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Karen makes me pretty


“Aww, come on Larry!” Karen said, “it’s going to be fun!” She was sitting on the chair right by her makeup desk.

“I already know I’m going to look so stupid!” I tried to laugh and play it off, but Karen really wanted to try putting makeup on me. It just felt wrong to let a woman do that to you.

“You’re no fun!” She was scrunching her face and giving me these cute little evil eyes that she’d use whenever she was trying to get her way.

“Look,” I said, “I’m sorry, but it just seems weird.”

Karen grew silent and she was grabbing different types of makeup from her bag and setting them out on her desk. She looked into the mirror and started to put on some black eyeliner. She was a natural beauty, but she still managed to become even more beautiful when she did herself up. Being a cosmetology student had really helped her with her skill level, and that’s why she was trying to put makeup. She wanted to practice on someone other than herself.

“What if I make you a deal?” Karen said after she finished working on her eyes.

“Oh, you’re still on this topic,” I shook my head and weakly laughed, “what kind of deal are you going to make me?” I was sure to make sure she could tell that I was getting annoyed with her continuous efforts to feminize me.

“I’ll fuck you, if you let me do it.” She looked straight into my eyes. There was not even a gram of doubt that could be seen.

Karen and I were only friends, though, I do admit that I had been hanging around her for so long with the hopes that one day she would realize that I was a sweet guy, and that I was worthy of dating her. She always went for these brutish looking men, and I was more soft, with a quiet voice, and a pretty face for a guy. She would occasionally flirt with me as if she knew what I was after, but this was my moment to actually have sex with the woman that I had been dreaming about for several years.

I withhold my answer for only a few seconds as I took in her beautiful face and body. Her eyes were a mystic shade of green and her hair was jet black, and perfectly straight. Her slightly tanned skin, untarnished by tattoos, looked smooth and delicious. I had always fantasized about getting down on my knees and licking and kissing her from the feet up. She was a woman worthy of such attention, and I was hoping that I could be the man to give her what I felt she deserved.

“A-are you joking?” I said, knowing that by not immediately dismissing the idea I had essentially told her yes.

“No jokes,” Karen said as she bit down on her lower lip.

“Deal,” I said as I got up and sat down in the chair beside her. I wanted to keep talking for some reason, however, my gut told me to shut up. I was already getting what I wanted, and talking would only increase the probability of me fucking up somehow.

“I thought that might work,” she was playfully laughing and grabbing her large breasts to let me know that she knew I was after her. “Well the first thing we need to do is get you out of those manly clothes.”

“Come on, just put the makeup on.” I said.

“I want to make you pretty Larry!” She did the same face she did before, “you’re not going to look very pretty in those clothes!”

“Okay, fine,” I shook my head. “What do you want me to wear?”

“Oh thank you Larry!” She leaned forward and hugged me, I felt my cock stir inside my pants from just being touched by my queen.

I sat there and watched as she started to pull clothes out from her closet. A pink shirt, a black skirt, and a white bra were thrown on the bed. I could understand the pink shirt and the black shirt, but the bra confused me. I didn’t even have slight man boobs, let alone full breasts to fill the thing.

“Take your shirt off.” Karen said, “I know you’ll never be able to figure out how to put this bra on.” She was laughing to herself as she held it in her hands.

I stood up and pulled my shirt over my head. For that brief moment that the shirt covered my face, I mouthed the words, “what the fuck.” She stuck her tongue out at me and did a silly dance before coming behind me. She flung the bra around the front of me and told me to put my arms through the straps. It felt ridiculous but my cock was reminding me to just do as she wanted. In the end, I knew that I was going to finally get with her.

“Perfect,” she said, “now turn around.” I turned around and rolled my eyes while she clapped her hands and bounced up and down. “That’s better! Now, go get changed my pretty little doll!” I was too engrossed in looking at her bouncing tits to even care about the words she was using to talk down on me.

Karen started to get all of the makeup she wanted to use on me organized as I went into the bathroom with the skirt and shirt. I closed the door behind me, stripped out of the rest of my clothes, and then I got lost looking at myself in the mirror. I looked ridiculous with a white bra on, and it had this strange effect on me. I understood it more when I put the shirt on. The tightness of women’s clothing was not what I was used to. It made me feel like I was being restrained. The skirt was thankfully loose and gave my cock and balls the opportunity to breathe. In some ways, it was actually more comfortable than the regular pants that I would wear.

