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INFLUENCER TURNED SISSY

I breathed in deeply and flexed my whole body as my phone took photos of me. I was posing in just my underwear, the rest of my body oiled up and glistening in the natural light of my apartment’s floor-to-ceiling windows. I had just put on my best cologne as well – obviously it didn’t come across on camera, but it boosted my confidence and made me feel sexier.

I continued this process multiple times with several poses: on my hands and knees with my ass to the camera, tilting back and making eye contact with the camera lens; looking down at the camera with a smirk and my bulge just out of shot; standing with my thumb in the band of my boxers, pulling it down just a little to tease the viewer…

I then took some more casual photos with my phone in my hand, not my tripod. I wanted them to look more casual, almost candid, to foster a sense of familiarity with my audience. It isn’t healthy for them per se, but parasocial relationships sell well…

I slipped a t-shirt on, sat on the edge of my bed, and began editing the photos. I always felt awkward looking over my own photos – seeing myself as sexy was near impossible, despite my profile. I ultimately saw my own sexuality as a means to an end, an unappealing part of my career rather than something sincerely erotic.

But, as I always did, I edited them in my signature style with lots of light and a gentle grainy filter, and uploaded them with a casual and flirty caption, hoping for lots of engagement. Finally, sighing, I turned my phone off and flopped onto my bed.

My phone buzzed as usual, telling me about the subsequent likes and comments and shares and follows. This was pretty common whenever I posted anything online, but what surprised me was a unique bzz bzz bzz that came from my phone. Curiously, I picked it up and looked through my notifications, and found a message to my PR account:

Hey there Riley! We love your content. We’re “FemGen,” a new health and beauty brand. We were wondering if you would be up for advertising our products? We would send you some of our brand new Transform supplements, you would take them for a week and report your progress on your social accounts. Positive or negative, we want genuine reviews and you will get rewarded even if you hate the product. Hope to hear from you soon. From Charlie (FemGen’s social media manager)

I was really surprised to have been offered a brand deal so early in my influencer career. I didn’t have that many followers, barely 20 thousand, and my content wasn’t what I would consider ‘advertiser friendly’... Especially with all of my public profiles funneling into my more explicit, paid pages. But why not? It was just gonna be some multivitamins or something, and I would get paid for using something I normally pay for.

Hi Charlie :) I would love to do that for you!  How much is the payment? - Riley

It took less than a minute for my phone to buzz again.

Great! We’ll send you a supply of our Transform range right away! The payment is $100 per post, and you’ll get a cut of every sale that comes to us using your personalized link. Plus, we think you’ll find there’ll be plenty more rewards over the course of the supplements ;)

Huh. The end of the message was a bit weird, but I decided to go for it. The worst that would happen is I get $700 and take placebo pills for a week, right?

That sounds great. Looking forward to your package arriving! I’ll send over my details in a sec!

Now all I had to do was wait.



The second the parcel arrived, I started filming for my story (shirtless, obviously).

“Hey everyone, I just received my delivery from FemGen! I’m super excited to start taking these supplements, and I can’t wait to share the results with you,” I said cheerily, grinning at the camera. “Now let’s take a look inside…”

I uploaded the first part of the story, and then took the box to a table. I quickly scribbled out my address, and began filming again, this time focusing on the box.

“The packaging is great,” I told the phone. I rubbed my finger along the side of the box to try and emphasize my point. “Really smooth but strong, you can tell it’s good quality.”

I slowly lifted the lid of the box up, and faked a gasp when I saw the contents. “Wow, look at this! It’s so organized inside, and they even gave me a free gift!”

I picked up the gift, which looked like a candy bar.  Then, I read the label out loud: “FemGen Transform Quik Bar - strawberry and white chocolate flavored snack full of protein and vitamins, perfect for when you’re tired and just want to kick your feet up. I’ll have to try this after the gym I think!”

