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This is so Wrong

A First Time Sissification Story


Chapter 1

Moving up, I kissed her belly, hoping that I was sending shockwaves of pleasure through her body. But… she didn’t do anything. Didn’t move. Didn’t react as if she was feeling anything, and I could only question myself why.

I moved down, finding her feet. I liked feet, so I kissed and nibbled it as much as I could before noticing the same thing from before happening again. Shannon wasn’t enjoying this. She was naked. She’d chosen to be like this for me tonight, but she was… kind of lost in thought?

I moved up and asked, “What’s going on, love, why are you acting like this?”

She patted me on the head. “Don’t worry. You are doing it well. Keep it up.”

As if I was something else, just someone trying to get approval from the teacher, she left me hanging. Shannon wasn’t feeling like explaining anything to me, and that more than killed my impetus to go on with this.

Nevertheless, I couldn’t deny that the view of her exposed pussy was hitting all the right buttons right now. How could I resist something like that?

She’d shaved for tonight, and her folds seemed to glisten under the light of the ceiling, too.

The smell of her cunt was wafting in the air, but indeed something was missing about it, like she would rather be doing something else or be with someone who wasn’t me. But that couldn’t be, right? It wouldn’t make any sense…

I was her husband, after all.

And so, with that thought in mind, I played with her folds, teasing her. My eyes darted up, hoping to find the right kind of reaction – the one I was looking for from her – but again, nothingness prevailed.

Still kissing and playing with her folds, I made myself moan. Someone needed to moan in here, and in her absence, I was more than willing to fill the void.

But still, nothing of that was as good as having normal, exciting sex. What the fuck was going on here, and why the hell was I wasting my time instead of asking her about the issue between us?

Shifting up, I propped my head on my hand and asked her again, “Honey, what’s wrong?”

She turned her head to me, and on her face was an expression of nothingness and boredom. Shannon wasn’t going to make this easy on me, was she?

“Nothing is wrong, love. Why did you stop?”

“Because you are clearly not enjoying any of this?”

She shifted over and kissed me on the cheek. “Now, what’s making you think that? I am enjoying it.”

I exhaled, thinking if I should raise my tone or not with her. She was my wife, and I loved her, but I didn’t like it when people lied to me, and I was feeling that there was a lesson here she needed to learn.

“You are lying, Shannon, and I think it’s because you have a lover.”

I thought she was going to go nuts and cause a scene in our bedroom, but what she did was the opposite.

Grabbing a cigarette and lighting it up, she said, “So you’ve found out.”

“Huh?”

“There’s another man, Frank, and I’ve got to say… he’s much better than you are in the bed,” she said before blowing some smoke through her nostrils.

I got off the bed in a flash, fuming. I couldn’t believe she’d just told me that with such a casual look on her face. Shannon was toying with me now.

Her eyes slightly widened upon seeing my rage, but she still said the next thing with a very soothing tone.

“Calm down, or else the neighbors will call the police on us.”

“Let them,” I said, finding it impossible to admire her exposed boobs now and how big they looked.

With there being another man in her life… I didn’t have to ask why he fell in love with her. Shannon had an hourglass-like body, skin as smooth as butter, and lips so full one could imagine there had once been an African ancestor somewhere in her genealogy tree.

Drawing some smoke in and then blowing it out through her nose, she said, “Come back here and let’s pretend nothing of that happened. I still love you.”

I was naked, and my manhood was exposed in front of me. I wasn’t one of the biggest guys around, but I was more than enough to please Shannon. She’d never complained about it, so unless the guy she’d been meeting with was some kind of beast, I couldn’t understand why she cheated on me.

Patting on the mattress, she insisted, “C’mon, love. I have to work tomorrow and I’d rather finish this before midnight, if possible.”

“As if-”

And then, out of nowhere, a car pulled over in front of the house and someone stepped out, coming to the front door.

It had to be her new man.


Chapter 2

Her eyes shot wide upon hearing his footsteps, but I was faster than her when we raced to the front door. I threw it open before she could have as much as reached me, and indeed, in front of my home was standing a man.

And he was big.

He was massive, to be more precise. He was wearing a skin-tight white shirt, jeans, and had his hair cut shorter at the sides than at the top. His stubble just put mine to shame. I couldn’t grow a beard – not like it seemed he could – though Shannon had never complained about that, and so I’d never worried about it.

His eyes widened in amusement upon seeing me naked.

“And here I’d been thinking this whole time the husband was actually a real man.”

“Who the hell are you?” I growled.

“Her lover,” he said before marching in and pushing me aside with his weight, as if I was a cockroach he couldn’t even be bothered to stomp.

Shannon stopped in her tracks when her eyes landed on him. “Joseph!” She shouted before hopping to him and falling in his arms.

I shouldn’t have paid attention to this, but I still did as if there was some kind of alien thing growing up in my mind. He was her lover and he was so audacious he decided to come here and end all the farce.

So why the hell was my cock getting hard at the sight of his bulging biceps as he held her like she was a cheap plastic soccer ball?”

And it wasn’t just that, but just the mere sight of someone so imposing, virile, and strong was turning me on little by little. Joseph – and his name was already engraved in my mind – was much taller than me, too.

Thinking about this clearly, what hope did I have of ever pleasing Shannon the way he could?

Wouldn’t it be much easier to just accept my place as his… Well, whatever he wished to turn me into?

Putting her down, he said, “Now that I’m here, I think we need to do something about the husband. Can’t have him running around like a cockroach, annoying us.”

She leaned on him, one arm caressing his chest while the other worshipped his shoulder.

“I agree,” Shannon said.

When I spoke, my voice was nothing but a whisper.

“What are you going to do with me?”

“Oh, nothing out of the ordinary, and I think you know what it is.”

I shook my head.

“I don’t. Don’t speak in riddles with me.”

Pursing his lips, he padded forward and stopped right in front of me. “The difference is too big for you to ignore, don’t you think?”

“What do you mean?”

Like a flash, his hand grabbed mine and put it on his chest. “You can’t compare to me, can’t hope to ever measure up, no?”

Joseph was right. Just feeling his chest with my hand now, moving it here and there, sliding over and over, and feeling every line that defined it, all I could think about was how much my body needed to make me feel inferior to him.

And that was because… I was that. I was inferior to Joseph. He was bigger and taller. I should consider myself lucky I even married Shannon before he found her.

“Ahhh… I can see that glint in your eyes. There’s nothing like an inferior man finding his rightful place in life.”

“I’m sorry…” I murmured.

Shannon cocked her head, “You’re sorry?”

“I’m sorry I thought I could do something about this.”

Joseph grinned. “See, I knew he was going to come around. And it’s all going to be consensual. The way this is going is much better than I thought it would.”

“Please make me your loyal servant,” I said, dropping to my knees and bowing at his feet, as if I were Japanese.

A moment of silence ensued, and then he growled, “Stand up.”

I tilted my head up, looking at his face in wonder and fear at the same time.

“Huh? But I don’t get it.”

“Stand up, husband. We are going to make a sissy out of you tonight.”

Shannon clapped in joy. “Which means I’m going to have enough time to sleep and go to work tomorrow.”

“Yes, love. I don’t want you getting there late,” I said. “I wouldn’t forgive myself if that happened.”

Turning his head, Joseph ordered, “Shannon, grab your makeup stuff and take him to your vanity. We’ll begin with something simple.”

“We are not going to change him completely tonight?” She questioned, cocking her head again.

“Oh no, I don’t want to do everything in one go. Suffice to say all he needs is some makeup and a buttplug up his ass.”

“What’s a… b-buttplug?” I asked.

“Something you are going to learn to love,” Joseph said, caressing my cheek as if I was a little doll.

When he turned to Shannon again, he added, “And make sure to grab the one with the remote controller.”

Rubbing her legs together, she said, “Oh, that one?”

“Yeah, that one.”

“But don’t you think it could be too much for him?”

Draping an arm over my shoulders, making me feel as if I’d just doubled my weight, he said, “Not at all. I’m sure he’s going to love it.”

“You know, sometimes I think you might be too evil for your own good,” Shannon said.

“I’m not evil. I just know what people like,” he responded before pushing me to her.

Grabbing my hand, Shannon took me to our bedroom. The vanity was by one of the walls, and it looked so… beautiful, now that I was paying attention to it. I’d never thought so of it before. Something in me was changing, and I didn’t know what it was.

“Sit down,” she said. “We are going to begin it tonight.”

I pursed my lips, pondering if I should make this question that was flying about in my mind. Seconds later, I made a decision.

“Is he… going to be nice to me if I do everything he demands?”

Putting her hands on my shoulders and resting her chin on mine, she said, “Oh silly, but of course he will. Joseph is actually a very kind lover.”

Upon finishing saying that, she exhaled as she probably thought of all the things they did together behind my back.

And in the meantime, my dick was so hard. I couldn’t wait to be transformed into a sissy.


Chapter 3

Ihad to admit, my former wife did an amazing job. I now looked so different, though I still had a ways to go, as she’d said herself. But the makeup and the wig already made me feel more like myself, and I was thinking I should thank the much-better man Joseph for having made me see the way.

I stood there sitting at the vanity, admiring my new look. It was dark outside, so it was still night time.

Standing up, Shannon took me to him. He was in the guestroom, though that soon was going to change. My bedroom was going to be his, and I was going to live in the guestroom forever.

My little dickie was so hard. That’s what Shannon had said I should call it front now on. Just my little dickie and nothing else, for she knew Joseph wouldn’t appreciate if he thought I still considered myself a man.

I wasn’t one anymore. Not a man from now on.

Just a sissy.

Opening the door, I couldn’t help but feel so uncomfortable and nervous. I had no idea what my Master was going to think of me, if he was going to like my new looks, or if he would decide I needed further transformation.

Then, all of a sudden, I felt something shaking wildly inside my sphincter. The buttplug, of course. It had a rabbit’s tail, and it was so cute. I hadn’t been wearing it for too long, but I was already thinking I wouldn’t be able to live from now on without it.

And how could I have lived this whole time without something so precious? I thought to myself when he sat up in the bed.

I knew Master had a couple of things to tell me.

“Come over here, pretty little thing. I want you to see what you’ve been missing this whole time.”

When I got to him, I couldn’t help but pay attention to his huge, impressive manhood. It was soft, but already growing hard. Who would have thought a man of his caliber needed a sissy? I wouldn’t have.

I guessed that that helped him and was part of who he was. He just couldn’t go for months without turning a man into what I’d become.

I wondered for a moment how many he’d already transformed when he said one more thing to me.

“How are you feeling?”

“So, so good, Master.”

“Good, good. I want you to know I’m only doing what makes you feel better.”

“I am feeling a lot better about myself already, in fact, Master.”

Moving his hardening cock a little with his hand, teasing me, he said, “So, what do you think about it?”

“I think… it might be too much for me.”

He chuckled, and Shannon moved over to us. Looping her fingers around the bigger tool – the one she’d been pleasing this whole time behind my back – she gave it a couple of strokes.

I should be feeling pissed off, but I was happy.

I was happy she was happy and that we were sharing the same man.

“I can’t believe I’m going to have to compete with you now,” she said, giving me a lopsided smile.

Joseph settled his hand on her cheek and said, “Hey, it’s no competition. There’s enough of me to go around.”

I couldn’t help but disagree, “But you are still just one man.”

“That’s right, but there’s, again, nothing to worry about. Now, suck me off. I want to know if you are better than Shannon in that regard.”

Her cheeks flushed red, and for a moment I considered not doing what he’d ordered. Shannon was my wife most of all and I should be striving to make her happy every time, but then I remembered I was not really her husband anymore – just on the papers now – and that my Master could be an aggressive man if he didn’t get something his way.

It was thus with that thought in mind I wrapped my lips around his semi. He was uncut, and there was so much skin to play with. And I had to say, even though he wasn’t at full mast quite yet, I couldn’t even consider deep-throating him anytime in the future.

I knew I wouldn’t be able to resist all the pain I’d feel.

Shannon pursed her lips, her mind wondering if she should do it. When Joseph caught wind of that, he said, “C’mon, love. There’s no point feeling that way.”

She nodded and moved so that she was standing on her knees on the mattress, and then leaned in until she was playing with his balls. Using her tongue and fingers, she did all she could, turning this into a very unique harem. Even the lighting was bad, as it came only from the candles that had been lit up.

Swirling my tongue, I felt my little dickie go so hard. I could feel my orgasm coming, though I wasn’t going to shoot it out without my Master’s permission. He was the one here who could decide what we could and couldn’t do.

I’d never do anything against his wishes.

And finally, he’d gotten so hard he was stretching my lips all the way. I continued to suck him off, giving him head as best as I could. Bobbing up and down on him wasn’t enough, and so I used my hands as well to please him.

In the meantime, Joseph moaned and groaned, his body squirming a little. And also, the buttplug shook inside me every so often, sending shockwaves of pleasure that made it so hard for me not to let my climax take over my body.

Shannon then groaned louder than normal all of sudden, her cunt juices pooling in the bedsheets and wetting them. She’d just climaxed without my Master doing anything special. That was just how good in the bed he was.

I pulled my mouth away shily, looking into his eyes to find out what he was thinking. I was curious. I had no idea if I should still go on or not.

I needed to know what his next plan for me was.

“Alright,” he said, getting off the bed and moving over to sit in the chair by the wall. “I need you two to do something a bit more different this time.”

I blank twice, not understanding where this was going.

“Oh, don’t look at me like that. I’m sure you two are going to like it, right, honey?”

Standing on her knees, hands planted on the mattress, she nodded frantically.

Giving us a lopsided smile, he said, “Shannon, I want to find out how fast you can make him orgasm, and then I want you to lap up his load. There shouldn’t be much of it – not compared to me anyway – but I sure as hell want to see that happening.”

“What?” She asked, sounding as dumbfounded as me.

He shook his head, waving his hand.

“Now, I know that might sound odd and everything, but the thought of you doing that makes me so happy, and you want to continue seeing me happy, don’t you, love?”

She nodded once, swallowing her pride. Since we got married, she’d never done much with me. No wonder I didn’t have any heirs. And now, thanks to my Master, she was going to have to have real sex with me for the first time. Shannon was going to have to please me until I climaxed.

And then she was going to have to lick up all my cum. It was going to be glorious.

“Move over there a little,” she said.

Obeying her, I took Master’s former position, which was sitting on the bed with my legs open. I wasn’t wearing any sissy clothes, though if I had to guess, that was surely going to change sometime soon.

