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Introduction

Sissyrella – A Forced Sissy Fairy Tale is Lilly Lustwood’s first offering from her Halloween Dark Romance series.

It is a sissified retelling of a classic that we all grew to love… but, with a forced feminized twist!

Sean Rowland, a 19-year-old art student was still mourning the death of his father from “accidentally drowning” when his evil stepbrothers and transgender stepmother from hell forced him to succumb to a life of servitude and gave him a new identity as Sissyrella.

Being an introvert who kept to himself through a life of video games, he had no friends and family to run to. Cleaning, cooking, and servicing his stepfamily was his new normal up until a Sissy Godmother appeared and magically turned his loveless life into a titillating fairy tale.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Wild Forced Feminization Ride!

I’m Lilly Lustwood and I’m a Transgender Woman. I’m a  senior editor by day and I recall and write my sexperiences by night.

Everything that’s written in this book is based on my friends’ and my life. I live by a duality of being a dignified trans woman in public and a lustful ladyboy in private.

I love sex… I think, breathe, and eat it. The higher powers have really hit the jackpot when they created the form of a man.

The broad shoulders, the masculine arms & thighs, the way a penis magically erects… I’m getting hard and wet at the same time just by writing these things.

Before I get distracted and lose the will to finish this book, let me tell you a story about Sissyrella’s submission. I want you to go somewhere with utmost privacy because I’m going to be very intimate with you.

Are you alone now? Good. Don’t touch yourself just yet. I can see that the bulge from your pants is growing. I’m almost there.

I said stop touching it! You’re such a naughty boy.

Picture this…

✓    I have long and straight black hair

✓    My boobs are 38 DD

✓    I’m a little on the chubby side but not too big

✓    My height is 5ft 6in. and I have fair skin

✓    I’m blessed with huge cat eyes and heart-shaped lips

✓    My friends tell me that I look like Haifa Wehbe, Google her

✓    I have a bubble butt and my girltoy is 5 inches long

It’s September 22, 2022, and 4:00 PM in the Philippines. It’s a bit balmy and I’m wearing a blue Sunday dress and nude panties.

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Sissyrella.


Free Vip Mailing List

Before we get to the exciting part, I’m cordially inviting you to be a Lilly Lustwood VIP.

IT DOESN’T COST ANYTHING. All you have to do is Join my Mailing List.

I will be sending you FREE Exclusive Erotic Content that you won’t find anywhere else.

My First Gift for You

[image: ]

Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases (pun intended) and Promos.

I won’t send you anything that’s not related to my steamy stories and I won’t share your information with any person or entity.

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

or Copy this Link -> stats.sender.net/forms/epL92e/view

Note: Please check your Spam or Promotions tab
if the confirmation doesn’t arrive in your inbox.

Love Always,

Lilly


Chapter 1

Once upon a time, in a secluded colonial mansion by the Kenai river in Alaska, there lived a 19-year-old pretty boy named Sean Rowland.

He stood 5ft. 7in. with a delicate physique, had hair with the color of Yukon gold, eyes that emanated the brilliance of sapphire, lips, the shade of hibiscus, and skin tinted with a drop of essence from pink gardenia.

His beauty extended to the very pure and innocent heart of his. He was meek, caring, and kind. Just like his father, Marcus Rowland, he loved helping the proletariat by donating and participating in charity drives.

“Now, now, it’s very sad but you have to say goodbye”, his transgender stepmother of fifty-five, Anya, from Belarus, who transitioned in her forties, keeping her six-feet athletic physique gently said.

As she patted his delicate back in consolation, her black chiffon veil fell on her broad shoulders—revealing her raven hair in a tight bun. She then accompanied him from his father’s tombstone to their black Range Rover as she struggled to walk on the Bermuda grass with her red six-inch stilettos.

As they walked through the small crowd of his father’s friends and employees, Anya mouthed Thank You—making everyone witness how caring and protective she was of her stepson.