I took the viewers through the little tablets, all in their own colored wrapping with ascending numbers (one to seven) written on them. I praised the design of everything, but, to help my viewers think I wasn’t a shill, disapproved of FemGen using so much packaging when all of the tablets could fit into one wrapping. Sustainability was a huge thing now, even in horny consumers.

Finishing off the story, I flipped my phone camera back to face me. “I’ll give you guys daily updates on FemGen. Despite their name, I think it’s really great that this company is branching out to male influencers and showing us that health isn’t gendered. There’s also a code on screen right now which will make your first order from FemGen totally free! You just need to pay shipping. You can use it now, or if you want to wait for my full review you can use it at the end of the week! I’ll see you guys later.” I winked at the camera lens, and stopped recording, quickly editing in text with the promo code and then uploading the video.

I picked up the small instruction leaflet that was in the box, and read through it. It advised me that the medicine was best taken with water, so I poured myself a glass and then opened the navy blue package that had the number one written on it.

The pill itself was unassuming. It was a pink and chalky circle, and I swallowed it with no problem. I made a note on my phone of the time that I took it, so I could take it at the same time each day. Then, I got back to editing the video I had filmed that morning.

In the video, I was slowly fucking a fleshlight that I’d clamped down so I could use it hands free. There were constant wet noises that made me blush watching back; I don’t know how I didn’t feel embarrassed in the moment. The majority of the video was focused on my ass, moving back and forth and tensing as I moved. There was the occasional part where the camera focused on my balls, and their little twitches as I got closer to my climax.

I stuck my watermark over the video, and cropped out the awkward parts where I was repositioning or taking a break so I didn’t cum too soon. Everybody liked longer videos: more bang for your buck, literally. I uploaded the completed video to my paid subscribers, and uploaded a censored screenshot to my free and public profile. Now I could relax, and let the pill do its work.



I decided to track what the pills did to me. The first day, not much happened, but I did notice my sex drive was lowered.

Nothing much happened on the second or third days either, but the packaging of the tablets changed each day. The second day was a lighter blue than the first day, and the third day was a lighter blue still, with a little bit of purple.

The fourth day was weird though.

I woke up from a horny dream, which wasn’t unusual. The tip of my cock was leaking pre-cum a little, which also wasn’t unusual. But, I wasn’t hard. And however much I tried, I couldn’t get hard. I also felt a different kind of horny. Normally I felt like a wild animal, desperate to throw my leg over a pretty girl and rail her. But now I was feeling the opposite: I wanted to be the girl. Well, not the girl, I just… I wanted, needed, to be filled. But why? Surely it wasn’t the pills?

I knew I had to film content that day, so I, tentatively, began researching first-time anal play. If I had an urge or a new kink or something, I got it out of my system by creating content. This urge shouldn’t be any different.

I already had lube (the most highly recommended thing in every article) and I had a couple of dildos from videos that I filmed with other people. None of them had a flared base, which the articles also insisted was necessary, but I knew I wasn’t going to get much into me so I didn’t think it mattered.

A couple of articles also recommended pampering yourself beforehand, so I took a long, hot shower. I used shampoo and conditioner instead of just using shampoo (or, as I did sometimes, using body wash in my hair - it was so much more practical), I scrubbed myself thoroughly multiple times, and I reveled in the heat and the steam that was gathering in the room. The desire never left me though: the whole time, my hole was begging for something to fill it.

After I stepped out of the shower, I patted my skin with a soft towel to a point where it was mostly dry. I then began to apply oil to my body, as I was about to go on camera. I doubted I would upload this video - my audience might shun me - but in the event that I did I wanted to look my best.

I found a good spot that was lit nicely for the time in the day, and began setting up: my camera, my supplementary light, the toy, a towel, lube, and a bottle of water. I pressed record and got into position, kneeling in the middle of the shot.

I slathered the towel with lube, letting the excess drip onto the towel out of shot. I smeared a little onto my asshole as well, and felt my heart thud with trepidation. I don’t know what was making me so sure in my actions. On a normal day, I would still be sitting in bed debating what to do, but today I had been proactive about putting a silicone cock in my virgin asshole…

I held it between my legs, and leaned forwards, showing my ass to the camera.