She crawled over, something deep and complex going over in her mind.

“I’m only doing this because he’s asking,” she said before lubing up her fingers, taking off my buttplug, and putting two of them inside me right from the start.

I’d never done anything like this before. Since the beginning of our wedded life, all I’d done was to please her, suckle on her teats, lick her folds, and do more of that sort of stuff. Shannon had always been the dominant one, and now things were no different. If anything, now that I was a sissy, that was even more intense.

Rubbing her fingers, teasing my pucker with them, and moving them in every way she could hurriedly, she brought me over the point of no return. When I felt my balls tensing up, it was too late, and I then was shooting my cum all over the bed.

“Fuck, this is actually pretty hot,” she uttered before bending her body over and licking everything up.

When she was done, she straightened up her back and looked over at our Master, who’d been jacking off this whole time at the view of what we were doing, and said, “I did it, Joseph. I tasted his cum for the first time.”

“For the first time, huh? Well, there’s so much more we're going to do together now that we are living under the same roof.”

And thus, that’s how my life as a sissy started.


I'm Going to Hell for This

A First Time Sissification Story


Chapter 1

So here I was, in his office, my heart beating so fast. I had no idea if he was going to like it or not, but I was here nonetheless and I was willing to see this through. He’d said he was going to enjoy getting a blowjob while he worked. That’s what he promised, but there was still the thing about my performance. Was I going to be good enough?

“How are you feeling?” He asked all of sudden from over the desk.

“Okay, I suppose.”

“Just okay? That’s not going to cut it.”

Gulping, I said, “I’m sorry, Master. I’m feeling better already.”

“Good, good. Now, give me head before my day begins to stress me out already.”

“Yes, sir!” I said before taking a good look at his cock.

It was impressive and so big and veiny I was wondering how I’d managed to get it into my mouth the first time we had sex. And to think this man here, of all people, was into sissies. He’d been transforming me since then, and I was just wondering what the next stage was going to entail.

Taking his dick in my hand, I could feel the hardness, the sponginess of the head, the curves, and the shape of his gland. He was uncut, which made him kind of exotic, and he was already leaking some of his pre-cum out. Joseph was so turned on.

I took his cock into my mouth, suckling on it. Swirling my tongue every so often, I applied pressure to his most sensitive regions. He moaned softly, and it was so low no one outside the office could hear him right now.

No one would know I was having sex with the man who had stolen my wife from me.

Though, thinking better about it now, he hadn’t stolen anything. Shannon had decided on her own volition to have a lover. I guessed I should be thankful, actually, that said lover was willing to continue keeping me as his pet.

Taking his cock out of my mouth, I said, “It’s so good, Master.”

“I know, and I’m considering giving you a gift once this is over.”

My heart jumped. “What kind of gift?”

“A pair of earrings, but it wouldn’t be any kind of pair. A sissy like you deserves the best only.”

Licking my lips, I was dreaming of looking at myself in the mirror, the earrings dangling from my ears. It would be marvelous. Master could be a harsh man sometimes, but he sure as hell made up for it by buying me nice stuff.

“Thank you, Master.”

“Yes, now suck me off again. I think someone’s coming.”

And as if he could predict the future, someone was then knocking on the door the moment I wrapped my small lips around his big gland. In the same instant, my tongue was invaded and taken over by the flavor of his pre-cum. It was so salty, and I could only imagine what the real cum was going to taste like again.

We’d had sex before when he came home, ended all the farce, and claimed my wife for himself, but I’d forgotten some of the details of that already. I needed a good reminder of what his balls could make.

Suckling on it like it was a paci and I was his little pumpkin, I continued to apply pressure with my lips to the right regions, making his cock throb, the whole thing growing hotter by the second.

There was nothing quite like getting a blowjob on the job, and Joseph here could do this many times each day now. I was set to forever live under his command, every little thing I did depending on what he wished my life to be like.

Opening the door and coming in, I could tell who it was before he opened his mouth.

Saul Bowers.

“Saul. So nice to see you here man. I wish I could stand up and shake your hand, but I can’t. There’s something very important I’m taking care of right now.”

“Right, right. It’s a nonissue, and I did come here for something else.”

The conversation proceeded to cover a business topic I couldn’t care about. It was right up in my alley, but it didn’t concern me because I’d never worked here and the prospect of ever returning to my old life wasn’t something I was cultivating. If anything, I was already dreaming yet again about what it was going to be like to have a new pair of earrings on.

“Fuck…” Master groaned, his dick shaking and then shooting his cum down my throat.

And he was doing it while his friend was still here, hearing everything. And there was so much to be heard, considering how much sperm he was squirting out. It was like some kind of fountain with an infinite supply of water.

And the flavor… Jesus, it was so salty. I couldn’t have enough of it, and so my tongue worked so hard to continue getting more and more of the stuff. And the thought of being this submissive, sucking off a much older man was making me incredibly hard, too.

I was wearing a pair of men’s underwear which I was already hoping I was going to change for something more appropriate, and it was getting soaked with my sperm. Of course, since I was a much less virile man, I couldn’t produce as much as Master, but there was still enough to wet the front of my pair of gray briefs.

Saul chuckled, though there was something about his chuckle I couldn’t quite put my finger on. It was almost like he was hiding a thought he didn’t want to make public at the moment.

“Have fun with her, Joseph,” he said before closing the door behind him and stepping out.

And indeed, my Master had lots of fun with me then.


Chapter 2

Wiping my mouth because Master had made quite a mess all over it, I stepped into the bathroom for men. For someone like me, it didn’t matter which bathroom I used. Most people here in the company were fine with my presence regardless of where I was, and they all made funny jokes about me. I was like their mascot, and I loved them all so much. Truly, I’d found the right place to spend most of my time in.

But then, all of sudden, a pair of hands grabbed my shoulders and shoved me against the wall.

Opening my eyes, I thought I was going to find a brute who wasn’t so okay with me being here and was ‘going to give me the lesson I deserved’, but my suspicion turned out to be wrong. It was Saul Bowers, and his eyes were coated with lust.

He wanted a piece of me, too.

“What are you going to do with me?” I asked, feeling the tightness of the dress I was wearing against my skin. I should have bought some clothes my size, but I was so lazy. I was wearing my former wife’s pieces. She was more than okay with that, and so, for now, I didn’t have much of a reason to go to the mall yet.

“I’m just thinking… Well, more like admiring the kind of beautiful princess you are. There’s no one here that turns me on as much as you do.”

“Not even Amanda?” I asked.

“Not even her,” he growled, moving his head closer to mine, a little to the side, and then sniffing and smelling me. “Gosh, you smell so nice you make my dick fucking hard.”

“I want a taste of it, too.”

“Wouldn’t Joseph get a little jealous?”

“Why would he, and why do you care?”

“He’s my friend. I don’t want to end up doing something he wouldn’t like.”

“You’ve got nothing to worry about,” I said, sneaking my hand underneath his shirt, bringing it up a little and feeling his hard, firm abs. And I was feeling his breathing too, his belly moving up and down, telling me that this man was alive.

“Maybe so, though I was thinking about something else. Here you are with this dress and some makeup, but you don’t really look like a sissy. You haven’t finished your transformation yet.”

I giggled. “Yes, that’s correct. I haven’t had the time for that yet. I had to rush so many things.”

“Do you want me to get some presents for you?” Saul asked, bringing his lips closer to mine, his dark blue eyes locking with my eyes, his stubble impossibly close to my face but not grazing my smooth skin yet.

“I’d love that,” I responded.

He then kissed me, his hands groping me as the thought of Joseph finding out about this grew intenser in my mind. I wasn’t sure if he would be okay with me being shared with someone else. Shannon was okay, but another man – a competitor – was a different matter altogether.

“And what are you going to do for me to make it come true?”

“Anything,” I murmured.

“Hmmm, anything?” He probed, his hands going down, pushing my skirt to my knees, and exposing my bottom half for him.

I was so hard, though I knew he wasn’t doing this for my little dickie. He was thinking about my pucker, about shoving himself balls-deep in there, and then filling me to the brim with his milk. And I had to be honest with this. The prospect of him doing that was making me so hard I was on the verge of climaxing without either of us having done much yet.

“Yes,” I murmured, arching my back as his hand massaged it, going from the bottom part to the upper side of it. It was so big, and he was making me feel so tiny, especially with the way he was keeping me pinned against the wall.

“Then, you give me no choice,” he said before whipping me around, ripping my skirt off, and parting my asscheeks in a heartbeat. I let out a soft gasp, though I wasn’t too shocked. I’d already been hoping he was going to do this, in fact.

Saul was so fucking hungry for some sissy-pussy!

Moving his hand along my buttcheeks, making them feel petite, and then playing with my pucker using his big fingers, he said, “You are irresistible, Frank. Joseph should have brought you here a long, long time ago.”

“Thank you, Master Saul,” I said as he pushed down his pants and underwear, getting his cock out and ready for the humping of his life.

Then, prodding it against my orifice, he commented, “Fuck, you are so tight.”

“I’m tight for you, Master Saul,” I said the moment he finally broke in, the gland going inside like a speeding train with the rest following right behind.

He was inside me now, and I could feel so stuffed all I could do was to moan loudly. Someone had to be hearing this, though at this moment Master Saul was making me feel so good I wasn’t worried about the consequences of that.

And he then pounded hard and true into me, slamming me against the wall. I planted my hands on it so that he didn’t end up hurting me, but it was still difficult to keep up. Master Saul was a beast of nature, and the more this went on, the harder it all got.

“Fuuuuck,” he growled, his shaft pulsing and shooting out his sperm.

It was sticky and so hot, and as he continued to grace me with it, the more he soothed my racing heart. I could feel it calming down by the second, my mind certain this was the life I’d chosen and that I wouldn’t have this any differently.

And finally, pulling out, I knew Master had one more thing to tell me.

“I’m going to the mall now, but I’ll be back soon with the presents I’d promised.”


Chapter 3

Master Joseph grabbed my hand all of sudden when I was crossing a hallway, taking me into his office room with so much force I’d thought he’d dislodged my shoulder. When he pulled his hand away and I checked my shoulder out, rotating it, I was quite glad nothing of the sort had happened, but damn… That was unlike him. He’d never been that violent with me before, and now I was worried he was going to do something even worse.

Marching to me, his eyes burning with hatred, he growled, “What the hell was that?”

“What was what?” I asked, stepping away and seeing him looming in front of me. Master Joseph was massive and now, with his chest heaving, he was looking even more so.

“You know damn well what I’m talking about,” he shouted, making me walk backward so much I ended up bumping my back against a wall. I couldn’t go any further, and now all I could do was to hope he wasn’t going to beat me up.

“But I don’t. I’ve been doing everything you ask of me,” I said, placing my hand on his heaving, muscular chest, and trying to calm him down by massaging it.

But all he did was to grab it with all his strength again, making me squirm in pain.

The door then opened all of a sudden, and I was certain it was my former wife Shannon that was coming in, but it was someone else. Another man. It was Saul and in his hand he had a plastic bag. He’d bought the things I needed to become a better, more glamorous sissy.

“Joseph, you have no right to be doing this sort of thing to her,” he growled, putting down on the desk the things he’d bought for me.

“I do whatever I wish with my sissy.”

“Is that so?” He asked before making a beeline to my first Master, his eyes fuming with disgust.

They were standing no more than an inch from each other, and I thought that for sure a fight was going to ensue, but then someone else stepped in.

Shannon. Thank goodness.

“What the hell is happening here?” She asked.

“This fucker here’s been hitting on my sissy, and like hell he’s going to get away with that. He needs to learn his place.”

She sighed, glancing at me before putting herself between the two massive giants and pushing one away from the other.

“Look, there’s enough of her to go around,” she said, making me giggle. Shannon now thought of me as her equal. I wasn’t a man anymore in her eyes, even though I still had balls and everything else.

And now, thinking about these two massive hunks fighting over me… Such a realization was more than enough to make my dick stiff as pre-cum oozed out. I hadn’t felt this desired and happy in a very long time.

“But-” Saul was saying, but Shannon cut him off.

“As I said, I’m pretty sure our little doll here isn’t willing to have to choose, and given the look on her face, I think she’d rather have you two at the same time.”

They both looked at me now, making me blush and squirm.

“Is that right, princess?” Master Joseph asked, coming over to me and grabbing my hand.

“Yes, Master,” I said, already dropping on my knees and opening the fly of his office pants.

Shannon nodded, smiling. “Well, I think I’ll be going now. It seems that everything here’s been resolved.”

With her closing the door as she found it certain her presence wasn’t going to be needed anymore, Master Saul moved over to me, his fingers battling against his zipper. He was exasperated, his breath quickening.

And when he pushed down his pants, whipping his massive dong out of his underwear, I couldn’t help but gasp. That thing was massive, perhaps even more so than that of Joseph. I kept my mouth shut, though. I didn’t want him getting angry over such a silly reason that might not even be true.

And now, two massive meaty shafts stood before me. Joseph’s balls hung lower than Saul’s and he was uncut, giving him an exotic vibe. Saul’s manhood seemed to be fatter, the base actually being thicker than the mushroom-like head.

And both of them were glistening with their pre-cum. Their eyes were focused on me only, asking themselves when I was going to take the plunge.

But before doing that, I had a couple of words to share.

“I think this might be too much for me. I’ve never done it before with two.”

Saul groaned, his hand caressing my cheek.

“No need to worry about that. I’m going to be happy either way. Just don’t choose him as your favorite.”

I giggled, my eyes meeting with his for just a fraction of a second before locking with his manhood again. I just couldn’t stop staring at it.

“I won’t be choosing any favorites, I promise,” I said, crossing my fingers.

Master Joseph stepped forward, dabbing the tip of his cockhead against my lips. He wanted in, and I was so willing to take both in at the same time. My heart was beating so hard at the prospect of doing that. But at the same time, I had no idea if I was going to be able to please both equally…

Though, as I’d already promised to myself, I was more than willing to give it a try.

Diving in, opening my mouth wide, and wrapping my lips around Saul’s gland, I then quickly added the other shaft into my mouth, forcing my lips to be stretched all the way. It was messy, hard, but very much worth the effort.

Swirling my tongue and making use of it while growing certain I was tackling an impossible task, I still did my best, making both men groan and moan. Hearing their pleasures coming out through their lips made me so proud of myself, and thus in no time at all my little dickie was shooting cum in my underwear, soaking it through for the second time today.

And thinking about underwear now, I was already dreaming about putting on Saul’s panties he’d bought for me.