His stepbrothers Dmitriy and Vladimir of twenty and twenty-one, bred from Anya’s first marriage with Maria who was of Afro-Caribbean descent, shortly followed in their black funeral attires that hugged their beefy frames of 6ft. 3in. and 6ft. 2in. tightly.

“Enough with your wuss woo woo!” Anya yelled right after switching from the empathetic stepmother façade to her true self as his stepmother from hell inside the car.

Sean frantically stopped himself from panting—resulting in forced bated breaths.

“Very good”, Anya followed as she gazed at her strong nose and thin red lips painted in crimson from her compact powder.

“Step on it”, she ordered, signaling Dmitriy to start driving back to their manor.

Sean tilted his head at a glacial pace from the floor to the snowy view of the Kenai river from the car’s window. As they traversed through the oppressive trees and slippery road, Anya grimaced beside him from the utter excitement of executing her diabolic plans.

As Sean recalled his happy memories with his father, Anya recalled the very last moments she shared with Marcus. She kept replaying how fun it was to watch her deceased husband drown in the Pacific ocean right after pushing him out of a sailboat during their anniversary celebration in Bali, Indonesia.


Chapter 2

As soon as Sean and his stepfamily arrived at the manor in the majestic premises of the five-hectare estate that his father has left them, two of the maids from the staff of twenty hustled to the driveway to assist them.

Anya grabbed Sean’s wrist with feminine vigor as Dmitriy and Vladimir bickered behind them. Gertrude, the tubby German chamberlain in her early fifties opened the oppressive main two doors made of oak with all her might as Anya’s pace didn’t make any room for waiting.

“Good afternoon, madam”, Gertrude greeted. Sean bowed his head with a smile while Anya ignored her as she dragged him inside.

“Quickly!” Anya ordered—rattling the young man.

Moments later, there they were, in the master’s bedroom.

What have you done!?

Sean was surprised about the polarizing change that Anya has made with it.

The bedroom was decorated elegantly with generous sprinkles of feminine touches, pastel blue, and gold trimmings before his father died. But at that very moment, he was looking at a modern room fit for Count Dracula.

Anya has also removed all of the framed photographs of his father and replaced them with portraits of her in Victorian style that painted her as if she was part of a family with royal lineage.

“Sit down”, Anya said with a smile.

“I have two pieces of good news”, she followed.

“What is it, mother?” he gently asked in a Cambridge cross, a sitting position that his mother Belinda, his spitting image, taught him at a very young age.

“You won’t be going to school anymore, Isn’t that exciting!?” she exclaimed.

His heart sunk from agony as Anya shook her body from delight. She then picked up a black and white French-maid uniform from her red California-king bed and handed it to him.

“And… you’re also hired as a new maid in the house! We’re short-staffed and we could use the extra help”, she followed.

No! How can this be!?

“My father wouldn’t allow this!” he retaliated.

She didn’t appreciate the combative tone of his voice. He has never talked back at her and she was determined to make that rare slip his last.

“Your father did!”, she yelled back. She opened the drawer in exasperation from her black vanity and handed him a fake Last Will document that she ordered online indicating that his father left all of his riches to her.

“You have no family and friends because you spent your whole life playing video games. You have nowhere to run to. It’s either my generous offer or you sleeping in the woods!” she added.

How could he do this to his only son!?

Tears slowly fell from his kind eyes but before he could finish soaking in his grief, disappointment, and sorrow…

“What’s it going to be!?” she impatiently asked.

Sean nodded in reluctance causing her to smile widely. At that moment, it was all he could do. It was the last week of September in Alaska and sleeping in the woods would freeze his body that lacked cushion to death.

She then gestured for him to follow her as he carried his uniform.

“Get those Mary Janes too”, she added as she pointed at the modest black shoes by her bed.

Moments later, there they were, in the restrictive confines of a room just enough to fit a double bed and a small closet beside the wine cellar.