I really had no idea how best to do this, despite my research. I’d fucked girls in the ass before, but I’d never taken their anal virginity, so this whole entire concept was new to me.

I took a deep breath, and slowly leaned backwards, gasping and tensing as I felt the tip push against my rim. I whined a little bit as I pushed even further, and I was tempted to give up completely when I felt a small twinge of pain. I had expected the pain, sure, but this pain was different. It was a little sharp, but also slightly dull – it was weird. But I also knew that I wanted more of it, immediately.

I pushed it even further and felt it pop into me, finally breaching more than just my pucker. I let out a choked gasp mixed with a little grunt, and froze, letting myself get accustomed to the feeling of being penetrated. Slowly, I took more and more of the dildo into my ass. It was strangely addicting, and I felt more and more eager the further it went into me. Maybe I would need that flared base after all…

More quickly than I would care to admit, I was bouncing up and down on the dildo. Not too deeply I think – it only felt like a couple of inches – but enough that I felt slutty over my actions, which was a new feeling. I was also gently moaning now, embracing the slut role even more. If my followers watched this video and enjoyed it, surely they’d also enjoy moans?

My asshole was getting dangerously close to swallowing the whole fake cock now as I bounced and bounced over it. I blushed at this revelation, weirdly proud of the fact that I’d taken seven inches of cock my first time. It was fantastic, and my mind raced as I thought more and more about what possibilities this could unlock. Even if my current audience didn’t enjoy this, there were other audiences that enjoyed watching men get fucked, right? And it didn’t have to be with a man, or even on my own – women liked fucking men too, and pegging was becoming more popular by the day. Surely I could make a career out of this?

I daydreamed about being railed by beautiful women, with even larger cocks than I was using on myself now, and the fantasies made the experience even more pleasurable. I also heard the wet, sloppy sounds coming from the lube and the dildo and my hole all working together, and it made me blush harder than I’d blushed watching my fleshlight footage. Now I was the one being fucked. I was the one with the wet, messy hole, with some stud cock fucking me. I was the one moaning like a whore as I got pounded.

I kept bouncing and bouncing, and started to use my arm and wrist to manually move the dildo into me. I whined in disappointment as I felt my fingertips (wrapped around the end of the cock) touch my skin: I wanted more, I needed more, and more, and more. I needed to be fucked, to be filled, but why did I have this urge out of nowhere?

After the session, I felt all giddy and warm. I had experienced something akin to an orgasm - the rush, the build-up, the crash and the euphoric release - but I still hadn’t managed to get hard, and I hadn’t ejaculated either. This was the weirdest thing that had happened so far, and it had to be the work of the pills. Right?



The next day, everything was worse. I woke up and felt wetness between my legs, but when I went to examine it I found that it wasn’t from my cock – my ass had become self-lubricating, just like a vagina. What the fuck?

I tried to remember the dream I’d just had, to try and explain my horniness. The dream was already fading from my memory, but I remembered a few things: I was in front of a window, on my knees, getting fucked from behind. I couldn’t remember if it was a man or a woman, but I weirdly didn’t care. I just longed for the dream to become reality: to be bent over, to be gripped tight, to have my hair pulled, to be spanked, to be treated like I treated the girls in my videos… It was insanely hot.

“Please,” I whined, thinking about the dream, and I gently fondled my cock on instinct. It still didn’t hit the spot, but I was regaining pleasurable sensations in it. Not enough to make me cum though – I knew I’d have to get the toy out again for that.

I swung my legs out of bed and walked over to the trunk full of sex toys. I rifled through, desperately hoping that a bigger dildo had manifested overnight. It, of course, hadn’t, so I pulled the same one out as yesterday and I lubed it up again, with less lube than yesterday this time. I lay in my bed on my back, and opened my legs apart. I felt vulnerable like this, again like the girls in my videos (or how I imagined they felt) when I made them pose and show off for my camera.