“Fuck, she’s good,” Saul commented.

“Almost too good to be true.”

“You should have done this a lot sooner. Turning him into a sissy, I mean.”

“That I should have. His ex-wife isn’t as good, though don’t say that to her.”

“I won’t,” Saul promised, ending their short exchange of words.

Their dicks then shook, squirting milk out in impossibly long ropes, filling my stomach to the brim with everything they had. The saltiness, density, and viscosity of their loads made them almost too much for me to gulp in one go, and thus soon I found my breath quickening.

When they pulled out, I almost thought they were going to give me a short break, but then Joseph picked me up all of sudden and draped me over his desk.

Oh Jesus, no. I couldn’t believe they were going to devour my tight little asshole, too. It was hurting so much since Saul’s pounding, and it was also a little reddish. What’s more, his cum was still drying up in there. Not much time had passed since that magical moment I shared with him in the men’s bathroom.

“Fuck. This is a sight to behold,” Joseph commented.

“Indeed, and I’m so glad we are sharing her.”

“I know, right? Sissies like her are so hard to come around these days.”

“Nobody wants to be one. We need to find more men willing to be turned.”

“Hmmm, maybe we could build a company and put some ads out there, see if anything sticks.”

“You know, that might be a good idea.”

As they talked, I couldn’t help but feel increasingly nervous by the second. My breathing was ragged, as was the beating of my heart. Getting rammed in the ass before by Saul was one thing, but the two of them doing it together… I wasn’t sure if I was going to be able to take them in without hurting myself much.

I could hear the sounds of them jacking off, just getting themselves ready for the show they were going to enjoy and that I could say nothing about.

There was nothing I could do to stop or delay this, after all.

“Do you have a lube around here?” Saul asked.

“Should be somewhere inside my desk,” he said before shuffling over and grabbing the bottle.

Then, unscrewing it open, he squirted some of the substance on the palm of his hand and passed the bottle over to his friend, who was now his former competitor. I then heard the sounds of their hands spreading the liquid over their manhoods, and it was enough to make me feel giddy and excited.

I couldn’t wait to be stuffed again.

“I’m never going to forget this,” Saul said before grabbing my thighs and guiding himself in, breaking the initial barrier of my tight orifice with more ease this time.

Slowly, but surely, he picked up the pace, ramming me with all his might. It wasn’t long then until he was shooting his cum inside me, filling me full with his cream. I moaned loudly as I grabbed onto the desk however I could.

Then, Joseph said, “I guess it’s fitting your original Master’s going to finish this.”

“Yes, Master,” I murmured, my little pucker now in so much pain I was sure I wasn’t going to be able to walk for days.

Getting himself in, he had much less difficulty doing so. My sphincter had already been quite stretched, and now all he had to do was to finish things off. When his dick pulsed, I squealed in delight so loudly even the passerby down below must have heard me. I

Pulling out, his hands caressed my ass, making me feel so slutty and loved at the same time. Both studs then pulled their pants and underwear back up, already looking ready for another day of work.

And this being just the morning, I was sure I’d made them feel so much better they could tackle all the incoming stress like it was nothing.


I'm Going to Regret This

A First Time Feminization Story


Chapter 1

So here I was, in his office, my heart beating so fast. I had no idea if he was going to like it or not, but I was here nonetheless and I was willing to see this through. He’d said he was going to enjoy getting a blowjob while he worked. That’s what he promised, but there was still the thing about my performance. Was I going to be good enough?

“How are you feeling?” He asked all of sudden from over the desk.

“Okay, I suppose.”

“Just okay? That’s not going to cut it.”

Gulping, I said, “I’m sorry, Master. I’m feeling better already.”

“Good, good. Now, give me head before my day begins to stress me out already.”

“Yes, sir!” I said before taking a good look at his cock.

It was impressive and so big and veiny I was wondering how I’d managed to get it into my mouth the first time we had sex. And to think this man here, of all people, was into sissies. He’d been transforming me since then, and I was just wondering what the next stage was going to entail.

Taking his dick in my hand, I could feel the hardness, the sponginess of the head, the curves, and the shape of his gland. He was uncut, which made him kind of exotic, and he was already leaking some of his pre-cum out. Joseph was so turned on.

I took his cock into my mouth, suckling on it. Swirling my tongue every so often, I applied pressure to his most sensitive regions. He moaned softly, and it was so low no one outside the office could hear him right now.

No one would know I was having sex with the man who had stolen my wife from me.

Though, thinking better about it now, he hadn’t stolen anything. Shannon had decided on her own volition to have a lover. I guessed I should be thankful, actually, that said lover was willing to continue keeping me as his pet.

Taking his cock out of my mouth, I said, “It’s so good, Master.”

“I know, and I’m considering giving you a gift once this is over.”

My heart jumped. “What kind of gift?”

“A pair of earrings, but it wouldn’t be any kind of pair. A sissy like you deserves the best only.”

Licking my lips, I was dreaming of looking at myself in the mirror, the earrings dangling from my ears. It would be marvelous. Master could be a harsh man sometimes, but he sure as hell made up for it by buying me nice stuff.

“Thank you, Master.”

“Yes, now suck me off again. I think someone’s coming.”

And as if he could predict the future, someone was then knocking on the door the moment I wrapped my small lips around his big gland. In the same instant, my tongue was invaded and taken over by the flavor of his pre-cum. It was so salty, and I could only imagine what the real cum was going to taste like again.

We’d had sex before when he came home, ended all the farce, and claimed my wife for himself, but I’d forgotten some of the details of that already. I needed a good reminder of what his balls could make.

Suckling on it like it was a paci and I was his little pumpkin, I continued to apply pressure with my lips to the right regions, making his cock throb, the whole thing growing hotter by the second.

There was nothing quite like getting a blowjob on the job, and Joseph here could do this many times each day now. I was set to forever live under his command, every little thing I did depending on what he wished my life to be like.

Opening the door and coming in, I could tell who it was before he opened his mouth.

Saul Bowers.

“Saul. So nice to see you here man. I wish I could stand up and shake your hand, but I can’t. There’s something very important I’m taking care of right now.”

“Right, right. It’s a nonissue, and I did come here for something else.”

The conversation proceeded to cover a business topic I couldn’t care about. It was right up in my alley, but it didn’t concern me because I’d never worked here and the prospect of ever returning to my old life wasn’t something I was cultivating. If anything, I was already dreaming yet again about what it was going to be like to have a new pair of earrings on.

“Fuck…” Master groaned, his dick shaking and then shooting his cum down my throat.

And he was doing it while his friend was still here, hearing everything. And there was so much to be heard, considering how much sperm he was squirting out. It was like some kind of fountain with an infinite supply of water.

And the flavor… Jesus, it was so salty. I couldn’t have enough of it, and so my tongue worked so hard to continue getting more and more of the stuff. And the thought of being this submissive, sucking off a much older man was making me incredibly hard, too.

I was wearing a pair of men’s underwear which I was already hoping I was going to change for something more appropriate, and it was getting soaked with my sperm. Of course, since I was a much less virile man, I couldn’t produce as much as Master, but there was still enough to wet the front of my pair of gray briefs.

Saul chuckled, though there was something about his chuckle I couldn’t quite put my finger on. It was almost like he was hiding a thought he didn’t want to make public at the moment.

“Have fun with her, Joseph,” he said before closing the door behind him and stepping out.

And indeed, my Master had lots of fun with me then.


Chapter 2

Wiping my mouth because Master had made quite a mess all over it, I stepped into the bathroom for men. For someone like me, it didn’t matter which bathroom I used. Most people here in the company were fine with my presence regardless of where I was, and they all made funny jokes about me. I was like their mascot, and I loved them all so much. Truly, I’d found the right place to spend most of my time in.

But then, all of sudden, a pair of hands grabbed my shoulders and shoved me against the wall.

Opening my eyes, I thought I was going to find a brute who wasn’t so okay with me being here and was ‘going to give me the lesson I deserved’, but my suspicion turned out to be wrong. It was Saul Bowers, and his eyes were coated with lust.

He wanted a piece of me, too.

“What are you going to do with me?” I asked, feeling the tightness of the dress I was wearing against my skin. I should have bought some clothes my size, but I was so lazy. I was wearing my former wife’s pieces. She was more than okay with that, and so, for now, I didn’t have much of a reason to go to the mall yet.

“I’m just thinking… Well, more like admiring the kind of beautiful princess you are. There’s no one here that turns me on as much as you do.”

“Not even Amanda?” I asked.

“Not even her,” he growled, moving his head closer to mine, a little to the side, and then sniffing and smelling me. “Gosh, you smell so nice you make my dick fucking hard.”

“I want a taste of it, too.”

“Wouldn’t Joseph get a little jealous?”

“Why would he, and why do you care?”

“He’s my friend. I don’t want to end up doing something he wouldn’t like.”

“You’ve got nothing to worry about,” I said, sneaking my hand underneath his shirt, bringing it up a little and feeling his hard, firm abs. And I was feeling his breathing too, his belly moving up and down, telling me that this man was alive.

“Maybe so, though I was thinking about something else. Here you are with this dress and some makeup, but you don’t really look like a sissy. You haven’t finished your transformation yet.”

I giggled. “Yes, that’s correct. I haven’t had the time for that yet. I had to rush so many things.”

“Do you want me to get some presents for you?” Saul asked, bringing his lips closer to mine, his dark blue eyes locking with my eyes, his stubble impossibly close to my face but not grazing my smooth skin yet.

“I’d love that,” I responded.

He then kissed me, his hands groping me as the thought of Joseph finding out about this grew intenser in my mind. I wasn’t sure if he would be okay with me being shared with someone else. Shannon was okay, but another man – a competitor – was a different matter altogether.

“And what are you going to do for me to make it come true?”

“Anything,” I murmured.

“Hmmm, anything?” He probed, his hands going down, pushing my skirt to my knees, and exposing my bottom half for him.

I was so hard, though I knew he wasn’t doing this for my little dickie. He was thinking about my pucker, about shoving himself balls-deep in there, and then filling me to the brim with his milk. And I had to be honest with this. The prospect of him doing that was making me so hard I was on the verge of climaxing without either of us having done much yet.

“Yes,” I murmured, arching my back as his hand massaged it, going from the bottom part to the upper side of it. It was so big, and he was making me feel so tiny, especially with the way he was keeping me pinned against the wall.

“Then, you give me no choice,” he said before whipping me around, ripping my skirt off, and parting my asscheeks in a heartbeat. I let out a soft gasp, though I wasn’t too shocked. I’d already been hoping he was going to do this, in fact.

Saul was so fucking hungry for some sissy-pussy!

Moving his hand along my buttcheeks, making them feel petite, and then playing with my pucker using his big fingers, he said, “You are irresistible, Frank. Joseph should have brought you here a long, long time ago.”

“Thank you, Master Saul,” I said as he pushed down his pants and underwear, getting his cock out and ready for the humping of his life.

Then, prodding it against my orifice, he commented, “Fuck, you are so tight.”

“I’m tight for you, Master Saul,” I said the moment he finally broke in, the gland going inside like a speeding train with the rest following right behind.

He was inside me now, and I could feel so stuffed all I could do was to moan loudly. Someone had to be hearing this, though at this moment Master Saul was making me feel so good I wasn’t worried about the consequences of that.

And he then pounded hard and true into me, slamming me against the wall. I planted my hands on it so that he didn’t end up hurting me, but it was still difficult to keep up. Master Saul was a beast of nature, and the more this went on, the harder it all got.

“Fuuuuck,” he growled, his shaft pulsing and shooting out his sperm.

It was sticky and so hot, and as he continued to grace me with it, the more he soothed my racing heart. I could feel it calming down by the second, my mind certain this was the life I’d chosen and that I wouldn’t have this any differently.

And finally, pulling out, I knew Master had one more thing to tell me.

“I’m going to the mall now, but I’ll be back soon with the presents I’d promised.”


Chapter 3

Master Joseph grabbed my hand all of sudden when I was crossing a hallway, taking me into his office room with so much force I’d thought he’d dislodged my shoulder. When he pulled his hand away and I checked my shoulder out, rotating it, I was quite glad nothing of the sort had happened, but damn… That was unlike him. He’d never been that violent with me before, and now I was worried he was going to do something even worse.

Marching to me, his eyes burning with hatred, he growled, “What the hell was that?”

“What was what?” I asked, stepping away and seeing him looming in front of me. Master Joseph was massive and now, with his chest heaving, he was looking even more so.

“You know damn well what I’m talking about,” he shouted, making me walk backward so much I ended up bumping my back against a wall. I couldn’t go any further, and now all I could do was to hope he wasn’t going to beat me up.

“But I don’t. I’ve been doing everything you ask of me,” I said, placing my hand on his heaving, muscular chest, and trying to calm him down by massaging it.

But all he did was to grab it with all his strength again, making me squirm in pain.

The door then opened all of a sudden, and I was certain it was my former wife Shannon that was coming in, but it was someone else. Another man. It was Saul and in his hand he had a plastic bag. He’d bought the things I needed to become a better, more glamorous sissy.

“Joseph, you have no right to be doing this sort of thing to her,” he growled, putting down on the desk the things he’d bought for me.

“I do whatever I wish with my sissy.”

“Is that so?” He asked before making a beeline to my first Master, his eyes fuming with disgust.

They were standing no more than an inch from each other, and I thought that for sure a fight was going to ensue, but then someone else stepped in.

Shannon. Thank goodness.

“What the hell is happening here?” She asked.

“This fucker here’s been hitting on my sissy, and like hell he’s going to get away with that. He needs to learn his place.”

She sighed, glancing at me before putting herself between the two massive giants and pushing one away from the other.

“Look, there’s enough of her to go around,” she said, making me giggle. Shannon now thought of me as her equal. I wasn’t a man anymore in her eyes, even though I still had balls and everything else.

And now, thinking about these two massive hunks fighting over me… Such a realization was more than enough to make my dick stiff as pre-cum oozed out. I hadn’t felt this desired and happy in a very long time.

“But-” Saul was saying, but Shannon cut him off.

“As I said, I’m pretty sure our little doll here isn’t willing to have to choose, and given the look on her face, I think she’d rather have you two at the same time.”

They both looked at me now, making me blush and squirm.

“Is that right, princess?” Master Joseph asked, coming over to me and grabbing my hand.

“Yes, Master,” I said, already dropping on my knees and opening the fly of his office pants.

Shannon nodded, smiling. “Well, I think I’ll be going now. It seems that everything here’s been resolved.”