I stood there in silence for several minutes. My cock was still hard and it had formed a tent that I was trying to get rid of. It wouldn’t go down and eventually I realized that I was going to have to live with the comments that Karen was inevitably going to make about it. I was surprised that the simple act of her touching me had kept me hard, but then again, I was also suspecting that being dressed like a woman was actually the main driver of my cock’s strength. It was not something I would have ever expected.

“Oh my god!” Karen looked like the happiest woman on Earth, “you look ADORABLE!” She shot me a sexy glance that only confused me. Did she get off on dressing men up as women? “Sit, sit,” she said as she grabbed a tube of lipstick, “now I just have to put on the final touches and you will be one-hundred percent sissy!”

“Sissy?” I asked as I sat down, “what the fuck is that?” I curled my eyebrows and I only got laughed at. I guess I could not be taken seriously with women’s clothing on, but she at least didn’t see my raging cock sticking out.

“I shouldn’t have to explain this to you,” she said, “you’re not big, strong, tall man after all. What can I do with a guy like you other than help you become what you were designed to do?” I was about to respond with another question, but she interrupted me before I could even fully open my mouth. “Let me see those lips.”

Karen pulled her chair up close to mine, and she rested part of her body on my legs. She used her left hand to hold my face as she carefully put on the lipstick.

“Do this with your lips,” she showed me what to do with my lips with her own, “good. Now do it again but with this tissue.” She showed me again what to do to help remove some of the excess lipstick.

Just having a layer that covered my lips made me feel more feminine. I was battling all kinds of strange thoughts, but the one that kept entering my mind was how I knew that I was somehow becoming more attractive to Karen. I needed to put my ego aside and forget about the mean things she said about my masculinity because they didn’t matter. She was going to fuck me, that was a guarentee.

“Look how much better that is,” she said as she grabbed a small mirror. She held it to my face, and I was in shock. My lips were bright red and my tight pink shirt with the bra poking out of it made me feel like some cheap street walking that could be found on the bad part of town. “Don’t worry,” she said, “this will all come together quite nicely.”

Karen told me to look up and to the side. She was going to put eyeliner and mascara to help frame my eyes. She said that this was the most crucial part of making me look like a cute sissy. I found the experience to be slightly annoying. My eyes are sensitive and I often had to ask her to stop and wipe the tears that were starting to form. Eventually she got both the eyeliner and mascara on, and it felt weird having some stickiness on my eyelashes.

“Let me just add a bit of blush,” she said as she grabbed a brush and started wiping my face with it, “this will help your cheeks look a little more ladylike. Lucky for us, you don’t have a strong jaw. Yes,” she said as she applied the finishing touches, “you look like you could be a star!” Karen covered her mouth as she began to chuckle. I didn’t believe a word she was saying about me becoming a star.

I was expecting her to show me how I looked with the small mirror, but she instead grabbed my arm and insisted that I checked myself out in the full-length mirror. While she laughed, I got lost looking at myself. It didn’t even look like me. She continued to tell me how much of a pretty sissy I was and how happy she was that I had been willing to let her have her fun. Eventually, Karen took note of my cock and that became the only thing she was interested in.

“Well, well, well,” she said as if she had known something all along, “it turns out I was right.”

“W-what do you mean?” I asked.

“I’ve always assumed that you were the type of guy that would be into this,” she said as she grabbed my cock roughly, “and this is the proof! I haven’t even touched you down there and you’re as hard as a rock, well, at least a small rock!” She giggled again and my face turned even more red than the blush on my cheeks.

I turned towards her and looked at her seriously. I placed my hands on her hips and tried to pull her towards me. From my point of view, I had completed my part of the deal, and now it was my turn to fuck Karen like I had always wanted.

“No!” She said, “you need to be punished first!” She was serious yet playful at the same time.

“Punished for what? I did everything that you asked!” I was horny and I was positive that drops of precome were already starting to form around the tip of my cock.

“We’ve been friends for years, and you’ve never tried to hook up with me! I’ve waited, and waited, and waited!” She looked like she was angry, “and I had to set this whole thing up just to make it happen!”

“Wait,” I was shocked. Had she really wanted me to sleep with her this whole time? “But-”

“No buts!” She said as she took me by the hand, “it’s time for your punishment!” She sat down on the edge of the bed and pulled me over her lap. I could feel the cool air on my bare ass and she adjusted me until I was completely over her knees. “Do you know what a safe word is?” She asked.