I ran my fingertip over my hole, circling it, but I couldn’t tease myself for long. I never had been able to tease myself, to edge myself or deny myself: I was a glutton, selfish, needy and desperate. So, I quickly moved to plunge the fake cock into my hole, and I sighed with relief as I felt it enter me.

It didn’t take long for me to be taking it all the way inside me again, and I wondered if I should film this too. But no, I was too damn needy and impatient to bother with setting up the camera and lighting, and I couldn’t wait that long to be fucked like this. It was practically a primal urge by this point.

This time, I wasn’t ashamed either: by my neediness, the wet shlicks coming from my hole, or the feeling that I got when the dildo entered me again, like a missing part of me had returned. It felt incredible, and scratched every itch I had ever had. I clenched a little around it and gasped as I felt it even more, impossibly full. I blushed a little, shocked at the slut that I was becoming. Sure, I was a slut before: I loved fucking women and I was always horny, but being fucked, wanting to be stuffed full of cock like I was made for it… This felt different. More slutty.

Soon, the wonderful warmth of an orgasm hit me. And this time, a little spurt of cum came out of my dick. It was nowhere near as much as usual, but I was relieved that I didn’t have something wrong with my member. Maybe this anal thing was just a weird fantasy that I’d had for a long time and the pills helped me access it. Kind of like therapy, but in tablet form. Maybe I should put that in my story…

The fifth day, I woke up in the middle of the night, hornier than before, and with a sore chest. I gently rubbed my hands over my chest, unable to see anything in the dark, and froze when I felt the slightest bumps. I wasn’t a super buff guy, and I hadn’t really worked out for months, so it couldn’t be muscle. Plus, I never remembered muscle being this soft or tender… And my nipples, they were a little bit puffy as well, and it felt amazing when I touched them, immediately sending tingles of pleasure to my cock. That had never happened before. Fuck.

I hurriedly reached for my phone off the nightstand, and rushed to get online. I looked up the company, FemGen, and began searching for reviews. In hindsight, I should’ve done this before taking the damn pills.

Five stars. Set me free in so many ways.

Five stars. If you know you know ;)

Five stars. Excellent pills, fastest results I’ve seen. Brings peace of mind. And great customer service too.

Four stars. Good product.

Five stars. Excellent, did exactly what I needed it to do.

Five stars. Helped discover new parts of me.

And then, after a bunch of scrolling, I found what I was dreading:

One star. WTF??? Grew tits, made me girly, messed with my cock. Awful product, I’m reporting the company, would give -100 stars if I could!

What the hell?

I messaged the FemGen account immediately, and began to demand a whole bunch of things: compensation, someone to come fix everything, that they disclose this to people more obviously… I got a response pretty quickly, just like before.

Hi Riley! It’s Charlie here. We’re really sorry to hear you’re disappointed with us. We can send one of our team over right now if you want – we find that this method works best, and you’ll feel more at ease talking to someone in person.

I agreed to this, and, to my surprise, someone was at my door within two hours. Just how big was this company?

I opened the door to a beautiful woman, a dark-haired, tan amazon with a perfect body. She was dressed in a crisp pant suit, and smelled of vanilla and orange blossom. Speechless, I just gawked at her.

“Riley?” she asked, raising an eyebrow at me.

“Y- yeah.”

“I’m Ana. I understand you need help with your FemGen user experience. Let me inside, and we can have a talk.”

I swallowed hard, and stood out of the way, inviting her into my home. I closed the door behind her, and followed her to the couch. She unclasped her bag, and pulled out some papers.

“You’ve taken Transform, yes?” she asked, without looking up at me.

“Yeah,” I replied.

“How many doses?”

“Four or five.”

“Right.” Ana read the papers for a moment, flicking between them, and then set them down before looking up at me. “And what are your issues with the medication?”