With her closing the door as she found it certain her presence wasn’t going to be needed anymore, Master Saul moved over to me, his fingers battling against his zipper. He was exasperated, his breath quickening.

And when he pushed down his pants, whipping his massive dong out of his underwear, I couldn’t help but gasp. That thing was massive, perhaps even more so than that of Joseph. I kept my mouth shut, though. I didn’t want him getting angry over such a silly reason that might not even be true.

And now, two massive meaty shafts stood before me. Joseph’s balls hung lower than Saul’s and he was uncut, giving him an exotic vibe. Saul’s manhood seemed to be fatter, the base actually being thicker than the mushroom-like head.

And both of them were glistening with their pre-cum. Their eyes were focused on me only, asking themselves when I was going to take the plunge.

But before doing that, I had a couple of words to share.

“I think this might be too much for me. I’ve never done it before with two.”

Saul groaned, his hand caressing my cheek.

“No need to worry about that. I’m going to be happy either way. Just don’t choose him as your favorite.”

I giggled, my eyes meeting with his for just a fraction of a second before locking with his manhood again. I just couldn’t stop staring at it.

“I won’t be choosing any favorites, I promise,” I said, crossing my fingers.

Master Joseph stepped forward, dabbing the tip of his cockhead against my lips. He wanted in, and I was so willing to take both in at the same time. My heart was beating so hard at the prospect of doing that. But at the same time, I had no idea if I was going to be able to please both equally…

Though, as I’d already promised to myself, I was more than willing to give it a try.

Diving in, opening my mouth wide, and wrapping my lips around Saul’s gland, I then quickly added the other shaft into my mouth, forcing my lips to be stretched all the way. It was messy, hard, but very much worth the effort.

Swirling my tongue and making use of it while growing certain I was tackling an impossible task, I still did my best, making both men groan and moan. Hearing their pleasures coming out through their lips made me so proud of myself, and thus in no time at all my little dickie was shooting cum in my underwear, soaking it through for the second time today.

And thinking about underwear now, I was already dreaming about putting on Saul’s panties he’d bought for me.

“Fuck, she’s good,” Saul commented.

“Almost too good to be true.”

“You should have done this a lot sooner. Turning him into a sissy, I mean.”

“That I should have. His ex-wife isn’t as good, though don’t say that to her.”

“I won’t,” Saul promised, ending their short exchange of words.

Their dicks then shook, squirting milk out in impossibly long ropes, filling my stomach to the brim with everything they had. The saltiness, density, and viscosity of their loads made them almost too much for me to gulp in one go, and thus soon I found my breath quickening.

When they pulled out, I almost thought they were going to give me a short break, but then Joseph picked me up all of sudden and draped me over his desk.

Oh Jesus, no. I couldn’t believe they were going to devour my tight little asshole, too. It was hurting so much since Saul’s pounding, and it was also a little reddish. What’s more, his cum was still drying up in there. Not much time had passed since that magical moment I shared with him in the men’s bathroom.

“Fuck. This is a sight to behold,” Joseph commented.

“Indeed, and I’m so glad we are sharing her.”

“I know, right? Sissies like her are so hard to come around these days.”

“Nobody wants to be one. We need to find more men willing to be turned.”

“Hmmm, maybe we could build a company and put some ads out there, see if anything sticks.”

“You know, that might be a good idea.”

As they talked, I couldn’t help but feel increasingly nervous by the second. My breathing was ragged, as was the beating of my heart. Getting rammed in the ass before by Saul was one thing, but the two of them doing it together… I wasn’t sure if I was going to be able to take them in without hurting myself much.

I could hear the sounds of them jacking off, just getting themselves ready for the show they were going to enjoy and that I could say nothing about.

There was nothing I could do to stop or delay this, after all.

“Do you have a lube around here?” Saul asked.

“Should be somewhere inside my desk,” he said before shuffling over and grabbing the bottle.

Then, unscrewing it open, he squirted some of the substance on the palm of his hand and passed the bottle over to his friend, who was now his former competitor. I then heard the sounds of their hands spreading the liquid over their manhoods, and it was enough to make me feel giddy and excited.

I couldn’t wait to be stuffed again.

“I’m never going to forget this,” Saul said before grabbing my thighs and guiding himself in, breaking the initial barrier of my tight orifice with more ease this time.

Slowly, but surely, he picked up the pace, ramming me with all his might. It wasn’t long then until he was shooting his cum inside me, filling me full with his cream. I moaned loudly as I grabbed onto the desk however I could.

Then, Joseph said, “I guess it’s fitting your original Master’s going to finish this.”

“Yes, Master,” I murmured, my little pucker now in so much pain I was sure I wasn’t going to be able to walk for days.

Getting himself in, he had much less difficulty doing so. My sphincter had already been quite stretched, and now all he had to do was to finish things off. When his dick pulsed, I squealed in delight so loudly even the passerby down below must have heard me. I

Pulling out, his hands caressed my ass, making me feel so slutty and loved at the same time. Both studs then pulled their pants and underwear back up, already looking ready for another day of work.

And this being just the morning, I was sure I’d made them feel so much better they could tackle all the incoming stress like it was nothing.


No Coming Back

A Sissification Story


Chapter 1

She grabbed the brush and stroked my eyelashes, making me feel a little giddy. My Mistress was getting me ready for an important assignment. I couldn’t stop thinking about it. Maybe I was getting things ahead of schedule, or focusing on the wrong ones, but she was making me enjoy this.

Enjoying this a little too much, though.

Slashing the brush, getting my eyelashes ready, she said, “You are going to look like a fine young lady once I’m done with you.”

I knew she was right about that, but I still couldn’t stop looking at her huge breasts. They are not for me, I tried telling myself. But that was easier said than done. They stood right in front of me, and the cut of her shirt showed too much of it.

I wondered if she felt the same way right now.

Taking a good look at her face, I couldn’t see any indication of that. Okay. I guessed she didn’t feel the same way. Still didn’t mean I couldn’t try… but then again, I wasn’t going to force myself on her.

She was brushing my eyelashes, getting me ready for that important assignment. “It’s going to be a mission like no other, but I’m sure you are going to be ready for it.”

“Do you think… I’ll be able to suck off some cocks?”

“Oh, absolutely. Those guys are going to love letting you suck them off. And thinking about that, there’s going to be a buddy of mine there you are especially going to adore.”

“Uhhhh, which buddy? You have so many.”

“Don’t worry about that. You are going to find him out soon enough.”

“I’m going to hold you to that,” I said, checking myself out in the mirror when she finished the eyelashes. They looked good. Much better than before. She used a nice tone of black, making them stand out.

Whoever I was going to meet in that mansion, he was going to think I was a woman – and that was going to be the trap.

Making him think I’m one of them, and when he figured out he didn’t have a choice, he was going to have to fuck me. He would do it because he would realize a woman didn’t have to be 100% female to make a man happy.

But of course, before then, something was occupying my mind. Something that I couldn’t get my eyes off.

“Amanda, you are looking so hot right now.”

“I know, and do you want to have some fun with me? I promise I’m not going to bite.”

“Well, how can I refuse such an invitation?’ I said, looping my fingers at her cleavage and bringing it down.

In no time at all, I got her breast out. It looked so big and plump. I leaned down and was going to put it in my mouth, but she had something important on the matter to tell me. She put her hand in front of me, stopping me.

I looked like a real girl, but compared to her, I still didn’t have the necessary assets. It was going to take me a while to have the boobs that guys all around kept asking me for. There was one condition before being able to make them fuck me, and that was it. Getting boobs that would make women all over the world feel envious of me.

“You gotta make me cum in less than five minutes.”

“Less than five minutes? And just from sucking one of your nipples off?”

“Well, there’s much more you can do with it, like fumbling with my breast, pinching my nipple. If you are creative enough, it’s going to be a nonissue for you.”

“And then later you are going to continue working on my face?”

She smiled, “Of course, my pretty little thing. I will continue doing that. I’ll get you ready for the little party that they will throw there. You will look like something coming straight out of a fairy tale.”

“Alright, then I’ve got no choice,” I said before leaning down and wrapping my lips around her nipple. It was hard, and she moaned the moment I made contact. The smell of her cologne invaded my nostrils. And I could feel so much of her.

I wasn’t going to let her down.

She moaned some more, throwing her head back and sinking her body on the couch. I could feel my dick getting so hard. It was getting smaller by the day, but I didn’t worry about that much. It was nothing. And, I was fond of how womanly I was getting by the day. I was going to be 100% like them before long.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she said out loud, bringing my attention to her before settling my hand on her bosom, playing with it.

“Yes, like that. Please, more of that.”

She’d been doing my makeup, and now she was letting me fuck her. I didn’t know her well before becoming a sissy, but now that I was, I was getting all kinds of opportunities. This could only get much better from now on.

I worked her boob some more, fingers teasing it. She moaned once again, now grinding her hips against mine. I was sitting on top of her lap, feeling her panties get soaked through. “Fuck. There is really nothing like a sissy fucking with me. I need this. I need a sissy to live with me forever.”

Maybe I would live with her forever, but I didn’t think it was going to happen. Not right now anyway.”

We were getting to the end of this, and now she was moaning like never before. Her whole body was so wild. Moving like a caged animal, she was even making it harder for me to keep going. But I kept going anyway.

Bringing her the absolute pleasure that she would never have without me in control.

“Fuuuuuck,” she cried out, crashing her body against mine, milk coming out of her boob. Milk? What the fuck? Didn’t think she was lactating. It was a nice surprise, and I chugged all of it.

By the time I was finished with her, Amanda was panting. “That was really good, my little princess. Now, time to finish that makeup. I want you looking like the best sissy in the world.’

And I knew she was going to make it true. I could trust her without worrying she wouldn’t do good on her word. My Mistress was a woman like no other, and now I was kind of hoping she would allow me to work her bosoms one more time.

Maybe we were going to do it again soon.

✽ ✽ ✽

Amanda wasn't finished with me. She put herself behind me, and I knew she was going to make tonight even more special. Looking outside, I could see the light of a lamppost coming through the windows.

She kept me pinned against the wall of this hallway. Her house was pretty big, and there was no one else here with us. We were by ourselves.

Didn't know where this was going to lead, but I knew she couldn't contain her temptations any longer.

“Damn, you are so hot right now.”

She wasn't too tall or big for a girl her size, but me being a sissy, I couldn't help but let her continue to have her way with me.

She’d put a strap-on around her waistline and she wore nothing. I wore a flimsy robe that wouldn't be much in terms of protection. If anything, it tempted her even more to fuck me.

With long, powerful strokes that would leave most men wondering why they couldn't do the same.

“Mistress, are you doing to be gentle with me?”

“Oh, I'm going to be gentle, and then I’m going to make you cum so hard.”

I shuddered. She was going to make me have the wildest of nights in my life, and then I was going to cum all over this beautiful, untainted floor.

“What are you waiting for? Just get inside me,” I implored.

“With pleasure,” she said before grabbing my robe and lifting it.

My bottom felt exposed, air kissing my skin. I moaned when she brushed her fingers against my bare buttocks.

“Tell me how much you are willing to do this. I'm only going to continue once I have your okay.”

“Mistress, please. Just end me. Just fuck me so good nobody would ever dare to think I could be theirs.”

She smiled. “Allow me, then.”

She brushed her fingers on my exposed skin some more. I moaned. I could feel my orgasm building up, rising.

The temperature seemed to be getting higher by the second, too. I breathed in and out. I was finding it a little hard not to get anxious.

I didn't know where this was going to take me.

Sliding a finger in, she found my little pucker. “This rim here is going to be so different once I'm done. My fake cock is thicker than most guys’ out there.”

I felt a line of shiver running down my spine. For sure she wouldn't make it so that I wouldn’t be able to even sit, right?

I didn't have enough time to ask her that question. With a grunt, she parted my cheeks using her hands.

Then, she eased herself inside me. I felt her fake hardness getting inside me, stretching me to my limits.

When she got in all the way, I felt like I was never going to be the same. How could I continue living without this thing inside me all the time?

I was going to feel like I lost a limb once she pulled out.

“Gonna be gentle with you, my little princess,” she promised.

“Please, Mistress,” I pleaded.

One stroke after the other, she fucked me then and there. In the middle of the hallway. Nobody would see us, but people walking outside might have heard how she abused me.

I moaned and groaned like never before, my dick getting harder. I short rope after rope of hot milk on the wall in front of me when I felt like I couldn’t contain my orgasm anymore.

Amanda eased herself out. I felt a little flabbergasted that it didn't last long. I had my orgasm too, but still wished that could have gone on for hours on end.

My body fell on the floor, and I turned around on my back until I was facing her. I was panting a little, but it was nothing to be concerned about.

The thing that was going to stand out like a sore thumb was my little pucker. It felt so sore and abused.

Amanda squatted, her fingers going to my pucker. She slithered it inside me again and moved it out. A layer of something white coated her finger.

“I got this from my buddy. He cummed for me and I stored his sperm inside the fake balls of the strap-on. Nothing out of this world, but it made the experience much better, don't you think?”

She said that with a nonchalant tone, like it didn’t matter to her at all. Like it was something I could have expected, but didn’t. I guessed that women could shoot spunk if they were creative enough.

She brought her finger to me and I licked it clean. “That's right, my little princess. Lick it clean for me.”

And I did, one lap of my tongue after the other. By the time I was done, there was nothing left of the white milk either on her finger or inside my rectum.

“Wish I could get pregnant,” I revealed to her.

“Maybe we can do something about that. Maybe I could let my buddy fuck me, and then his heir would be yours. You would care for him, or her.”

“Really, Mistress? That would make me so happy.”

She stood up and said, “Sure thing. Nothing is impeding me from doing that.”

I stood up as well, finding my head a little dizzy. Things seemed to spin around me.

“We have a deal?”

She quirked up one corner of her lips. “I'll think about that.”


Chapter 2

Ididn’t think the wedding party was going to look like this. I felt like I was some kind of foreign here. So many people, and they all looked so sure of themselves. People walking here and there like they couldn’t be bothered that some citizens of this country didn’t have it as good as them. Smiles that told me all I needed to know. It didn’t matter what happened here, how well I readied myself for this occasion, I was always going to be second fiddle to them.

Nothing more than a guy turned sissy that happened to be too poor to be playing with the elite.

I tipped my chin up, though. Nothing was going to impede me from reaching my objective.