“Yes,” I answered. I had never participated in the BDSM scene, but I was always hoping that one day I would find that special someone to explore it with.

“Very good sissy!” Karen gently tapped my ass, but I knew that she was not going to stop there. “Your safe word is,” she paused. I was looking around the room in anticipation, my heart was beating out of my chest. “Cucumber!”


2


Karen humiliates me


My hands were the only thing that made me feel like I had some power. They were flat on the ground, supporting my body weight, as Karen lifted my black skirt up. I felt her hand gently running circles on my butt cheek, she giggled and pointed out the goosebumps that were starting to form. I had never been spanked before in my life and Karen changed that in the blink of an eye.

“Bad sissy!” She said as her hand came down on my ass. “Very bad!” She did it again, but with much more strength.

I endured her spanking for what felt like an hour. She was taking great pride in turning my pale white ass red, much like she had done to my face with the use of cosmetics. Every successive spank hurt more than the previous, yet Karen had a knack for getting me hard enough to cause me to cry out in pain, but not hard enough to even make me think of saying the safe word.

“Do you like being spanked?” She asked, I looked back to discover her hand high above her head and her eyes glaring down at me.

“Yes!” I said with the hopes of softening the blow. It didn’t work. She smacked my ass mercilessly several times, “yes I love it!” I tried again to cull the rage of her open hand.

“Yes what?” She snapped.

“W-what?” I asked.

“You’re being a disrespectful sissy!” She smacked my ass again, “you must address me as your queen!” She lifted her hand again, “do you like being spanked?” She asked.

“Yes, my queen!” I shouted out, I felt that I had figured out how to keep my ass from being punished.

“Oh, that’s wonderful!” She started to laugh, “because I love spanking little sissies!” She laughed evilly as she continued to spank me. I was a fool for falling into her obvious trap. “What is your name?”

“Huh, it’s Larry,” her question threw me off, and of course I was punished for answering incorrectly.

“That’s a man’s name!” She growled, “your new name is Lonnie!”

“O-okay,” I was being turned into a woman completely in her eyes, “my name is Lonnie!”

“Aww,” she seemed like she was finishing spanking me, “that’s so cute. You’re doing such a good job Lonnie,”

“Thank you,” I said, “my queen!” I wanted to spank my own ass for almost fucking up and not addressing her in the way that she demanded.

“I think you deserve a reward,” she pulled me off of her lap and gently pushed down on my shoulders. I was on my knees, looking up at her beautiful face, my cock keeping the skirt from fitting naturally. “Worship my feet Lonnie,” she put her left foot on my cock and pushed my lips with her right foot.

I began to kiss the foot that she had placed over my mouth. There was never a point in my life where I considered that I might be interested in feet, but she was making me question everything already. The fact that she considered it a reward was humiliating. In the eyes of Karen, she could have me kiss and lick her feet while claiming the moral high-ground as if she was doing me a favor. I tried not to think too much about the implications, and instead focused my energy on trying to give her pleasure by sucking and licking the bottom of her foot.

Her foot was starting to pick up several lipstick stains from my lips, and I was using those as an indicator of what parts of her foot needed to be kissed next. She was aware of the little game I was playing in my head, because when it looked like I had covered her entire foot, she presented me with the one that was on my cock.

“Open your mouth,” she said, “suck on my toes like a lollipop.” She smiled at me as she grabbed her breasts.

I was looking at her straight in the eyes as I sucked each toe individually. She was getting turned on by watching me make such a fool of myself, and I was struggling to cope with my cock. It had grown to its fullest size and it was throbbing on its own. I was sure that if I went outside naked in a windstorm, the wind would be enough to cause me to shoot come all over the place.

“Does Lonnie have a foot fetish?” She asked as she started to poke my hard cock. I moaned with her foot in my mouth. It caused me to pull my cock away from her, because I couldn’t live with myself if I came too early.

“Yes, my queen,” I said, “your feet taste so good!” I was believing everything that came out of my mouth. I did see her as my queen, and I was starting to feel like Lonnie was a better name than Larry.

“That’s so sweet of you to say. You know I always thought you had a foot fetish.” I had no idea where she was basing these assumptions from, but she had proven herself to have a better idea of my own sexuality than I did. “Do you know what else I think you would love?”