“It… They’re making me… Womanly,” I told her, embarrassed.

“And that’s a bad thing because…?”

“No, no! It isn’t a bad thing to be a woman, but I’m a man.”

“I see.” She scribbled something on the paper. “And what would your ideal recourse be?”

“To reverse whatever’s happened to me!” I blurted out. How didn’t she get this by now?

“Mhm.” She wrote something else. “That’s possible.”

“Great, how can we get that started?”

“We’ll be in touch at a later date. I am obliged to ask you a few more questions though, Mr Jackson.”

I sighed. “What are they?”

“How pleasurable would you say the effects of Transform are?”

“What?” I yelled, standing up in shock.

She repeated the question firmly and calmly.

“I mean… I’ve… Yeah, it felt nice I guess?” I answered, unsure of how to answer. How did she know about what I’d done to myself, what I’d felt?

“Out of ten?”

“Eight, maybe?”

“Hm.” She didn’t write anything down. “Are you sure?”

“I think so.”

“That’s weird… Can we try something?”

“Like… What?” I asked, nervous.

“Have you had any out-of-character dreams since taking FemGen?” she asked evasively.

“I guess, yeah.”

Ana made intense, pointed eye contact, and I tensed up once more. “Would you like to make them a reality?”

A million thoughts raced through my head at that moment. Yes, no, maybe, why, what the fuck was going on, should I do this, how doomed was I, who even is she, how was this happening?

“What do you mean?” I asked eventually, meek and quiet.

“Would you like me to fuck you, Riley?”

Everything about her was intimidating. She sat up straight with her hands folded neatly on her lap. Her hair was pulled into a tight bun with not a single strand out of place. And, worst of all, she was perfectly comfortable asking a stranger if they wanted to be fucked by her.

Truth be told, I did want to be fucked by her. I wanted her to fuck me. Anything to satisfy the aching need deep inside of me. But she was a stranger and I was embarrassed and if I said yes would the company refuse to help reverse the process?

“Riley?” Ana said, bringing me out of my thoughts. “Would you like me to fuck you?”

Before I could stop myself, I heard the words tumble out of my mouth. “Yes, please.”

“Good girl.”

Good girl?! I was offended and mad and confused, but I couldn’t deny that it sent a warmth flooding through my body, feeding into my newfound desires.

“Come on, then,” Ana said. “Show me to your bedroom.” She offered her hand to me and I took it, before beginning to head up the stairs to my room. She walked slowly behind me, and I blushed as I realized my ass would be very close to her face and she would be getting a very good view of me.

We walked into the bedroom, and I pulled my hand away from hers gently. She looked at me like she was hungry for me. Truth be told, I was similarly hungry for her. Or, at the very least, hungry to be filled by her.

I smiled awkwardly at her, and she began to take her clothes off. I could do nothing but watch, amazed at her body.

I'd seen a lot of women naked before, yes, but it never failed to get me going when I saw a woman strip, especially a woman that was going to dominate me, going to claim my hole as hers. I shuddered.

I gingerly followed suit, pulling my own shirt off, but my eyes never left my body. I felt embarrassed about my appearance as she looked at me in turn. I hadn't really felt this feeling before: normally I was the one in control, the one with the power, and I hadn’t ever had it in me to feel anything other than authority. But now, she was in control, and I was here in front of her with breasts forming and a broken cock.

She was soon wearing nothing but her underwear. It was a black pair: frilly, lacy panties that sat around her hips, and a beautiful matching bra that pushed her tits up to her chin. Her waist was beautiful too, and her legs and her shoulders and everything, and god I wanted to touch her.

Meanwhile, I was there in just my boxers and my socks. I tried to cover my chest without being obvious about it, but she quickly walked over and pulled my arm down.

“You look fine, Riley,” she told me, as if she knew my thoughts. It unsettled me in one way, but comforted me in another.

“What are you gonna do?” I asked, swallowing thickly.

“I’m gonna make you feel good, “ she said plainly. “That's all.”

