulled the thong to rub against my ass, making me shiver in more pleasure. 

“Enough of that. Here put this on.” Marina tossed me a set of clothes. 

I struggled through them. The fabric of the dress clung to my skin, hugging all of my curves. It felt so weird to bare my shoulders and long legs. 

Before I could look in a mirror, Marina put me on a chair. 

“Time for you make-up. I won’t let you look until you’re all complete.” Marina couldn’t be deterred. 

She seemed very well-versed in her make-up skills. She tried explaining what each tool was for. There was so much to learn that I was having a hard time keeping track of it all. 

But the urge to learn was strong. It seemed like so much fun to mix and match colors and product. The way Marina concentrated on doing my face made me feel like a beautiful work of art. Nobody had ever devoted this much attention to me before. 

I felt myself flush with pride. 

“Oh my. You look so beautiful. Hurry put on these heels.” Marina tossed me a pair of heels. Then, with both hands over my eyes, she guided me towards the mirror. “Ready? Go open your eyes now.” 

“I’m beautiful.” 

There was no exaggeration. The woman in the reflection was beyond stunning. My brown hair was styled with beautiful long glossy curls. They cascaded down my head like heavenly waterfalls. My blue eyes seemed to sparkled thanks to eyeshadow and mascara on my face. My cheekbones looked so angular and clean, that I almost thought I was looking at the face of a celebrity. But my lips were incredibly stunning. Painted a seductive shade of red, they captured my attention as they opened in surprise. 

“Is this really me?” I tilted my face to see a different angle. There was no way this woman was me. 

“It is. Go on touch your face.” Marina whispered into my ear. Her voice was full of pride. 

I brought my hand to my face. The reflection did the same. This gorgeous woman was me. 

I took a step back and looked at my body in the tight purple dress. It hugged me in all the write places. My thin shoulders were left exposed, drawing attention to my breasts. They looked real and sexy. The dress wrapped tightly around my mid-section, giving the silhouette of tiny waist and shapely hips. My ass looked amazing from behind. 

The heels elongated my legs, making them look long and thin. As a man, I had always felt short and stumpy. But as a woman, I was the perfect height. 

“Go. Strut. Flip you hair. Show the world who Lila is.” Marina smiled at me with encouragement. 

I went to the far side of the room. And remembering all the beautiful models in fashion shows, I copied their movements. 

Suddenly I was walking one foot in front of the other, hips swaying from side to side. I looked straight ahead and flipped my hair. The confidence just entered me or came out from within. I didn’t really know where it came from. 

Only that it belonged to me. 

“Your life is going to be so amazing.” 

 Chapter Eight

Marina had to leave for her date so I couldn’t talk to her more about being a sissy. 

I should have changed right out of the women’s wear the minutes she left. I had accomplished my mission after all. Marina used to be Mark. There was no violation of the lease contract. 

But all of that seemed so trivial compared to the new world I had just discovered. 

This was a whole part of me I had never known before. 

Lila the Sissy was already all made up. It would be a waste if I just went back to being the boring old Leslie the landlord. 

Besides nobody would realize I was the same person. I just looked so different, so much more attractive. Marina was a magician with make-up and hair. With a few brushes, I looked just as good as her. 

It was no wonder I had been so skeptical of her story before. I had truly been transformed. 

I left her apartment resolving to walk around with my new confidence. 

The elevator opened and Irina came out. She laughed at the joke of her extremely tall and handsome date. He whispered something to her ear and I saw her face flush in excitement. She took his hand and brought it up to touch under her skirt. He licked his lips lasciviously as he groped her ass, one of his fingers already tracing their way towards her asshole. 

I stood there stunned, knowing I was witnessing something intensely private. 

Thankfully, Irina saw me and pulled away from her man. There was an enormous tent in his pants. He must have been larger than the black dildo. 

I felt my flush bright red in horror as the two of them looked at me. 

Irina suddenly approached me with powerful confident stride. I shrank in fear as I thought she was going to berate. 

“I’m sorry for that display. We’ve had a few drinks. I’m Irina. And you are?” Irina instead offered me an apology. 

“I’m Lila.” I stammered. Irina was treating with so much warmth and empathy. When I was her landlord, she regarded me with cold eyes, as if I was just somebody she tolerated. 

“Of course you are. Are you a friend of Marina’s?” She gestured looking towards the apartment I had just came out of. 

“Yes. She was just helping me actually.” I admitted. Then realization struck. Irina had known all along the Mark had turned to Marina. How was that possible? 

“I knew it you would fit right in with us.” Irina laughed and pulled me into a hug. She pressed her sexy body against mine, our curves and softness pressing against each other. 