It was originally a storage place for dust cloths and cleaning supplies to maintain the vintage wine bottles but she doubled it up to ensure that Sean wasn’t close to the rooms where he could find evidence that his father has left all of his money to him.

“Don’t you just love it!?” she asked condescendingly.

The new room was an obvious downgrade from his former bedroom enough to fit a family of six. She then sat on his new bed without sheets and gazed at her long red nails.

“I want to see you in your uniform”, she said with nonchalance.


Chapter 3

Sean blushed as he didn’t want her to see him naked and stood obliviously as he held the French-maid uniform.

“What?!” she asked with annoyance. She then spread her legs and lifted her funeral dress—revealing her muscular legs and thighs. She rolled her black nylon panties to the side then unleashed her pink eight-inch flaccid uncut cock.

“I have that too, what’s the wait?” she followed as she jiggled her ladydick.

Mother…

It was the very first time that Sean had seen a transgender woman’s penis. He didn’t know what to think of it but it caused him an erection. He then turned around and shyly removed his black suit.

She couldn’t take the wait anymore. She stood up and maneuvered him to face her then tore his white linen shirt apart—causing the buttons to clack against the wooden floor.

“That’s how a tough woman undresses a man”, she said before flexing her oppressively masculine right arm and kissing it.

Sean’s heart leaped from a combination of fear and excitement as his stepmother dominated him. She pushed Sean to the bed causing him to lay flat on his back with just a brown belt and black slacks.

She leaned closer, almost crouching as she stood 6ft. 6in. with heels that flexed her round and beefy legs then tore the only remaining stereotypical masculine piece of clothing off him, his pants.

There he was, laying helplessly on the bed, naked with a circumcised pink and hard two-incher.

Sean disdained wearing underwear, especially briefs. He didn’t like the fabric and thought that they were too loose for his tiny penis.

“Like father, like son! Both with tiny penises!” she let out.

She took her black veil from her shoulders and then tied his small dick tightly.

“Ah!” Sean yelled from the excruciating pain.

“It’s disgusting! Nobody wants to see that!” she followed. Sean cried softly from the embarrassment. It was the very first time that someone had touched his dick—only for it to be received with repulsion.

She then grabbed his slender arms and forced him to stand up.

“Turn around!” she ordered. Without thinking things through, he followed.

As soon as she saw his plump, round, and milky hairless butt, her shecock stood straight—fighting the heavy fabric of her black funeral dress.

“Now this, I could work with”, she said with a grin.

“What do you mean, mother!?” he anxiously asked.

“Do you want to sleep in the woods!?” she retaliated. Sean zipped his mouth and kept to himself as his heart beat a mile a minute.

She tore her dress without a smidge of struggle like she was She-Hulk—revealing her masculine body in black two-piece nylon lingerie with her 45DD implants that spilled from her bra and her eight-inch hairy Belarussian cock that peeked through her panties.

“Wear your uniform then suck on this!” she yelled as she pulled the foreskin of her fat and veiny cock that revealed her pink and moist mushroom head.

“Mother…”, he said softly.

“Stop calling me that! From now on, it’s mistress!” she sternly replied. She then sat on the edge of his double bed as she rubbed her shecock while watching him transform into a sissy maid.

Moments later, there he was, sobbing in his black and white French-maid uniform.

“Boo-hoo”, she mockingly said as she parted his short blonde hair to the side.

“What are you crying for? You look pretty in that thing”, she followed.

She looked up as she tapped her chin with her index finger and pondered about Sean’s new identity.

“You know, I used to call your father Mimi. I also changed his pronouns to she and her”, she informed.

Sean’s eyes widened from surprise at the unusual piece of information about his father.

“Aha! From now on, your name will be Sissyrella!” she excitedly said.

At that very moment, Sean was too powerless to retort. He succumbed to the new identity with fears of being kicked out of the manor with only sobbing and panting as his way to deal with the conundrum.