I nodded, and reached to pull my boxers down. She didn't stop me, and I let them slip to the floor. I was too stunned to move, frozen by her laser focus on what was between my legs. She looked almost pleased, like the cat that had got the cream. She reached down, and brushed against my cock with her fingertip.

I bucked forward into her touch.

“So responsive…” she murmured. “I thought you were unhappy with the tablets? You said in your DM that you didn't have much response in your cock, right? Your pretty little girl-cock?”

I tensed, staring at her. “What?”

“Your girl-cock. You said you didn't have much sensation in it, that it wasn't working correctly, didn't you Riley? So what's this, hm?” She gripped my shaft, and pumped her hand a few times. I felt my cock stiffen slightly, responding to her touch like I’d never been touched before.

“It hasn't been like this since I took the pills, I promise.”

“Maybe you just needed the right woman?” she asked.

“Is that you?” I asked under my breath.

“It could be. Or it could be you.”

“I'm not a woman though, Ana,” I asserted.

“You can be. You will be.”

“How? Because of some stupid pills?” I balked. Sure, I could go along with the girl-cock roleplay, being called a good girl, but her saying I was going to become a woman? What was wrong with her?

“So let me fuck your pretty pussy, baby,” she whispered. “If you can’t cum just from being fucked, that's proof that you're a real man. In which case, I'll arrange everything with our team for this to be reversed. Do we have a deal?”

I nodded, sure I was up to the task. “Okay. Deal.”

“Good girl,” she said again, and my cock twitched. I hoped that she hadn't seen it, but her smirk told me everything I needed to know. “Come to the bed, pretty thing.”

I nodded, and padded over to my bed. I’d done so much here to other women, and now it was my turn to be used and fucked like that. I felt my heart thud in my chest.

Tentatively, I lay on the bed, and shuffled until I was comfortable. Ana climbed on top of me, caged me in with her arms, and kissed me softly. She tasted like her perfume – vanilla and orange – and she was impossibly gentle. We kissed like this for a while, tender and slow, and my hands had found their way to her hips, holding her in place.

We pulled apart eventually, panting, and she grinned at me. “You certainly kiss like a woman, Riley.”

I blushed furiously and stared up at her. “Aren’t you gonna fuck me? Get this over with?”

She licked her lips. “Of course. Legs apart.”

I spread my legs as she asked, and she delighted in my exposed body. She reached forwards and pumped my cock in her hand again, and I couldn’t help but buck up into her touch. After a minute or so of me fucking her hand, she pulled away, leaving me gasping. She just grinned.

She then spat on her index and middle finger, before pushing my thighs up, showing her my ass. She teased my tight hole for a while, circling the rim and pushing just the fingertip in before pulling away, but she relented after I whined a ‘please.’

She plunged her fingers into my asshole, and I instantly melted into her touch.

“Fuck,” I breathed out, moaning a little. I could see her grinning at me, and I rebelliously tried to stop myself from reacting, but I knew this was useless.

She fingered me powerfully for a while, enjoying my reactions: my moans, the way my body clenched, the way I tried to take more of her inside me, everything. I was loving this feeling, and I knew that it was only going to get better.

“Are you ready for me, pretty girl?” Ana asked me, kissing my thigh.

“Please, Ana,” I breathed out, my body burning with arousal.

“Good girl,” she said with a grin, and she slowly pulled her fingers out of me. I missed them the second they left me, and I blushed at my sluttiness.

“How much have you been able to take, angel?” she asked.

“It's the purple one in the trunk there,” I said, pointing. “I think it's about seven inches.”

“Very impressive, Riley,” she commented, and I couldn't help but feel proud. “Especially for an anal virgin.”

She walked over to the trunk and fished out the dildo. She examined it, rubbed it a little as if she were jerking off a real cock, and set it back in the trunk.

“I have something you'll enjoy more. Give me a moment, please, Riley?” Ana asked. I nodded, and she left the room for a minute or so.