She smelled so good, a floral scent with a mix of berries. I couldn’t help from my little clit getting hard. There was no way she didn’t feel that against her. It was tenting my dress obscenely. 

“I’m sorry.” I stammered. I didn’t feel anything on her side. She was probably a biological woman who taught helped Marina with her make-up. There was no way she was a sissy like me. She had a very handsome boyfriend. 

He was watching us passively, allowing Irina to greet me. 

“Don’t worry. I enjoyed it too.” Irina kissed me on the cheek. She took my hand brought in between her legs. I felt the hardness of her cock tucked underneath her balls. 

“How?” I was bewildered. How was that even possible? Irina one of the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. 

“I see Marina hasn’t taught you to tuck yet.” Irina licked her lips. “Unfortunately Clark and I have a different appointment. Come by tomorrow and I teach you everything I know.” 

Clark embraced Marina from behind. He buried his face into her hair and inhaled sharply. His fingers reached down below and freed her tiny clit dick. He toyed it with his fingers. 

“Isn’t she lovely?” Clark growled possessively. 

“I’m glad to have another sissy sister so close by. We should chat sometime.” Irina giggled as Clark pulled her away and opened her door. 

“See you around Leslie.” Clark said right before he slammed the door in my face. 

What the hell had just happened? 

Both Marina and Irina were sissies? 

And they both liked being fucked by thick large cocks? 

It was too much to process. I quickly rushed to my office. My erection was poking through my dress. My thong panties had stretched tight around my asshole, constantly rubbing it with each movement. I was so aroused it felt like I was growing crazy. 

I quickly closed my office door and sat behind my desk. I started playing with my clit dick, jerking it off. 

But it wasn’t right. I wanted to play with my ass more. The feeling weren’t the same. 

I couldn’t stop thinking of the big black dildo and Clark’s visibly large cock. Marina and Irina were both being fucked hard by the big cocks. And I wanted that as well. 

My pussy was yearning to be stretched and used. I couldn’t hide from my desire anymore. 

I only had one problem. 

I didn’t have any cock to satisfy me. 

Suddenly my office door opened. 

“Hey Leslie. Can I talk to you?” Jamal Owens was a university student staying at one of my apartments with his three roommates. At first I was intimidated by him. He was a big black football player who was taller by a head and at least twice my weight. But he turned out to be a great tenant, helping his neighbors move heavy equipment and doing some maintenance work for me from time to time. 

Lately he’d been having problems paying rent. His parents were having some trouble sending him money, and he didn’t want to get behind on his loans. This was already his third delayed payment. 

“I’m sorry. I’m looking for the building manager.” Jamal was about to close the door. 

“Stop. I’m here in behalf of Leslie. Maybe we can solve each other’s problems.” 

 Chapter Nine

Could I really do this? 

Could I seduce one of my tenants just so I could satisfy my need for cock? 

Would he even fall for my new looks? 

“Hello, ma’am.” Jamal closed the door behind me. He licked his lips as he checked me out. His eyes were drawn to my breasts. 

“I’m Lila. Leslie is my cousin. He left me in charge of the building while he’s away.” The lie came out so easily from my mouth. I knew this was the story I was going to be telling all my tenants from now on. 

“Oh cool. Uhm… Is Mr. Dorner coming back any time soon? I really would like to talk to him.” Jamal fidgeted in his seat. Our agreement to delay his payment had been largely informal. 

“No. My cousin won’t be back for a very long time. He’s taking a sabbatical of sorts.” I licked my lips. I didn’t know where my new brazen confidence was coming from. I just knew I wanted Jamal’s thick black cock and would do anything to get it. 

“Oh. I’m Jamal by the way.” He shook my hand politely. 

I shivered as I realized how small my hand was compared to his. Although he was only in his early twenties, Jamal had the body of a real man. He was big and masculine and strong. 

I remembered watching him and his friends play basketball by the alley once. They were only wearing these shiny basketball shorts. Whenever they jumped, their huge soft cocks would flop along with them. 

“The air conditioner is broken. Do you mind if I take off my jacket?” I didn’t bother waiting for his answer. I stood up and stripped of the coat, exposing my smooth milky shoulders. Then I turned around to hang it on my chair. I made sure to bend over so he could my bare buttocks. I was only wearing a thong after all. 

Jamal nostril’s flared with arousal. His jaw had dropped comically. He reached down to readjust his cock. 

“Go on Jamal. What do you need help with?” I asked sultrily. I twirled my hair and tilted my head. From the way he was becoming speechless, I knew I had him in the palm of my hand. I relished in this new power I had over men. 