Just needed to find him now. His name was Roberto and I didn’t know if he was going to like seeing me here. I felt a little out of place, my dress more often than not reminding me that I was supposed to continue acting like a princess.

A little princess.

I padded to the middle of the room, and then my eyes landed on him.

Roberto, of course. And he looked magnificent. But there was a problem that I was going to have to deal with. He wasn’t by himself. His soon-to-be-wife was there with him. This marriage was going to be a little different from most others.

He didn’t have not to see his fiancé before the right moment.

His body was like that of a god, and my dick got hard at the prospect of letting him have his way with me. Didn’t know if it would be possible to make it happen tonight, though. I was going to have to keep in mind that he might be a little in love with his wife.

But what was that again?

It seemed his eyes flickered to me for a fraction of a second. I rubbed my eyes. I had to be dreaming when it happened. I shook my head and walked away from there. No point giving myself hope that this was going to be finished without me having to think this through.

How to get the wife out of there without him suspecting that something was up?

That’s when I found the man himself. Didn’t think I was going to spot him here, but that guy… he kept glancing in my direction. His mind thought of vile things he would like to do with me. Knew I was going to strike the heart of at least one of these rich guys.

Now I just needed to approach him and tell him that I was available.

I winked in his direction, throwing my hair behind me. Fake hair, but still looked good enough. The guy’s cheeks flushed red, and in no time at all, he was following me. His wife tried to grab his arm, but she didn’t manage to stop him.

I sashayed my way out of the huge crowd in the main room. He followed me, his hands itching to be all over me. I stopped in a hallway, remembering the thing that I did with Amanda not too long ago.

I doubted the same could happen, but here… in here I felt sure of my seduction skills. I could make him beg at my feet, and then I was going to make him get the wife out of there. She needed to be far away from Amanda’s buddy.

When he got in front of me, he had a dirty smile on his face. “Think you are going to be able to resist me? I’m going to make you suck my cock off here, and nobody is going to stop us.”

“Even if someone comes here?”

“Even if that happens,” he promised, approaching his lips to mine.

I felt his hand settling on my lower back. He thought about taking off my dress here and now, but knew that wouldn’t happen. I let out a gasp when I felt his other hand going down to my butt. My eyes locked with his.

“You think this is some kind of game?” I asked him.

“No game, but of course you are teasing me now. You are just a little princess at this party. The youngest invitee. I couldn’t take my eyes off you the moment you came in. Had to ruin the cozy moment I was sharing with my wife, but I know she isn’t going to mind it much. Every time I come back from fucking another woman, our sex is always much better.”

I felt so small before him, and I had no idea where this was going. No idea if he was going to take the bait, but thinking about that now, maybe I should tell him about it first.

Couldn’t hurt, right?

“Hey, could you do something first for me once we are done here?”

He smirked. “Sure, little princess. Anything you need.”

“I need you to make the wife leave her husband alone for about an hour.”

“Why? Are you going to fuck him too?”

I smiled. “Something like that.”

“Something like that? You are not keeping something secret from me, are you? I can’t pardon you if that happens.”

“No, nothing like that. I am in love with him. I have a crush on him, and then I think I’m going to make him realize that his wife doesn’t really deserve him that much.”

“Damn, you are an insatiable bitch. But okay, I’m going to help you with that. Just give me a second once I’m done with you.”

“That’s all I need,” I murmured before palming his cock through his pants.

His eyes locked with mine.

“What a slut. You are going to regret where this is going.”

I chuckled. “Not too much, I hope.”

I could feel the hardness of his dick, making me feel like a slut. He was hung, I gave him that much. But being hung didn’t mean he knew how to use it well. That was something that I was going to have to figure out by myself.

Wasn’t going to take long, though.

✽ ✽ ✽

I massaged his cock, making him feel excited. I could feel his heart beating in his chest. My lips brushed against his but he didn't kiss me.

He kept me pressed against the wall. No way that I was going to be able to get out of this without doing all the dirty things that he was thinking about doing with me.

Pondering them.

His skin was peachy. His cheeks looked a little flushed-red. His hair seemed sharp, cut shorter at the sides than at the top.

Veins popped out in his arms. I could feel the hardness of his muscles. Sliding my hand over them, I dreamed of this guy getting his way with me.

Burying his cock to the hilt inside me.

But on this occasion, all he was going to do was to make me suck him off.

I slid my hand underneath his suit shirt. The hardness of his muscles teased me. I let out a gasp when his hand went behind my back, unhooking my bra.

“Seems that my little princess is wearing fake boobs,” he commented.

“You don't like them?”

“No, I do. The more you can look like a real woman, the better. My little sissy…”

He knew. Should have known he was going to figure it out.

His rounded pecs made my mind go berserk. I kissed his neck and then made my way down his chest. But he wouldn't take his suit off. I didn't have a choice, so I kept massaging his cock. His hardness made me feel like getting on all fours.

Too bad it couldn’t happen.

“Too bad, little princess. This is going to be a night you can't forget.”

“Yes, Master,” I cooed, feeling his masculine cologne invading my nostrils, attacking my lungs.

He was going to mess up my makeup, but that was okay. I could make Amanda touch it up for me, or I could try my hand at it.

Nothing that could stand in my way. Nothing that was going to make me think I wasn't going to get my way here too, in a way.

“I don't even know your name, but fuck that. I just need to get down on my knees and suck you off. Think you could allow me to do that?”

This whole time he'd been grinding his body against mine. His cock felt so huge, and now, more than anything, I was dreaming about playing with his balls, too.

I knew he wouldn't mind that.

His hands battled against his belt, but in no time at all he managed to get it off. I took a look at the side and found no sign of anyone coming this way.

We were alone.

“Of course, little princess. Whatever you need,” he teased, pushing his pants down.

Not feeling like waiting, I slid his boxers down. Black, and from a high-quality brand. The smell came first, his immense shaft showing up not too long after.

“Fuck, you are so hung,” I murmured.

“Take it all. Take it all inside you.”

I held his gaze for a second. “But I don't think… I would be able to worship it as it should be. I don't want to disappoint you, Master.”

“It’ll be no disappointment. Now, get it inside there. Your pretty little mouth is going to find out what a nine-inches monster cock is like.”

I licked my lips in anticipation.

He breathed one second at a time, his eyes fixed on me. If I tried, I wouldn't be able to get out of this without doing it. Without doing the thing that he was obsessed with.

I gulped and took one-third of his inches inside my mouth. I worked it however I could with my tongue. He moaned, his hand going behind the back of my head.

He grabbed a handful of my hair and made me follow his pace. And I obeyed him. No point thinking that I could do anything different from this.

His rugged ballsack tempted me, making me reach with one of my hands. While applying pressure with my lips, I swept my tongue over his gland.

His pre-cum kept seeping out. It was salty, like the nectar that I wasn't allowed to savor. But it was still coming out, oozing through the slit, and the more this went on…

The more I felt like orgasming too.

My sissy dickie was a little hard. I needed to hold out. Didn’t want to disappoint my Master here. I needed to make him feel that this was the best he was going to have. No woman or man would be enough for him. I was the only one.

His dick erupted all of sudden, filling me to the brim with his creamy milk. I swallowed it all down. No way that I was going to waste any of it.

Working his balls with my fingers did it. He didn't last that long. That's what happens when a fuck is too good. In this case, it was just a blowjob, but the end result ended up being the same for him.

He took it out, his hand petting me. “Alright, my little princess. I'm going to do the thing you asked for, and you need not worry. I'm going to woo that bitch until she forgets her husband.”

“Thank you, Master,” I said before he marched out and rounded the corner of the hallway.

My eyes spotted a line of his spunk on the floor. I licked my lips and bent down. Sticking my tongue out, I licked it.

Hmm. That taste. It was like nothing else.

And to think that before this I had sex with my wife. Would it happen again? Only if she made me slurp on her pussy, I supposed.

Nothing else would do for her.


Chapter 3

“You are looking like a fine little princess,’ the man said, his voice sounding deep and commanding. He made me shiver before him. His eyes seemed to penetrate me, getting right to my soul. I didn’t feel like myself anymore.

And I felt like I needed his balls in my mouth. Hmmmm, just imagining that happening brought me so much lust. So much pleasure. I didn’t know what else I should be feeling about this. Everything seemed to be too damn good.

He approached me. Amanda’s buddy. Without his wife, he had me to make him feel happy. And I was going to make him feel pretty content here. Nothing else would do for him, and I knew he couldn’t resist a fake woman like me.

A sissy.

His hand brushed against my skin. I moaned. One glance down was enough to tell me he was hard. His cock made a tent pole in his pants. Reaching out with my hand, I massaged it. There was nobody else in the room. It was just us.

“Tell me how much you want this,” he cooed in my neck.

“Too much, Master. Make me dependent on you. Make me like that. It’s all I need.”

“Damn. You are so turned on for this. Should have known that the only sissy in this mansion had fallen in love with me.”

“Yes, Master. I guess it would have made everything much simpler.”

I reached with my hand for the button of his white, button-up shirt. He didn’t say anything. His eyes continued locked with mine. While undoing one button, I didn’t look anywhere else. Didn’t feel like doing it.

Amanda had touched-up my makeup. I looked as gorgeous and seducing as ever. Couldn’t have asked for a better partner for this. And once this was over, I was going to get the thing that I came here looking for.

Roberto was going to be none the wiser.

But for now… for now I could continue seducing him. He wasn’t going to find out what I’d come here for. Or if he did, it would be too late for him to change anything. Kind of felt a little bad for it, but wasn’t going to stop this now.

Nothing was going to impede me from reaching my objective.

One button at a time, I finished undoing it. With his help, I managed to get it off him. His chest,  finally exposed, looked like something coming straight out of a porn movie - as if he were a porn actor.

Almost wished we were, so that we could fuck each other day and night. Too bad it would never happen.

I felt his chest with my hands, pressing my body against his. I could feel his breathing, the beating of his heart, his increasing desire for me, and how much he was thinking of finishing this off by blowing his seed inside me.

And I would squeal so much if that happened.

His hand went for my chin.

“Let’s not waste too much time here. Don’t wanna my wife suspecting something’s up.”

“Yes, you are right,” I said, taking my clothes off.

His hand proceeded to take the rest of the clothes off his body. His cock got out at long last, looking like the most menacing thing I’d seen my whole life. I got on my knees in an instant. Like hell I was going to lose the chance to suck him off.

He didn’t say anything, just moaning while I worked the gland. But just working the gland wasn’t enough to make him cum and I wasn’t going to miss the opportunity for him to do so. The pre-cum that kept oozing out was more than enough to convince me that I was missing a lot by not making him share his load with me.

His legs looked so manly, impossibly hairy. I couldn’t have enough of them, so while giving him a blowjob and feeling as if I were the greatest slut in all the world, I massaged them, using my hands to do so.

Then, I played with his rugged ballsack too. He moaned every so often. I could feel he was going to reach his orgasm not too long from now. And then he was going to fuck me in the ass, making me remember what it was like to have a dick buried in my ass.

How could I have lived this whole time without it?

I needed it like I needed water.

He pulled out. His cock looked red, the veins bulging out. “Come here, little princess,” he commanded before taking me to his bed. Pushing me down, he made me bent over it, my ass exposed for his penetration.

Roberto grabbed a bottle of lube and lubed up his manhood. Then, using his fingers, he did the same to my pucker. I shivered a little, already imagining what it was going to be like to have him ease himself inside me.

The feeling was going to be like nothing else.

“This isn’t going to hurt much. Promise,” he murmured, but I knew he wasn’t telling the truth.

This was going to hurt, too much.

Roberto eased himself inside me, and I felt him pounding me. Ramming me against the mattress of the bed. The frame creaked, such was the intensity of how this was going. I moaned and groaned, grimacing a little.

The pain was almost too much to bear and I almost passed out, but it wasn’t too long until he crossed that forbidden line. “Fuck, I’m going to cum now. Hang tight there, little princess.”

And in no time at all, he erupted inside me. His seeds filled me, making me feel how hot his spunk was. I spasmed, my body rocking like never before. Sweat covered my forehead. I’d never felt anything like this.

Roberto pulled out and plopped down on the bed beside me. I took a good look at him before deciding he wasn’t going to come back from that the same man. I worried that he was going to come looking for me, getting me into a quarrel with his wife that I didn’t feel like battling in, but that was something for another time.

Right now, I needed the document that he was hiding in here.

I couldn’t waste much time – didn’t know when he would wake up – so I felt ashamed when I felt his spunk trickling down my thighs. Again, I wished I could be a real woman so that I could be pregnant. Beggars couldn’t be choosers, though, as the saying goes. I had to content myself with how things had to be.

With that thought in mind, I left the mansion. With luck, Roberto was never going to find me again. The Upgrid company needed the information contained here, and upon getting it back to Joseph and Saul, they said they would do something special with me.

I could only hope what it was.


Christmas Sissy

A Feminization BDSM Story


Chapter 1

The snowflakes falling from the sky, I was finally ready to confront her. My sissification process was at last finished. I was a full-fledged sissy now and people all around thought I was a woman. But I was better than that.

I was a sissy other people should be afraid of.

I stood in front of her, wondering if she was thinking the same things going on in my mind. She had to be. She was just that kind of woman. The one that had been looking this whole time for the right man to make her life whole. Going as far as going behind my back to betray me with him.

She drew in a short breath.

“You look different,” she said.

“And you look the same,” I told her before unbuttoning the front of my shirt and pushing down the extra cleavage, bringing out my fake boobs. Her eyes widened upon seeing them.

“They look just like the real thing.”

“Do you want to touch them?” I asked, padding to her because I knew what her answer was going to be.

“Yes,” she murmured as her hand reached up and looped her fingers around one of my hard, engorged nipples.

“You have too many layers on. Want me to do something about that?” I offered while brushing my hand on her thigh, feeling the impressive quality of her new skirt.

Joseph did right by her. He bought her so many things. Pampered her to the point of making it feel like I never did anything similar. I wished things were still like they were before this, but it was too late for that. I was a sissy now. A sissy that was as obedient as before and was doing this thing for the sole purpose of remembering what our life was like before.

“Yes,” she whispered before allowing my fingers to begin unbuttoning her shirt. Having finished that, I pulled the opening sideways, revealing all the glory of her chest to my eyes.

Sweat trickled down her skin, and I couldn’t help but kiss her neck and make my way down to her breasts. But something stood in my way. The fabric of her bra impeded my advancement, which stole a grunt of complaint out of me. I was going to have to deal with his thing too before going on.