When she returned, she had an eight inch dildo where her cock would be, and it looked strapless. It was thick, a lot thicker than both my own cock and my dildo, and was probably an inch longer than what I'd used on myself. I felt my legs tremble a little at the thought of it going inside of me.

She walked over, and I heard gentle buzzing coming from Ana's crotch. She obviously saw my frown, and quickly told me, “It has a vibrator that goes inside me, baby. We can both feel good.”

I nodded, and kissed her sweetly as she got back onto the bed. She kissed me too, and I smiled into the kiss. I was so focused on her lips and the taste of her that I didn't even notice what she was doing downstairs – she’d positioned the dildo at my entrance and had pushed into me.

When I felt it, I gasped loudly, my voice choked. “Fuck.”

“You like that, hm?”  Ana asked, pushing in some more. “You like getting dicked down? Fucked like a real girl?”

I smiled, “Yes, yes, yes.”

“You can call me Miss if you want,” she told me, kissing my forehead and filling me up even more. “You're my little slut now, okay? And you're doing such a good job taking my cock.”

“Thank you Miss,” I panted, pushing back into the dildo as best as I could.

“Good fucking girl.”

This carried on for a while, her stuffing me full of dick, and me submitting completely to her. I didn’t even care anymore that she was a stranger or that I had tits growing on my chest – I just needed to be fucked.

She leaned forward and kissed my neck, making me tremble under her in pleasure. I don't ever remembering feeling anything like this in any sexual encounter. It was amazing.

She nibbled at my neck, marking me as hers as she kept pounding me. Soon I could feel her thighs slapping into the backs of mine, and I grinned at the ceiling, knowing I was taking her whole cock in my tight ass. Like the other day, there were wet and sloppy sounds coming out of me, but unlike last time I was now acutely embarrassed because someone else was with me to bear witness to my intense arousal. The more she kept thrusting, the less embarrassed I became though – it was like she was fucking my thoughts away.

I felt the bed shake under me, and I grew giddy at the feeling of being pounded so hard. I was completely submissive, totally at this woman's whim, and I had met her less than an hour ago. I was becoming such a slut, and I loved it. But surely I could be like this and get fucked as a boy, not as a girl?

“So fucking pretty for me,” Ana panted in my ear, slamming into me. “Go on. Say it, slut.”

“I'm your pretty girl, Miss,” I whined out, panting as well.

She grinned and rammed her hips into me, making my eyes roll back in my head. I was completely claimed, a total cock slut.

Ana ran her hand through my hair, looking into my eyes as my legs began to shake and I got close to cumming. If I let her keep going, I would be stuck like this though: feminized and womanly, desperate to have my hole demolished at any moment. Did I want to let this happen? Could I let this happen?

“You’re such a good girl, Riley,” Ana practically growled, picking up the pace. “Go ahead, give in and cum for me. Show me what a sexy woman you are, how needy your body is that you can cum from me shoving my cock into your tight, wet hole. Become a woman, Riley. You know you want to.”

I knew in my heart that I wanted to give in, but my head was still reluctant. Soon though nothing could stop the racing train, thundering through my body. I couldn’t stop moaning, and I could barely keep my eyes open. Ana was fucking me harder than I’d ever fucked a girl before, and it was truly impressive. I gripped at her back and shoulders tightly, no doubt leaving scratches over her skin. She whimpered a little in my ear, and I wrapped my legs around her waist, keeping her deep inside of me.

“Please,” I moaned, my hole clenching and unclenching around her strap, and she bit my shoulder, prompting my orgasm at last. I groaned, bucking back and forth as I rode it out. I felt my cock explode onto my belly, my hot cum painting my skin.

“Good girl,” Ana said again, riding me through my orgasm. “But I’m not done yet.”

“What?” I gasped, barely unable to form thoughts.

“I’m gonna cum too, baby,” she told me, pounding just as hard as before. “Just let your Miss use your pretty sissy hole, hm?”