“I don’t know, my queen,” I said as she pulled her feet away from me. She winked at me as she started to turn around.

“Do you want to kiss my butt?” Karen asked as she planted her knees into the bed. She leaned forward and rested her weight on her elbows.

“Yes, my queen,” I was licking my lips as I watched her slowly work on pulling her pants down. She pulled them down just enough to let me see the top half of her unblemished ass.

“Kiss my ass sissy!” She laughed, “it doesn’t do much for me, but I know a pathetic little sissy like you dreams about kissing butts!” She was laughing and shaking her butt back and forth.

Hesitation was not something that you could even accuse me of doing. I lunged forward with my lips, ready to kiss and worship her divine ass. She was absolutely right about my desire to worship a beautiful woman’s ass. It had always been a dream, a dream that I never thought I would be able to live out beyond sleeping with her. When I was masturbating, it was almost always to videos of men, or women, having dominant women sit on their faces. The idea of being used up, humiliated, and laughed at while one licks and sucks another person’s asshole intimately always got my cock to produce massive loads.

“I was totally right about that!” She sounded like she was almost ready to cry from all of the laughter, “you’re a good little butt kisser. Yes, you are!”

The way that she talked to me as if kissing her ass was some horribly humiliating thing only further invigorated me. Having my lips on her soft ass was heaven for me and I was subtly working my way towards the center of her ass. As I switched from one cheek to the other, I allowed my nose to temporarily go between her ass so that I could inhale her sacred scent. She was quick to notice my desire to wedge my face in the middle of her ass.

“You’re a butt sniffer too!” She laughed, “oh my god! Okay, here you go!” She reached behind and spread her ass open.

“Thank you,” I said as I looked at her precious asshole in awe, “thank you so much, my queen!”

“Oh my sissy! You are so welcome!” She let go of her cheeks when my face was smashed against her asshole.

I never breathed so hard and fast through my nose in my entire life. I felt like if I continued, I was going to become light headed. Also, I was trying to find a way to let her know that I was desperate to taste her asshole. It took me a few minutes to finally summon the courage to slip my tongue onto her ass, and right as I was about to do it, Karen pushed my face away.

“That’s enough,” she said, “maybe next time I’ll let you lick it, but I’m bored of your ass fetish!” She laughed and wagged her finger at me as if I had just done something wrong.

“How does she know me?” I thought to myself.

“And now,” she climbed off of the bed, her pants still covering her pelvis, “I have a confession to make. I don’t know if you’re going to feel the same about me after you learn the truth.” The once dominant queen was almost submissive towards me. I couldn’t allow her to put herself in such a position for the likes of me.

“No, my queen!” I said, “nothing can make me stop loving you!” I surprised myself by confessing my love for her. It just sounded like the right thing to do.

“Lonnie,” Karen smiled at me sweetly. She kissed the air as if to send me a juicy kiss, “I hope you mean that, because I may not be who you think I am.”

“I love you no matter what!” I said, “you could have fifty other guys, waiting to see you again, and I’ll always be here for you!”
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Surprise!


On my knees, I watched my queen take off her pants. She looked unsure of herself and it made me feel nervous, and then I saw it.

“I am a futa,” she said, standing there with her pants around her ankles, a large cock dangling between her legs. “Do you still love me Lonnie?” She asked as she took her cock in her hand.

A whirlwind of emotions were scrambling my brain. The woman that I had waited so long to have a chance with was packing a cock, and a cock that was twice the size of my own. She was looking at me patiently, waiting for me to break the silence. I was confused intellectually but physically my cock remained hard.

“I, uhh,” I couldn’t believe that I still felt the same, “I love you. You are my queen, Karen.” My eyes could not be taken from her impressive cock.

“Are you sure?” She asked.

“Yes, my queen.” I was positive that I still felt the same about her.

“Prove it.” Karen put her hands on her hips. She didn’t believe me.

“How?” I asked.

“Worship my futa-cock with the same amount of appreciation you showed my feet and ass. Do that,” she said, “and I’ll believe that you love me.”

“One, two, three,” I said quietly under my breath.

I crawled on my knees to get close to Karen. I put my hands on her feet and slowly ran them up her legs. With every inch that I moved, I knew that my mouth was that much closer to being full of cock. I reached the end of my journey, her futa-cock two inches from my face, and my queen was looking at me with zero expression. I smiled at her weakly before planting a soft, long kiss on the tip of her cock.