“Money’s a little tight. Mr. Dorner said I could have an extension. I can help with a lot of chores and stuff.” 

Jamal quickly offered. He was a good kid. 

“Let me get your file. My cousin keeps extensive records.” I felt bad for teasing him since I had decided to give the extension anyway. 

But this way, we could both have a lot of fun. I’m sure a healthy young man would want to have sex with a beautiful slutty sissy like me. 

I pretended to study the files. But I snuck glances at him. He was checking out my perky ass. He reached down to squeeze the thick erection he had between his legs. 

I had done that to him. I could feel his desire for me thick in the air. 

“Looks to me that my cousin already gave you three extensions. Per his policy, he doesn’t grant another. It can set precedent you know. Other tenants might start paying late.” I walked around my table and sat right in front of him. My skirt slightly lifted, giving him the perfect view of my milky thighs. 

Jamal didn’t even hear me at first. He was at risk of losing his apartment, yet he couldn’t resist looking up at my skirt. 

“Jamal? Are you listening?” I asked him softly. My voice was so high and feminine. I didn’t even need to force myself. 

“Right. The thing is I have student loans and my parent’s restaurant hasn’t been doing so hot. Can you call Mr. 

Dorner? I’m willing to do any repairs or errands he might want. It’s just hard to take another job with my studies.” 

Jamal said, looking up at my face. He was momentarily distracted by the movement of my lips. 

I pretended to think about it. I uncrossed my legs, and caught him staring at me. Sweat started to bead on his forehead. 

“Well. My cousin won’t give you an extension for sure. He’s a stickler for rules. But he is on sabbatical.” I trailed off, making sure he was following my line of thinking. 

“I can do you favors to Miss Leslie. Really, I’d be willing to do anything.” Jamal swallowed. 

I raised my foot and placed it on his thigh. My legs looked so long and beautiful. 

“Anything?” I licked my lips. 

Jamal’s nostril flared and his eyes darkened. He grabbed my ankles and rubbed legs. 

“Miss Leslie, I am down for whatever you want me to do. Holy fuck. Really? Me?” Jamal swallowed as if he couldn’t believe his luck. He licked his lips as he checked out my body. 

“I’m new around town and I have certain needs.” I moved my foot and nudged his crotch. It felt so thick and big. 

It looked like Jamal had packed a sausage into his shorts. 

“Yes. Anything. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. This is awesome.” Jamal murmured under his breath. He couldn’t keep his eyes off me. His body looked liked it was vibrating from excitement. 

“I need to be discreet. And you have to do everything I say. No questions asked.” I said, trying my best to sound authoritative. I couldn’t believe I was actually pulling this off. In a few minutes, I was going to have a thick black cock in my mouth. 

“Yes. Absolutely. Anything you want. Holy shit.” Jamal reached down and squeezed his thick tube. 

“Kick your roommates out for the night. I’ll be up in five minutes.” I ordered him. 

“Fuck yes. Those brothas are out of there.” Jamal jumped from his chair and ran out excitedly. 

It was happening. I was going to have cock inside me. 

Nobody was forcing me to do this. 

If I crossed this line, there was no going back. 

Did I really want to be a sissy for life? 

I looked at my reflection on the glass. 

The beautiful woman was staring back at me. 

Yes. Yes I did. 

 Chapter Ten

After five minutes, I headed straight to Jamal’s apartment. Before I even knocked, the door opened. 

Jamal was breathing heavily, his erection making a huge tent in the front of his shorts. If he went outside, he would have been arrested for public indecency. His apartment was spotless save for a pile of things hastily thrown to one corner of the room. 

Jamal had cleaned up for me. He wanted this just as much as I did. 

“Where’s the bedroom?” I couldn’t wait anymore. I wanted his thick cock inside me. 

“This way ma’am.” Jamal lead me to his room. “Are you sure about this? A hot babe like you can get anyone you want.” 

His compliment made me even more aroused. He saw me as a beautiful woman. 

“I want you. Take off all your clothes.” I ordered him. 

Jamal wasted no time in getting naked. His body was even better than I expected. His chest and arms were thick with muscle. His abs had a full eight pack that pointed down to his massive cock. 

“My my, someone is a very big boy.” I nearly gasped when he revealed his monster cock to me. 

My body moved on its own. I knelt down in front of him and took his cock into my hands. The skin was so soft and warm. It felt so big and heavy in my hand. My own dick had never felt like this before. I realized that until now, I had never held a real cock in my hands. My dick was actually a sissy clit this whole time. 

“Fuuuuck.” Jamal cursed as he looked down on me. When I looked up at him for an explanation, he continued. 