I nodded, and leaned my head up to kiss her. She smiled and slowed down a little, rolling her hips into me now. I assumed it made the vibrator feel better against her, particularly as her breathing had started to pick up.

Looking up at her, I noticed properly how beautiful she was. She had beautiful dark eyes, soft supple skin, and lips that I could lose myself in, plump and flushed and soft.

Soon she came too, trembling above me, and I fucked back into her, pushing the strapless dildo to keep some of the movement inside her going. She panted and whined above me, and I held her tight as she experienced her orgasm.

She eventually fell onto me, and kissed my cheek. “You’re such a pretty girl, Riley,” she told me.

“You’re prettiest,” I said back, blushing.

“So, to confirm,” Ana began, professionally again in an instant. “You are happy to remain as a woman?”

I slowly nodded, a shy smile blossoming over my face.

“Good girl,” she said as we kissed once more, and I felt giddy at the thought of my new life. “You’re gonna make such a gorgeous woman.”

THE END


Thank you so much for reading!




All my love, Rose xo


Thank you for reading one of my erotic shorts! I’m probably in the process of writing another one right now. Did you know that all my books are available to read for FREE if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? Plus, if you haven’t used it before, you can get two months for free. I use it all the time myself and I highly recommend it! So be sure to subscribe and then check out all my hot new releases, found on my Amazon Author Page.



ABOUT ROSE




Rose is a young erotica writer from New York City. She’s been an avid reader her whole life, and has written for most of that time too! She found her passion in erotic fiction, and now writes sexy stories about boys being feminized by dominant women and alpha males. She also indulges in some of these written fantasies in real life, which provides plenty of inspiration for her work ;)
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FEMINIZED BY THE LANDLADY




He couldn’t make rent, so she made him an offer he couldn’t refuse…




Kyle was floored when he learned his rent had gone up. He couldn’t afford the new price, but he couldn’t move as everywhere else was even more expensive. So he arranged a meeting with his landlady, Angela.




Angela proposed that Kyle model for her to make some extra money, and he quickly agreed, although found himself surprised that a woman would want his body on display.





But when he arrives the next day, he soon learns that Angela isn’t an amateur photographer like he assumed. She has a thing for girly boys wearing her lingerie and bending over for her…




Contains themes of: feminization, femdom, light BDSM, and tantalizing strap-on/pegging action.




Getting you excited? Read Feminized by the Landlady here!
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SEDUCING MY LESBIAN CRUSH


He liked her, but she only liked girls... So he became one.




Olly had been in love with his best friend, Clara, for years. The only problem? She was a lesbian.




It hurt but he was used to it, until he saw a message from one of her dates talking about Clara and her strap-on. Olly couldn't stop thinking about it, so he came up with a plan: he would dress up as a girl and land a date with his best friend.




He never expected he would enjoy being a sissy so much...




Contains themes of: feminization, femdom, and tantalizing strap-on/pegging action.




Getting you excited? Read Seducing my Lesbian Crush here!
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FEMINIZED BY THE SORORITY


He received an invitation to a sorority initiation, but didn't realize he would be the one joining...




Daniel was sent an invitation from the Pi Epsilon Gamma sorority, asking him to attend their next initiation. He agreed, and showed up as arranged.




But he got more than he bargained for when the girls begin to turn him into one of their own. And could he really go through with the final task of bending over for a frat boy?




Contains themes of: feminization, first-time, femdom, maledom, and sizzling male-on-sissy action.

ALSO BY ROSE WILDE...
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FEMINIZED FOR THE ALL-FEMALE HOUSE SHARE




He needed somewhere to live, but the only place available was women-only…




When Mike gets evicted, he’s forced to take drastic measures to find a new place to live. The only available room is in an all-female apartment, so he decides to dress as a girl to live there.




But why does he like being a girl? And what do his three new roommates want to do with him?




Contains themes of: feminization, first-time, femdom, sissy, harem, FFFM, humiliation, and sexy strap-on play.
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