It wasn’t disgusting, though, I knew if you had asked me a week prior if I’d be willing to suck a cock, I would have told you to get the fuck away from me. With Karen, however, I did not feel like what I was doing was wrong for me. It felt natural, and I was at ease as I continued kissing her futa-cock. It reacted to my lips, and it felt like I was playing a game. The fact that I could noticeably pleasure her was interesting to me. Seeing a cock grow right before your eyes is an easy way to know that you are doing something right.

“May I please suck it?” I asked, “your cock is magnificent, my queen.”

“Open,” she said, her cruel smile returning to her face. She pressed the crown of her cock through my parted lips, and I felt full instantly. She looked down at me as if I were owned by her. “I’m so lucky to have found a good little sissy like you!” She began to slowly rock herself in and out of my mouth.

My mouth was being used in the same way a man would use a pussy or an ass. She grabbed my head with her hands and started to pump in and out of me, her futa-cock increasing in size seemingly with every push.

“Do you remember what I said?” She asked as she pulled her cock from my mouth. My saliva was dripping off her cock.

“W-what did you say, my queen?” I began kissing her cock without being instructed to do so. In my eyes, I had sufficiently proven my love.

“I said that I was going to fuck you,” she began to laugh, “I bet that means something different to you now.”

She was right. My asshole tightened, and my heart began to race. Being fucked in the ass never even entered my radar of sexual activities to try, but with Karen, I felt that it would be an amazing experience. I nodded my head to show her that I was ready to be taken by her.

“Remember,” Karen said as she grabbed my hair. She pulled me to my feet and threw me to the bed, “the safe word is cucumber!”

Everything was the way it was meant to be. Sissified and humiliated, my skirt was lifted and her futa-cock was brushing against my bright red ass. I shivered, not out of fear, but because I anticipated the most explosive orgasm of my entire life. She spat down the center of my spread open ass, and she rubbed it around with the tip of her cock. Slowly, she tested me. She went inside my ass slightly, and then retreated, never fully taking her cock from my ass. Karen repeated this process a half dozen times before pushing in several inches.

“You are tight!” She said, “my little sissy Lonnie is going to have to be broken in!” She slapped my ass, but this time it didn’t feel like a punishment. It was meant to take my mind from the feeling of her ass pushing deeper inside of my asshole.

My fingers were digging into her mattress as she pummeled into my ass. I was making sounds that only a sissy could make, and they only seemed to fuel her lust. Karen was fucking me harder than I had ever fucked any woman before in my life. She was teaching me that I was not meant to give a woman my cock, I existed to receive hers.

“I’m going to come,” she said as she settled into a steady rhythm, her cock pushing deeper and expanding against the walls of my ass.

“Oh fuck!” I said as the thought of her climaxing sent me over the edge. My cock was rubbing against the bed and it was enough to cause my come to splatter all over the sheets.

In perfect harmony, Karen began to come. It felt like she was shooting a hot version of soft-serve ice cream into my asshole. The sensation was unlike anything that I had experience. It was the final nail in the coffin to hook me, and ensure that I would forever remain a sissified receiver of futa-cock whether I was with Karen, or without her. In that moment, I couldn’t see myself having sex with anyone other than a dominant futa that I treated like a queen.

As Karen finished, she was only fucking me slowly. She was making sure that my ass received every drop of her divine lust.

“Did you like it Lonnie?” She asked as her thrusting came to a full stop.

“Yes,” I said as I let my body fall flat onto the bed. She came down with me, and her still hard cock remained tightly inside of my ass. “I love you so much Karen. I’m so happy to be your sissy and for you to be my queen.”

Karen slowly began to pull her cock from my ass. I could feel her come starting to drip out. She slid off of my back, and laid beside me with her arm around my shoulders. She pulled my face close to hers and kissed me on the forehead. Just receiving her affection made me feel a warmth inside of my body that almost surpassed the feeling I had received from her futa-cock. I had achieved my dream, however, through the use of unconventional means. It didn’t matter how it worked out; it didn’t matter that I was not a man in her eyes, but a sissified submissive. I had shown her my love, and she had given me hers by allowing me to worship her.

“I love you too Lonnie,” she said, “I’m so happy to have a good little sissy like you!”
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