“Never had a woman as beautiful as you on her knees for me before. I’m about to bust a nut just looking at you.” 

“You’re young. I’m sure you can go again in no time.” I squeezed his cock. I pretended to be confident but I really didn’t know what to do. 

I did however know what I wanted to do.  I leaned forward and licked the head. The taste was different but not unpleasant. I found that I wanted more of it. 

I opened my mouth and stretching my lips around the thick head of his dark chocolate penis. It felt so heavy and alive on my tongue. There was such a masculine and musky flavor that my mind was going blank from lust. I sucked on it hard like a delicious lollipop. 

Jamal grunted above me. His beautiful chocolate muscles flexing as he pumped into me. Unable to stop himself, he grabbed my head and began fucking my face hard. 

He started using me as his fuck toy. I whimpered in pleasure at the sensation, which only made him more aggressive. His cock was reaching so far back into my mouth. Then the head pushed against my throat causing me to gag. 

Jamal muttered a quickly apology and was about to pull out when I stopped him. 

“No. I want everything.” I said wrapping my hand around the base of his shaft and balls. His thick black cock was dripping with spit and precum. I slapped it all over my face. His was so powerful. It made feel like a true sissy. 

“Damn right.” Jamal grabbed my face and thrust his cock into my mouth. He was even more aggressive than before. 

I had to hold on to his thick muscular thighs to keep steady as he pounded away at my face. 

My whole body felt so hot and alive at the sensation of my throat being used. 

I realized that this was my place on my knees servicing cock. My balls began to tighten and my clit was rigid hard. 

“Fuck bitch. I’m gonna come soon. Where do you want it?” Jamal’s entire body trembled. He was getting close. 

“My throat. All over my face.” I said hungrily. I had never wanted to taste cum before. But nothing had ever felt as right as this moment. 

I was on my knees fully dressed up as the most gorgeous woman I had ever seen servicing a big black thick cock. 

My whole body felt like it was on fire from arousal and excitement. There was sexual energy pulsing inside me that couldn’t be contained. 

Jamal’s warm wet and sticky cum flooded my mouth. The taste made my entire body go hot with pleasure. My throat tightened around his cock as my entire body tightened with the force of my own orgasm. It started deep inside me before bursting forth from my clit without any contact at all. It felt so powerful my mind had gone blank from ecstasy. 

I had spilled my juices all over my panties. It dripped down my leg as Jamal’s cum dripped from my lips. I was truly a horny slut. 

“That felt so good.“ Jamal groaned as he fell on the floor. “Best blowjob ever Miss Lila.” 

I licked my lips, savoring the taste of his cum. It had felt so good to take him inside of me. 

“I’m really happy you enjoyed that.” I shakily stood up. My legs felt like jelly. My hair was a mess and my dress was in an awkward state. But I still felt glamorous and gorgeous. 

I was headed to leave when Jamal stopped me. 

“I think you’re forgetting something Lila.” Jamal suddenly grabbed my arm. He was so strong, his hold didn’t even bulge as I tried to pull away. 

“What?” I turned around. 

His thick black cock was already at full mast again. 

“I’m young remember? I’m more than ready to go again.” Jamal suddenly crowded me into his door. He was so much bigger and taller than me. “You want this piece of black meat don’t you slut?” 

My whole body shivered at this new dominant side that possessed Jamal. He was taking control of everything. 

“Plus. I think you owe me now.” Jamal said darkly. 

“What do you mean?” I gasped. 

“Would you want all the neighbors to know Ms. Lila is actually Mr. Leslie.” Jamal growled into my ear. He reached down and squeezed my clit. 

“Jamal. I can explain.” I gasped. He began toying with my tiny dick with his index and thumb, treating like a clit. 

“Even though it’s a tiny, this is a dick.” Jamal laughed at me. 

“That’s my clit.” I gasped as he squeezed it. “I’m a sissy.” 

“Sissy huh? No wonder you look damn good.” Jamal grinned winked at me. He pressed his cock against mine. 

“Well. You know what sissies should do with real cocks. I want that ass.“

“Yes. ” 

 Chapter Eleven

“Strip for me. And make it sexy. I want a show.” Jamal said as he laid back on his bed. He stroked his already hardening cock lazily as he watched me. 

My whole body felt hot with excitement. I had never had to perform for someone before. Before tonight, I hadn’t even felt sexy. 

But that was the old Leslie. The new sissy Lila was a sexual being, someone who was confident and alluring. 

I began by taking of my jacket. I turned around and rolled my shoulders in a seductive pose. 

“That’s what I’m talking bout. Never realized how hot you were before Leslie.” Jamal grunted as he stroked his thick cock. 