“Allow me,” I said while still remembering very well that she was the one in control here. I was just following her orders. As the good, obedient sissy I was, that was how things were supposed to go here, and there was nothing about it I could do.

My hands reached behind her back and I unhooked her bra. She couldn’t control her temptations, pinching one of my nipples as her lips pouted. She wished to put one of them inside her mouth, but there was something behind that she couldn't quite deal with at the moment, impeding her from doing that.

Having freed her bosoms, I leaned down and put one of her nipples in my mouth. Sucking on it, I made sure all kinds of sensations tormented her body. She couldn't even breathe anymore. Her eyes closed as she basked in all the feelings that were overwhelming her.

I sucked on her nipple a bit more and when I grew tired of it, I pushed her to the bed. The cars driving on the street below were the only thing reminding me we’re still in our old house. Would Joseph show up through the front door and humiliate me one more time? The thought of that happening made my little cockie harden in the same instant.

I continued to worship her body, pulling off the shirt and the bra that were still clinging to her skin. She arched her back, eyes still closed as she couldn't think of anything else right now. Her mind might as well have become a desert without anyone living in it.

I brushed my hands on the sides of her body, grinding my body against hers. I couldn't even remember what it had once been like to ease myself into a pussy like the one she owned. And even though it was still hidden by her lacy pair of panties and frilly skirt, I knew she was already soaked through. The smell of her arousal was just unmistakable.

“How are you feeling?” I asked, taking notice of the fact how girly my voice now sounded. The supplement of all kinds of proteins kept changing my body and it wouldn't be long until I'd lost every last little thing that still tethered me to the realm of the males.

“So fucking good,” she responded, and I couldn't help but nip at her earlobe.

I might be dictating the pace of this now, but she was still the one being worshiped. I venerated her like it was going to be the last thing I'd ever do with my life.

“Want me to get rid of your other layers?” I asked while bringing my hand down and finding the band of her skirt.

She pressed her lips tightly together and nodded. The movement was very subtle, but I still caught notice of it.

Moving my hand farther down, I opened the zipper of her skirt and then took it off her. She kicked her legs, writhing her body as I tore off her pair of lacy panties. And before doing anything else, I put it right in front of my nose and sniffed it. The smell of her arousal was like sniffing cocaine. I'd be needing to do this many more times in the future.

“Be gentle,” she ordered before settling her hand on my head and then pushing it down with all her strength, her legs looping around my lower backside.

My free and exposed fake breasts jiggled when I leaned down and smelled her arousal one more time, this time closer to the source. Her red skin, where her lips were, gleamed under the soft moonlight that snuck through the open curtain.

Shannon was dripping wet and couldn't wait anymore for what I was going to do.

Putting my tongue out, I touched and licked her folds. She shuddered and squirmed her body, her legs pulling me to her so strongly I almost fell on top of her.

But I kept my composure and knew this was far from over.


Chapter 2

Icontinued to lick her folds, knowing that this was far from over. I rubbed at them and continued to lick her pussy lips as she shuddered her body. Her legs pulled me to her one more time and I could tell she was getting really close to that point of no return. I couldn’t believe everything that happened so far. I was once a man and I am now a sissy.

I brushed my hands on her thighs and continued to work her until I was sure she was going to get to that point of no return, her delicious orgasm. She would squirm and shudder her body, and her cunt juices would come out of her like it was the last thing she would be doing with her life.

“Oh my God, Frank, you are doing me so good,” she mumbled, closing her eyes one more time as she basked in all the feelings I was making her feel.

“This is still nothing compared to what I’m going to do to you,” I said while putting one finger inside her cunt and then making sweet love with it, her body trembling as she arched her toes.

“Yes please, do more of that with me,” she begged one more time while putting one of her hands on my left asscheek and then squeezing it with all the strength she had.

My little cockie was so hard right now, and I could feel it twitching. I was so close to doing the unthinkable, cumming one more time, and this time it would be on the body of my once-had-been wife. I couldn’t help but question what she was feeling right now, her body glistening under the moon’s light. She was so sweaty, and she couldn’t help but feel that there was never going to be another time like this. A time where I worshipped her.

We continued doing that for a while before moving on to something else. She flipped ourselves on the mattress and then reached with her hands to where the zipper of my pants was.

“I’m going to get rid of this before it gets in the way of her little fun,” she stated while delivering many more powerful kisses on my body.

“You’re going to make me cum,” I purred against her ear, my hands roaming over her whole body as I made a gasp escape through her lips.

She ignored my plea and moved straight to where she thought she needed to be. Her hand roamed and played with my little balls, which were a little too small. After taking so many proteins to continue the transformation, I was someone else at this point. I was a sissy and nothing of that would ever change.

My little cock was so hard and I knew it was going to get even stiffer. She kept dominating me, one of her hands groping and roaming over my body. She leaned over and then began to play with my fake breasts.

“I can’t believe just how good and soft they feel. It’s like they are the real thing,” she revealed, her voice betraying how surprised she was at the moment.

And in the meantime, I was just waiting for Joseph to come out bursting through that door and then teach me what my place was, that was below him.

Shannon continued to play with my balls and asshole until she got tired of them. She pushed herself off the bed and then went to the dresser, pulling one of the drawers and getting out of it a big, thick monster toy made of plastic that she was going to use to ravage my little pucker.

“Oh yes, please,” I begged of her one more time as she began to ease the thick thing inside me like it was the last thing she was going to be doing with me. I could feel it coming in and in some more, stretching my walls to their absolute limits.

I whimpered and begged her to stop, but the look in her eyes was quite telling of her plans for me. There was no stopping her. And she was going to continue doing this, putting me back in my place, which was below her as well. As a sissy, I was set to continue worshiping her as many times as she wished me to do it.

“I’m going to make this extra special for you. There’s something about this dildo you need to know,” she said, making me wonder why it was so special.

“And what’s that thing?” I asked while looping my legs behind her lower back and pulling her to me.

Her smile widened as she said, “It can shoot some spunk out of it as well, just like the real thing.”

I didn’t say this to her, but I knew what that meant. At this point, holding that dildo in her hands, she might as well be considered a man. She was the man of our relationship, of what we were doing now.

When I crossed that point of no return just the same time she did, her finger rubbing at her twat vigorously, the fake cock she was using to ravage my little pucker erupted inside me. I felt the white cream coming out, spilling out like it was a broken faucet.

And even as I laid there on the mattress, I knew there was so much to do – so much more – and it was all going to involve Joseph.


Chapter 3

Do you like your new dress? He asked me while holding a bouquet in his hands. Joseph. Even though so much had happened since he turned up on my doorstep and put me in my place, he still respected me for going through with his wishes.

He thought I just needed to be taught what I’d been born for, and he'd be right about that. I was a sissy through and through, and there was nothing about that I could change.

The dress was beautiful, as was the bouquet of red roses. Their smell was nothing short of exquisite. I felt like pulling him to me and then kissing him while telling him he was the best man in the world – and the most handsome, too.

“No point in delaying the inevitable, right?” I told him while pulling up my shirt and exposing for the delight of his eyes my engorged breasts.

“Yeah, no point in doing that,” he said before taking off his shirt, allowing me to see one more time what he was hiding underneath that white piece of fabric that still permitted me to drool over the hardness of his arm muscles.

Veins popped out on his forearms when he tossed his shirt over to me. I scrambled while trying to grab it, and a gasp came through my lips when I managed to get a hold of it.

The smell of his manliness was still something I couldn't quite describe in full detail – as it should be done - my dick hardening while I remembered the night I shared with his new wife, Shannon, the other day.

When did that happen again? I couldn't remember and didn't care. My mind was focused on just one thing at the moment - pleasing this big man until he was pounding me hard and true against the wall on the other side of the room.

His round pecs made me feel like skipping to him and then pinching his nipples. His shoulders were impossibly square, and every time he angled his arms, his biceps showed.

I drew in a short breath when he pulled me to him with enough force to make me feel like the lightest human in the whole world. He peppered my skin with many kisses while his hands fumbled with my fake breasts, telling me just how much he needed this.

“Fuck, you are so hot and needy,” he commented while closing the door behind him with a kick. It was open this whole time? Fuck me. I was so immersed in this I didn't even pay attention to that.

His prick was impossibly hard, and I couldn’t help but move my hand down and then open his zipper. His peppering kisses made me squirm my body once more, and at this point I didn't know for how much longer I was going to be able to contain the temptation of allowing him to penetrate me.

I needed that so fucking much.

I looped my fingers around his hardness, feeling how big it was one more time.

“It's like it’s grown even bigger,” I whispered in his ear, nibbling his earlobe while letting him grind his body against mine.

“I knew you were going to say that,” he purred against my lips while kissing me one more time, messing up my hair and going for my little boypussy, where he just couldn't resist the temptation of rubbing at it.

I arched my back again and let him push me to the bed. I knew where this was heading, and there was nothing I could do to stop it – not that I felt like stopping it right now anyway.

He ripped off underwear and I had just a glimpse of his big man tool before he prodded the entrance of my asshole with it.

“Fuck. It's so much bigger than anything I've ever had before,” I admitted, breathing hard while feeling as if there was going to be so much pain soaring through my body that it was never going to be the same ever again

“Don’t worry about it. I'm going to be nice and gentle,” he cooed through my lips while easing himself inside me some more.

No lube, no nothing. He did it the bareback way, and it was either that way or nothing with him. I'd say that was one of the things he liked the most, I thought before feeling his monster cock reaching all the way to my prostate.

“It's a pity you can't have a pussy,” he said while pounding in and out of me, making the bed freak under our weight.

All kinds of feelings roared through my body, stopping at my nipples while my breasts jiggled.

Sweat drops fell on my body while he fucked me like there was going to be no tomorrow. I moaned and groaned, feeling him touching my prostate time and time again.

“Fuck me, I'm so close,” I said in between short breaths, his hips pounding me into oblivion.

His prick twitched once and then twice before shooting his load deep into my sissy pussy. His milk was warm and very creamy, making me fall in love with him that much more.

When he pulled out, some of it started to leak out. I scooped it up with my fingers and then licked it right in front of his eyes, Joseph leaning off me to bask in the wonder of what was happening.

“Holy shit. You are such a whore,” he said before slapping my asscheeks and getting off the bed.

I scrambled to him and grabbed his ankles, sinking to my knees while hoping that he wasn’t going to leave me alone here in his bedroom. I was in his house and it felt like it belonged to me too, even though I’d never tell something like that to him. I knew he was possessive and peculiar about that sort of thing.

He turned his head down to me and said, “Don't worry. No way I'm going to leave you alone.”

I snapped my head up and met his fierce gaze. It was fierce and telling of the plans he had for me. They weren't going to change and I'd do well to keep that in mind.

His dick was getting soft and I couldn't help but wonder if I could make it stiffer one more time.

I stood up and readied myself for what was to come. He didn't say anything about it, but I knew more or less what his plan for me now was. His friends were going to come here, leading me to the last phase of my transformation.

There is nothing like getting pounded in the butt by multiple men at the same, is there?


Chapter 4

His friends had come, tethering me to the bed like I was something they couldn’t even care about. They used black duct tape to make sure I wasn’t going to be able to move my limbs. I tried, but it was just impossible. I was naked and fully exposed to whatever they were thinking about doing right now with me.

One of their hands began to massage the skin of my legs. He murmured something, but under the confusion of thoughts that plagued my mind, I wasn’t able to make it out. His hand then moved up, still brushing against my skin, and then he stopped right before reaching my balls.

“They are so small now compared to what they once were,” he mentioned while brushing his fingers against them, making me arch my back in response.

All I could do was to continue giving myself fully for them. I couldn’t see anything, thanks to the blindfold they’d put on me. I tried taking it off, but it was to no avail. His hand then played with my breasts, and I knew he had one more thing about them he felt like telling to me now.

“They do feel like the real thing. The implant worked, didn’t it? You paid a fortune for it, but look at you now. It’s like you are a different person altogether.”

His hand pinched my nipples and then fumbled with my bosoms one more time, going as far as letting them rest there for seconds that felt like minutes. It didn’t take him long to begin to breathe hard, his cock getting so hard while he rubbed it on my groin region, telling me that he was thinking of doing just one thing now – getting inside my pussy.

They didn’t gag me, though, and for once that was something I felt thankful for.

“Tell me, what are you going to do once this is over?” He asked me, his other friends making their presence known around me while they also felt me with their hands, their fingers roaming here and there, getting me so dangerously close to the point of cumming right.

I gasped when a finger prodded my little orifice. It was sore after the pounding Joseph did on me, but it could still be used again. I’d made a point that I was one of those sissies that couldn’t be satiated at all, and they were all pretty mindful of that.

Still blindfolded, I felt like this was finally ready to take the step to the next level. One of them got right on top of me and then started to play with my little pucker, his finger rubbing here and there, making me feel like he was going to get inside me before I had the chance to say anything.

I whimpered when his thick, massive tool prodded the entrance of my tunnel.

“Such a nice, shaved ass,” he said before putting his head in.

I felt it coming inside me, stretching my walls to their limits and then reaching my prostrate one more time. I wondered if I could tell him to stop, but then pushed that thought away. It wasn’t something that could change anything right now anyway. He wasn’t going to stop. Not for anything.

His massive prick made short work of me as he pounded forward and backward, the bed creaking again and again. One twitch later and it didn’t take him much longer to be filling me with his seeds to, the point of making it look like he was actually fucking me with a broken faucet or something like that.

When he pulled out, another guy took his place and started to fuck me with all his might. He ended me then and there, my body shuddering and trembling while I felt like this whole thing wasn’t going to end.

I didn’t know his name and didn’t care. I was all tied up and couldn’t move any of my limbs. All I could do was to continue letting them eat my hole to oblivion, their loads coating my tunnel walls.

Panting, I couldn’t help but feel more tired than usual, but I could still keep going. This was far from over.

They took turns with me. I knew they were going to, and they did good on their word to make it look like this was going to have no end. By the time they were done with me, I was panting like I was a condemned criminal running away from the police.

They didn’t just shoot their cum inside me, but also all over me. “You are not a full-fledged sissy, and your purpose from now on is to continue serving and pleasing us. Nothing more than that,” one of them murmured to my ear.

How many of them fucked me? I didn’t know and didn’t care, just letting them have their way with me time and time again from them on. I was their sissy and nothing of that was ever going to change, I thought before falling asleep.