“Lila.” I corrected him. But I forgave him for his mistake. He would learn soon enough. 

I wanted it bad. I was already imaging that thick dark rod entering my tight ass pussy. 

“Do you have lube?” I said just as I pulled the zipper down of my dress. The fabric peeled away from my body like a second skin. 

Now I was only wearing sexy lingerie and heels in a man’s room. 

Jamal opened his bedside drawer without taking his eyes off me. His jaw hung open as he watched me walk over to him. I could see gaze following the swaying of my hips. It felt like I had him under a spell. 

The desire he felt for me was thick in the air. This was my power as a sissy. 

“Damn. You look like a real woman. Make-up is crazy.” Jamal licked his lips as I crawled on the bed. 

Although my chest was flat, Marina had contoured me cleavage, giving me the illusion of them. I bent down and pushed my face onto his thick chocolate cock. I loved the heat emanating from his pulsing member. 

“Damn. I’m going to nut again.” Jamal groaned once I took the head of his cock deep into my mouth. 

I quickly released it. This wasn’t the time for that. I needed to prep myself to get fucked. I turned on my back and slowly bent over, pushing my ass to his face. 

Jamal grabbed my hips and spread my ass cheeks wide. He pulled the lacy thong to the side, exposing my pussy. 

Before I could even wonder if he would be disgusted, his tongue was plunging into my hole and eating me out. 

“Oh yes.” I arched my back and moaned. Marina had been telling me how good being eaten out was. I never believed her. But my whole body was trembling from pleasure. 

It wasn’t enough. I needed something bigger and thicker inside of me. 

“More.” I demanded. 

“Fuck. You taste so good.” Jamal slapped my ass. 

Before I could complain, his cold lubricated finger pushed into me. Jamal was patient with his thick fingers. He added one more once I was completely stretched out. Soon, I realized he had three fingers all inside me. 

“So fucking hot and wet.“ Jamal groaned. He pulled his fingers out and move me to lay down on my back. My little clit had poked out of my lacy underwear. “Well, well, well. What do we have here?” 

Jamal flicked my tiny clit. He then slapped his thick cock over mine. 

“Yeah. You’re a sissy all right. Look at that. No way you’re a man like me.” Jamal reasoned out loud. He big black cock bullied my tiny clit dick. Even his balls were much bigger than mine. 

“Hurry Jamal.” I moaned. I ran my hands over my sexy body. I was so close to feeling like a true sissy. 

“Hold you legs up like the slut you are.” Jamal growled at me. 

I followed his command, exposing my ass pussy to him. 

He pushed his cock into me. The head was so wide and big. I had never taken anything that big before in my ass. 

My whole body tightened as I accepted his big black cock into my body. 

Inch by inch, the meaty monster slowly started to fill up my hungry pussy. The stretch felt absolutely magnificent. 

When I opened my eyes, I found Jamal’s dark masculine body over mine. All his muscles were flexing hard and sweat was dripping from his body towards mine. I was being fucked like a woman. 

I gasped in shock once I felt him buried all the way in me. His cock throbbed inside my body. It was the most blissful experience in the world. I felt so full and satisfied. His cock was applying pressure to a spot deep inside that made my entire body light up. 

Jamal paused allowing me to catch my breath. Then he opened his eyes and grinned at me. He was going to fuck me hard. 

His hips thrust like a machine as it pounded away at my body. He grabbed my slender body with his hands, holding me steady as the entire bed quaked with force of his thrusts. 

I was screaming like a mad woman as his cock kept pounding away at the sensitive spot inside me. It was driving

me wild. The pool of pleasure filled up in my belly and threatened to burst within minutes of his powerful strokes. 

All my sense were supercharged with pleasure and ecstasy. I wrapped my arms around his neck urging him to fuck me harder and faster. 

His cock pummeled me nonstop. I was so full. 

Then my body began to tighten. I felt my entire being shake as my orgasm swept over me like a tsunami of concentrated ecstasy. My body wrapped tightly around his cock causing him to slam it into me hard. The cock pulsed. His warm liquid seed poured inside me. My body squeezed every single drop from his cock as I climaxed so powerfully everything turned white. 

Jamal collapsed on top of me completely out of breath and unconscious. I had drained him of everything. 

I stared up at the ceiling wondering how I got her. I was wearing a beautiful wig and woman’s lingerie. My young tenant with his massive cock was snoring over me, my ass and belly full of his cum. 

Never had I even imagined being in a situation like this. 

It was the best thing to have ever happened to me. 

Jamal began to stir. The young bull was probably ready to breed me again. 

My ass pussy throbbed in excitement. 

I couldn’t wait. 
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