It took them almost too long to take off the duct tape and then allow me to walk free from Joseph’s house. I almost thought that was what my life was going to be like – living with them, tied to the bed like I was nothing more than their pretty little toy. But I was free now and I could look forward while thinking that so many positive things awaited me in the coming months.

I couldn’t have asked for a more fulfilling end to my transformation.

The End


Bonus: Sissy Captain

A Forbidden Feminization Story


Chapter 1

Iswear, I was cleaning everything on the ship. That’s when he showed up, almost out of nowhere. He was supposed to be in his quarters, charting our destination. Why the hell did he need to come out now? To check up on us? To make sure we were working as intended? And why the hell did he need to be the only man on this ship? How could they have thought he was a suitable captain?

He threw his arms over his head and shouted something unintelligible, like an animal’s call for mating or something like that. My body shivered at the sound as the ship continued to sway in the ocean. Around us, there was nothing. No land, no nothing, and I was wondering when we were going to find a certain America. Did that land even exist?

He came to me and said, his voice low and tainted with his impetus to show he’s better than all of us, “So, you think that’s clean enough?”

I was cleaning this wooden thing of the ship. I didn’t really know the name. I wasn’t the one who designed or made it, after all.

I took a good look at him, and then at the wooden thing I was cleaning. It shone under the hot light of the sun. Why was he so obsessed with that, I had no idea, but he kept coming here to make the same damn questions. Is it clean enough? You think it’s clean?

Yes, it’s fucking clean! I wanted to bash his head against it and call it a day.

But I couldn’t. He was the captain, and despite being an asshole, he was the only one who knew how to charter our path to America.

“Yes, skipper. It’s clean. I’m doing my best here.”

“Nonsense!” He threw his finger at my face. “Clean this shit up, or I’m going to make you lick it.”

He straightened up his posture in a wink and walked away, eventually reaching one of the other sailors. Jesus. I knew I should go back to cleaning this wooden thing, but I couldn’t. He went on to pester another of the sailors, and I hated him so much right now.

Her face grimaced and her eyes blinked out of pain. She was suffering so much. I truly wished now, more than ever before, to do something about him – something that wouldn’t kill him, but that would teach him what his place here actually was.

That was something for another time, I thought. After the sun disappeared on the horizon and the moon rose in the sky, I was lying on my bunk. Sounds of people murmuring and creaking of the ship’s joints filed the atmosphere.

In my hands, I had a book on feminization. The art of how to transform men into women without killing them. Yes, that’s it. I had a sudden moment of realization, like a light bulb lighting up in my head.

I could humiliate him. The captain had always been very feminine, and so, I knew he wouldn’t complain about being subjected to that. After all, he wore pink and red clothes, tended to sashay around more often than he should, and had in his quarters a collection of rag dolls that he shouldn’t have – that’s something I learned on a rare day he forgot to close his door.

The door of our bunk room slammed open and I readied for an attack – we had been sailing for so long without finding another ship, after all. But then, I spotted him. Shepard, the captain, and he was dragging with him one of his sailors.

He threw her in front of him and shouted, “May this be a good night of learning. She thought she could rob me. Me! In my quarters.” A moment of pause. “But I’m not going to kill her. She will be here, she will continue to work here, and she’ll forever be mine.”

He slammed the door close, and the bunk room fell into an unnerving silence. Enough is enough. I’m going to teach him he can’t be doing those things to us no more, I thought.

I got off the bed with only one intention in mind. My friends’ eyes shot wide when I mentioned to them what we were going to do. I grabbed their makeup boxes – which they didn’t need to bring to a trip like this one, but were going to come in handy now anyway – and then hurried out through the doorway.

I banged on the captain’s door. He threw it open, and when his head popped into view, I punched him hard. He stumbled and fell on his bed. I climbed up to him so quickly he had no time to react, and then punched him one more time. His body went lifeless.

I opened the box and began to paint his face. First the concealer, then the lipstick, and then this and that. A smile formed on my face. This was going to work, and when he woke up, he was going to realize he wasn’t a man anymore, but a sissy.

And, he was going to find out that’s what his life was missing. All this time, he thought he was a man. Not anymore. I was so fucking glad I had that book.

I got off Shepard and took a good look at him. The makeup was done, and now, it was up to him to finish up the rest.


Chapter 2

Awild, girly scream woke me up. I fluttered my eyes open, meeting the light of the sun as it penetrated the gaps of the ship’s hull. My friends were all behind the closed door, some with their ears on the wood to better hear what was happening beyond it. I moved over to them, carefulness defining my steps, and when I opened my mouth to ask what was going on, the door slammed open.

Some of my friends were knocked over, and others didn’t get up.

In the doorway was standing… someone who was one the captain, but now, was anything but. His facial features were still the same, but he had his makeup on. It was still the same I applied to him last night.

A huge smile defined his masculine face, and his eyes gleamed with joy. I knew he was going to feel that way. “It’s like I’ve been born anew!” He shouted, happiness in his words. “I should have known this was all I needed.”

He hopped around the bunk room, throwing his arms over his head as if he was a cartoon character. He was even singing some kind of song in Dutch I couldn’t recognize. Everyone, including me, was mesmerized at the reaction. We couldn’t move. I knew he was going to take it well, but I didn’t know it was going to be like… this.

He hopped out of the bunk room, and the sailors and I clogged the doorway. We then followed him out to the main part of the exterior of the ship, where we had the flags and all that stuff. The skipper was still hopping around, throwing his arms over his head like, indeed, he had found his true calling.

That’s when I made a decision. I was going to continue his feminization process.

I opened my small chest with my clothes and picked up a red dress. It’s something I brought just in case we found a civilization just like ours. It was given to me by my late husband. Since I began to work as a sailor, I hadn’t needed it for anything. I might as well give it to the captain, I thought.

A dirty smile painted my face. If the skipper loved the makeup, he was going to enjoy wearing a bra and panties even more.

I snuck into his quarters at night. The door was unlocked. Maybe he left it open on purpose, or not. Whatever’s the case, it made my job easier.

He was snoring when I got into his room and closed the door. Saliva coursed from the corner of his mouth. Damn, he was a heavy sleeper.

I crouch-walked to him to make as little noise as possible, and then, carefully and slowly, I put the dress on him. The whole time doing that, I was sweating. He could wake up and find me here, and then, who knew what would happen. Fear made me consider all the possibilities while I made sure the dress looked its best on him.

It was red like the color of a healthy rose, and it fit him. Despite being a man, the captain was quite skinny. I should be thankful that’s the case with him, and I was. This could all have been made much harder if he were one of those guys who worked out often.

I then crouch-walked my way back to the outside of his quarters, and wiped the sweat off my forehead. Phew. I thought he would wake up or something when I was there. I glanced behind me, and my ears picked up only the sound of his snoring. Still sleeping like he had nothing to worry about…

I went to bed and was woken up by a loud thud. I sat up straight on the bed in a flash. My eyes picked up the most unusual sight of my life. In the doorway was standing the captain again, and this time, he didn’t have only the stuff I gave him.

He also had a wig. I had no idea where he got it from. Maybe he stole it somehow from one of his sailors, or maybe he always had with him. Whatever’s the case, he was a changed man now. He needed now one last thing only to become a full sissy, and that was a good depilation.

He hopped around the ship, and for the first time since we sailed to the Americas, we had a carefree day. He didn’t complain at us, didn’t bother us, and didn’t pester me about the wooden thing that couldn’t be cleaned more than it already was.

Before nighttime, I knocked on the door of his room. He had a huge, winning smile on his face. It was like he couldn’t believe his luck. I couldn’t help but smile too. However, I was smiling because I couldn’t believe he took the feminization thing this well. It wasn’t really humiliating him, was it? It was more like bringing him to his true world.

I told him about the depilation, and he went along with it like it was the most common thing in the world. I shaved his legs, his balls, armpits, and the rest of the hair on his body. By the time I was done, he looked about 10 years younger. The transformation was stunning, and seeing him now, like this, empowered me.

He liked me now, or as much as he could. And he and I became friends, I guess. I told him all about being a woman, and he couldn’t blink while listening to my words. That’s when our roles on the ship reversed. Skipper Shepard wasn’t the captain anymore. The women took over, and now, he was dependent on us. He couldn’t do anything without us, and lived to please each and every one of his former sailors.

We reached land and now, more than ever, he needed to satisfy us.


Chapter 3

The ship swayed when I opened the door. Lying on his bed was the skipper, and he looked anything but his former self. He could pass for a woman now, and nobody would be the wiser. They wouldn’t know he’s a man unless he took off his dress.

And, he looked so cute. He was my pet project now.

His face was one of absolute joy. He had a dirty smile to complement the rest of his body. I even put some cushions underneath his bra pads to make sure he looked even more like a woman. His ass had always been very round and big. I didn’t need to do anything about it to make it look feminine.

I began to unbutton my shirt. His eyes watched me with the intent of a killer. He couldn’t blink. Despite the breeze of the ocean, his room was as hot as a furnace. I was already sweating without doing much, as was he.

I finished unbuttoning my shirt and let it fall to the floor. It made no sound. I then began to tug down my pants. I stepped out of them and padded to the former skipper.

Well, maybe ‘former’ wouldn’t be the right word, but on paper, he was still the captain.

His hand moved like a snail to my pair of panties. His eyes looked for my permission. I nodded, and as his hands trembled, he lowered them to my knees. I let the pair fall to my ankles, and then kicked it to the other side of his room.

I had a rubber strap-on with me. I tied the cord to make sure the strap-on was going to be in place, and then climbed the bed. I straddled the skipper, my mind overwhelmed with many different thoughts.

And one of them stood out. After being subjected to his humiliation for so long, I was now the one putting him back in his place.

His hand meandered to my clit. I knew he wanted to please me as he did to so many of his sailors, but with me, he needed to be more careful. His eyes looked for permission once more. If he did one thing I didn’t like, he knew his punishment would be more severe than the sissification.

I nodded, and his hand went to my clit. I felt his finger rubbing it, the sensation it created like no other. It had been so long since someone did that to me. I closed my eyes and thought of my husband. When he was alive, he was the submissive partner. He always had been. The captain doing everything I wanted was like an extension of my former life.

He rubbed my rosebud slowly and carefully, making sure he was bringing me to my orgasm. I felt it clogging my pussy, building up, rising, and then, it splashed. It surged throughout my body, making it rock. My cunt juices dripped onto Shepard’s little cock.

He was so small. He must have been compensating this whole time.

He inched his hand back to him. I got off Shepard, and then turned him over with ease. I lifted his dress, exposing his butt. He was so ready for this. His asshole was so fucking tight. It was like he was protecting himself against my penetration.

However, it was inevitable. It was going to happen now one way or another.

I spat on my hand and worked his orifice, feeling the ridges and the troughs. His body was so warm he was sweating like there wouldn’t be a tomorrow. I put one finger inside, and then another, just loosening him up. In the meantime, not only was I cherishing this - the thought of being dominating again -, but it was also overloading my senses. I orgasmed again without doing much.

“Please, be careful,” he said, whimpering.

Oh, I was going to be careful with him alright. A dirty smile appeared on my face. I parted his cheeks even more and then pressed my strap-on against his hole. He grimaced, but didn’t offer any resistance.

I pushed on, breaking the initial barrier, and then buried the rubber all the way inside his anus. His whimpering grew louder. I was feeling as if I had a real cock.

I then began to pound into his tight arsehole, driving him crazier. Yelping replaced his whimpering. Who would have thought being the bottom one was going to make him so much more alive?

He didn’t know what to do with his arms. He kept throwing them around, and his legs moved wildly too. It was like he was having the time of his life, and to be frank, he was.

I fingered myself while I fucked his tight anus. It grew redder by the second. My orgasm built up, rose, and then washed over my whole body. I orgasmed for the third time in a row, and I didn’t feel tired. I could still go on.

And go on I did, fucking him one more time. His body rocked. The smell of cum impregnated the air. Damn, now I’m going to have to give him another dress, I thought.

“Come on, turn over,” I said after getting off him again.

He obeyed me, his eyes an expression of lust and wanting more. Oh, he wanted much more, and he was going to get it.

I bent down and gave him one of my breasts. He sucked off my nipple as if his life depended on it. This time, he knew what to do with his other hand. It groped my other breast, making my orgasm clog my cunt one more time.

I moaned, as did he, and then let my body rock. My orgasm sliced through it like a katana, and this time, I was tired. I was breathing like there was no more air in the world.

I collapsed beside him on his bed, and the days that followed were the same. When the skipper returned home, he couldn’t be a captain anymore. That’s why I decided to keep him in my home, and now, he worked as my sissy maid.

The End


Bonus: Turning Mike

A First Time Sissification Story


Chapter 1

Acar pulled up outside and I knew who it was before my wife spoke his name.

“Brock!”

She jumped off the couch, forgetting the book she was reading, and then dashed across the living room. Stopping in front of the door, her hands fidgeted as she waited for the right moment. I could almost palm the nervousness and excitement within her. They were oozing out of her.

“Mercy,” I said, trying to grab her attention, but she was having none of that.

“Mercy!” I insisted, and she didn’t even turn her head to me.

This was all going to happen again, wasn’t it? Brock was going to humiliate me one more time in front of my wife, and there was nothing I could do about that.

But I wasn’t going to let things end that way for me. This time, I was going to show him who’s boss.

Mercy threw the door open and rushed out, jumping and falling into Brock’s bulging arms. His body was a thing to behold, and he was so much bigger he made my curvy, on-the-heavier-side wife look like nothing.

I stood up in a flash, ready to show him I was here and that he should contain his urges – there was no denying that they were leading his every action here, after all.

But then, his hand traveled down her backside, until he found her waiting and aching ass. She jiggled it, shook it a little, and told him all he needed to know. Tonight, they were going to take this a step further.

The thing I’d been dreading this whole time was going to occur, in my own bedroom, and there was nothing I could do to stop them.

But I was no pussy.

No sissy.

I was going to stand between them and show them this house had only one man who could call himself Lord.

But my body froze then and there. I realized, once again, I was nothing compared to Brock. His whole body was such a massive thing. He made me feel small in every sense of the word. And he had a chiseled face I could never hope to match. The bigger body I could at least do something to measure myself up to, but the face, his hawk-like eyes, and that perfect short hair of his were all things beyond my reach.

His then eyes found me, his hands letting go of my wife.

Padding inside, he dropped his suitcase on the couch my wife was sitting on, and she then closed the door behind them. On her face was a painting of lust and desire. She couldn’t wait much longer for this to get going.

“Ah, Mike. It’s so good to see you here, mate.”

“I can’t say the same. Sorry, but I don’t like your presence here.”

“Well, I’m not leaving.”

“What?!” I said, venom in my voice.

“I’m not leaving. Are you deaf, or do you need your ears flushed?”

“I’m the man of the house here, and you are going to obey me!”

“No, sir. I’m not going to obey anyone. I’m the man of the house now.”

“Fuck you, Brock!”

“No, fuck you. In fact, I think that’s how we are going to settle things here. I’m going to hump you in front of your wife, after I fuck her, that is,” he joked, smirking.

“If you don’t leave at this moment, I’m going-”

“What are you going to do, mate? You can’t hope to measure up to me. You know, there’s a good reason – or many – as to why your wife just can’t stop thinking about me.”

“He’s right, husby,” she said, hugging him from behind, her hand traveling down his body and finding the buckle of his belt. The audacity behind their tones was deafening. I should just dash across the room and kick them out of here. But something was impeding me from doing that, and I should know what that was.

“You are a slut, Mercy. Everyone that knows you would be ashamed of this.”

“Oh, I don’t care. I’ve found a man that can finally make me feel like a woman, and he’s right here.”

“What about us, Mercy? What about everything I’ve bought for you? The cars, jewelry, and everything else?”

She giggled.

“Oh, those things were nice. Are nice, in fact, and I don’t want you to stop thinking you’ve got a chance with me, but they are nothing more than that – just things that please me for a few moments before I end up needing something else. And this time, I don’t need just something else, but another man.”

I spat onto the floor and growled, “I’m done with this.”

I pulled up the sleeves of my shirt and rushed ahead, ready to strike a definitive blow onto Brock’s hateful face, shouting and showing him I wasn’t going to give up when, all of a sudden, something made me stop.

His pants dropped onto the floor, forming a heap, and for the first time since meeting him, I was seeing what he was packing down there.

And it was a thing beyond anyone’s imagination.

It was massive. So much so I could never hope to measure up to it.

I’d raised my hand, balled it to become a fist, but now all I could do was to lower my arm and feel my whole body melting by the second.

Brock smiled. A hateful, teasing, and taunting smile. One of victory.

He’d won.

“Now, time for something spicier.”


Chapter 2

Brock circled me, my eyes finding it impossible to look anywhere that wasn’t at his bulge. There was only his underwear now hiding his man tool from my eyes. I should be much stronger than this, but my whole body was frozen, iced at this moment.

“Seems that someone here is finally learning his place,” Brock commented, my wife following him from behind, her hands dancing around his body. She was craving just one thing at this moment, and it was his manhood.

“Brock, just leave me alone here.”

“Leave you? Why? I know what you are craving, and I can give it to you.”

“Mercy is my wife, and I’d do anything for her.”

“Oh, anything?”

I felt a tear rolling down my cheek. “Anything.”

He smirked, a thought crossing his mind. I could only hope to find out what it was.

“Seeing you like this, defeated for seeing my bulge for the first time makes me wonder…”

“Wonder… what?”

“Have you ever heard of the term ‘sissification’?”

“No. Should I?”

“I’m thinking you could become the perfect candidate. This whole time, I’ve been training for it.”

“Wait, what? What are you even talking about?”

“Ah, let’s start with something simple,” Brock said before grabbing me by my armpits and lifting me.

I should have punched him then and there, but I couldn’t have done that. I was nothing more than his plaything at this moment.

“What are you going to do?” I asked, my voice sounding feebler than normal. And in the meantime, my wife kept touching and groping Brock. It was a wonder she wasn’t irritating him.

“I make the questions here now,” he growled.

I gulped.

And seeing my reaction, he added, “Now, tell me. Do you want this? I know you’ve been fighting very hard against your wishes, but you can’t deny that, deep down, you want to suck me off. You want to be nothing more than a docile little thing for me to play with. Isn’t that right? Isn’t that what you crave?”

I gulped, finding it impossible to rebuke him. I then nodded, making him smirk.

“Ahh, there it is. The truth. Now, we are going to do something that’s going to show you just how different I am. How much better than you I am.” And then turning to my wife, he commanded, “Mercy, take off his clothes.”

“Urgh, seriously?” She asked, sounding displeased.

“Yes, seriously,” he added.

She came up to me, and I said, “Mercy, please think this through. Don’t let him use you this way. You are a better woman than this.”

“Hush, man. I’m not your woman. Never have been.” Her eyes locked with mine, and I could almost palm the lust for Brock that was coming out of her. “Isn’t this what you want? To be put into your rightful place?”

I lowered my head, admitting that she was right about that. “See? I told you a couple of days ago we were going to do this for your own benefit. You’ve got nothing to worry about.”

Admitting defeat, I let my wife – or former spouse – undress me before the man that was stealing her from me. I felt ashamed of myself. I never worked out, led a sedentary life, and I had a beer belly to boot.

Brock guffawed, his eyes shaming me.

“I knew you looked pathetic under all the suits and office clothes, but I never thought you looked this feeble. You are weak and should know that your place is always underneath me.”

And now, for the grand finale.

She removed my underwear, giving him full view of my most shameful part.

His eyes widened before he guffawed once again.

“Look at that. Look at that! It’s like looking at someone who was born to be a sissy.”

“Please,” I begged. “All I want is my wife back.”

“No,” Brock rebuked, approaching me. “All you need is to be turned into a sissy maid.”

“Yes, Master,” I confirmed, accepting that I couldn’t control my forbidden cravings. He was right. Always had been.

“Now, Mercy here is going to jack you off and make you cum.”

“I’m going to do what?” She asked, sounding shocked.

“You heard it right, sweetheart. Do this for me, and tonight we’ll do something special.”

She licked her lips. “Alright, but only because you’ve promised me that.”

She approached me from the side, got on her knees and began to give my shaft some strokes. I moaned, already feeling how good it was to have my wife jacking me off one more time. It had been so long since the last time she did that.

She shook her head in displeasure. “I shouldn’t be forced to be doing this. I deserve better.”

“Hush, woman,” Brock said, sounding annoyed. “Keep it up. I love seeing a man being broken piece by piece.”

And that’s what was happening, wasn’t it? I was being broken, humiliated and tamed. And he didn’t even have to be doing much to be making that happen. The moment I saw he was much bigger me than me down there was when I knew I never stood a chance.

And now I could feel my balls tensing up.

Dammit. I wasn’t even going to last long enough. I was going to shame myself in front of him again.

And I could already imagine what Brock was like in bed. He could probably go on for hours on end, branding and pounding my whore of a wife to oblivion. I could never measure up to that. I couldn’t hold a candle to him.

His eyes paid attention to my much smaller man tool, but it wasn’t because he was enjoying what he was seeing. It was because he was reaffirming his position as the alpha male of my house.

And soon… soon I was even going to be handing to him even my expensive cars and everything else I owned.

I moaned loudly and cummed then and there, spreading my seed all over the floor. But looking down at it now, I couldn’t help but think it wasn’t enough. I couldn’t cum enough. That was why I never got Mercy pregnant.

She wiped her hands and rinsed them in the sink, puckering her face a little.

“There. It’s done,” she said to Brock upon coming back.

He smirked and said, “You’ve got everything one needs to be a sissy. You can’t even cum like a normal man. You would never get anyone pregnant.”

“Yes, Master,” I said, lowering my head in shame.

And then, settling a hand on my shoulder, he confirmed my deepest suspicions, “And now, time to show you who you really are.”


Chapter 3

Ilooked at myself in the body-sized mirror, finding it impossible to believe that I could have been changed this much. I’d always had a beardless face, smooth skin, big eyes and a skinny body, but the transformation I went through made all those things stand out much more.

I was, indeed, a woman in the body of a man. And this was the best I could ever have. The best life I could ever lead, and the thought of serving my Master and former wife made my little pee-pee harden in a fraction of a second.

“Sissy Mike, we are waiting for it,” Master called out from the living room.

Before today, part of me would be saying I had no reason to obey him, but right now, I felt like I should do this. I felt like I couldn’t breathe without first tending to his needs, obeying his orders and treating the man who stole my wife with the respect he deserved.

And most of all, he was my Master now.

I wore a French maid uniform, and it was black and white, and also so cute. They had even shaved my body, too. I had no hair on my legs, backside and balls anymore. I was nothing more than a pretty little thing for them to use as they pleased.

I grabbed a platter and headed over to the living room.

“Put it down there, pretty little thing,” Mike ordered, his voice sounding deep and excited.

“Yes, Master,” I said, putting it on top of the coffee table.

And now, I stood there with my hands behind my back, just waiting for his next command. I craved them. I craved his wishes for me, and I couldn’t live for one day without tending to his cravings.

Smirking at me, his arm draped around my wife’s shoulders while she cuddled with him, I knew he had something he would like to make me do.

“Undress, sissy Mike,” he ordered.

“Yes, Master,” I said before peeling away every layer I had on. And doing that took a while. Being dressed as a French maid made me look better, good, more attractive, but it was always a laborious thing. It involved so many clothing pieces.

Mike was wearing nothing more than his pair of black briefs. His dick grew harder at the sight of my nakedness. It had been such a long time since I last used my shaft that now it looked even smaller than usual. It was at most two inches hard…

“Good. I like seeing my sissy maid naked.”

Mercy gave his cheek a soft slap. “I’m right here, honey. Let’s fuck.”

“Oh, we are going to fuck. Just not right now.”

She glanced at him with flabbergasted eyes. “What?”

“That’s what I said. I’ve got something else in mind.”

“And what is that?”

He smirked and ordered, “Open wide for him, sweetie.”

Mercy was also naked, and I couldn’t help but stare at her huge, impressive, lust-inducing bosoms. She could make any man fall for her, and I couldn’t deny that she was having that effect on me again.

“What? No way. I’m your woman only.”

“And that you are, but there’s something I would like him to do first for me.”

“You gotta be kidding me. I open myself for you only, Brock.”

“I know, but today I feel like doing something different. Would you do that for me, sweetheart?” He purred against her, his lips kissing her neck.

In the meantime, I stood there like an idiot. A docile and tamed idiot, but an idiot nonetheless. I knew I should be angry that this was happening to me, but the opposite was occurring. Being treated with such disrespect was making my little pee-pee so hard.

“Fine, Brock. For you, I would always do anything,” she said before parting her legs and opening them so wide I could now see the full pleasure of her wetting pussy. She was getting so damp down there that her juices were already soaking through the material of the couch.

Turning his attention to me, Brock ordered, “Now, little guy – or gal, as you prefer – get on your knees and lube her up for me.”

I turned around and was going to go grab the bottle of lube when he made me stop in my tracks. “No, I meant that you are going to lube her up with your own saliva. I know you can do it. Your little pee-pee is so hard. You can’t lie to me.”

“Yes, Master,” I said before dropping on my knees.

Her mound was something to behold. I must have penetrated her no more than once. And she was leaking her juices too, more and more, teasing me and making me remember what I was before being turned into a sissy.

Mike then warned, “And be careful with her. I’m going to hump her, and I want her well-lubricated. Anything less than that and I will have to punish you. Do you understand that, Mike?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Now, you can proceed,” he commanded.

I stuck my tongue out and began to work her mound. She moaned, her whole body writhing and stirring. I was a good sissy maid. I cooked for my Master, I made him happy, and in turn he always gave me a treat or two. I couldn’t have asked for a better life.

“Fuck, it’s happening,” Mercy cried out before her whole body convulsed, her cunt juices gushing out all over my face, smearing me with her essence. I licked what I could with my tongue, but there was too much of it. I ended up having to scoop the rest with my fingers, licking and sucking them clean a moment later.

There was a smile of satisfaction across Brock’s face after his wife pushed me out of her.

“Now, my pretty little thing, this is how you hump a whore.”

“Yes, Master,” I said, scooting away to get the best view possible of what was going to transpire. My dick was so hard I was already wondering for how much longer I was going to be able to last. I didn’t want to cum before the right time. Master never liked that.

He grabbed her, turned her around with force, and then shoved himself in, making her cry out in pain. He was then pistoning in and out of her like a fucking machine, slapping sounds filling not only the living room, but also the whole neighborhood, making everyone aware that he was a beast of a man.

I stood there, sitting on the floor, my legs spread wide, just admiring what was happening before my eyes. Mike was everything that I wished I could ever be, and so much more too. I could never hope to measure up to him.

His body was like a mountain as he fucked Mercy, her eyes rolling inside her head. She climaxed once, twice and then many more times – and so many more I wasn’t able to keep track of them.

“Fuck, babe. I’m cumming,” he warned, but it was too late. He was going to knock her up. I was so sure of that that my dick hardened even more, the veins bulging out.

I even heard his cream coming out as he branded her as his, her whole body squirming and needing more of him. I stood there, still sitting next to the far wall, just wishing he could do the same with me.

But I didn’t have a pussy, and I knew he didn’t like puckers like mine. I kept it clean and shaved at all times, but there was no competing with Mercy. Her mound, always swollen and pleading, made all the difference to his instinct-driven mind.

He pulled out of her and glanced at me. “Come here, little guy.”

“What?” I said, my voice so weak it was like a whisper.

“Come here, and don’t make me repeat myself again.”

“Yes, Master,” I said, standing up and walking to them while not feeling like I was my normal self anymore. So many things had been happening here, and they’d all been leading up to this point.

The moment when I was going to do the vilest of things Master Brock could come up with.

I stopped behind my wife, her body draped over the couch. I doubted she could move now or do so in the following days. He fucked her for nothing more than a couple of minutes, but it had been enough to utterly destroy her spirit.

“What do you need from me, Master?” I asked, sounding so much younger now.

He smirked and settled a hand on my shoulder.

“Keep my seed inside of her. As you can see, some of it is already coming out, and I don’t like that.”

“But… how am I supposed to do that?”

“You will figure something out. I trust you.”

I gulped, but still said, “Yes, Master.”

Moving closer to her, leaning in, all I could do was to stick my tongue out and stow it inside her open cunt, feeling my former wife one more time. My dick stiffened even more, shook like a trapped beast, and I then cummed all over the couch. My cream was nothing compared to Master’s, but shooting it out the way I did was still a moment I would never forget.

And then I kept my tongue there, inside her womb for as long as possible. Until Master’s sperm had branded her, tamed her, and knocked her up.

She was going to bear his heir, and I was going to take care of him.

He was the husband my wife had always needed and deserved.

And I was glad he showed me the true way.

Being a sissy was so much better than pretending I had ever been a man.

The End
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