Chapter 4

“What’s your name?” she asked with a stern look.

“Sissy…rella”, she said as she gasped for air from struggling to stop herself from crying.

“Enough with the drama already”, Anya said impatiently.

“On your knees!” she followed. Sissyrella, encroached with bewilderment and agony, gently knelt and paced herself.

It’s really big…

She shyly opened her small pink mouth and licked the tip of Anya’s dick head. The mistress shook from the tingling delight delivered by Sissyrella’s warm tongue.

It’s so slimy…

Sissyrella continued her gentle tongue flicks as she surprisingly liked the taste and smell of testosterone up until Anya got tired of the torture-like foreplay.

“Dammit, Sissyrella! This is not how you suck dick!” she let out. She grabbed her short blonde locks and then pushed her dick inside Sissyrella’s virgin throat.

“Gwak!” Sissyrella let out as she frantically breathed through her nose.

“Up and down, up and down”, Anya said as she rhythmically maneuvered the sissy’s head to intensify the pleasure.

As time went on, Sissyrella started liking the feeling of a pulsating penis inside her mouth.

She intensified her servicing without the guidance of Anya as she moaned endlessly from the novel taste of precum and Belarussian meat.

“There you go. You might just be better than your father”, Anya said.

Sissyrella enjoyed hearing the compliment as she was blinded to thinking that her father abandoned her by not leaving a single dime in her name.

“Thank you, mistress”, she said with a muffled voice.

“Ahh! Keep going, Sissyrella!” Anya cheered as she rolled her eyes from the euphoric feeling brought upon by her sissy maid’s mouth.

“That’s enough. My dick’s going to prune this way”, Anya said. She stood up and then carried Sissyrella.

“Give me your hand”, she followed.

Sissyrella knew what was coming and was determined to be better than her father. It was her only way to get back at him.

Anya generously spat on the palm of Sissyrella’s hand as she carried her delicate body through her soft sissy thighs.

“Lubricate your sissyhole”, she followed. Sissyrella gently rubbed her tight pink anus with errant blonde hairs using Anya’s saliva and relished the novel and delightful feeling of a damp asshole.

It feels so warm and wet…

Without further delay, Anya lifted Sissyrella’s body and pushed her dick through her virgin sissy tunnel.

“Ahh!” Sissyrella let out from the sharp pain as Anya savored the delicious feeling of her huge cock within the sissy maid’s orgasmic walls of pleasure.

“Shut up!” Anya said.

“Mmm!” Sissyrella groaned right after Anya did it the second time.

“It only hurts the first time. Stop being a drama queen”, she said as her abundant testosterone swam inside her yearning ladyballs.

“Yes!” Anya screamed from the third pleasurable moment that she pushed her dick inside the sissy maid’s hole.

Sissyrella closed her eyes as the pain started turning into pleasure. Anya continued thrusting as she lifted her—turning her face crimson and causing her beads of sweat to stream down her oppressive breasts.

“Ahh, ahh, ahh!” Anya screamed from intense delight as Sissyrella joined in an orgasmic chorus.

It’s so nice…

“Why does it feel good, mistress?” Sissyrella gently asked as she gasped for air. Every time Anya’s dick reached the depths of her hole, she felt like she was going to pee.

“Because it’s my cock, you filthy whore”, she replied. She continued thrusting upwards when suddenly…

“What’s happe…”, right before Sissyrella could finish her sentence, she squirted her thick and white joy juice on Anya’s rock-hard belly.

Anya grinned at her accomplishment and started thrusting harder.

“It’s my turn now!” she screamed as she pounced on Sissyrella like a jackrabbit.

“Ahh!” Anya let out.

“You filty, filthy, whore!” she followed.

“Sissy slut!” she moaned loudly right before unleashing her athletic babygravy inside her boypussy.

Sissyrella enjoyed the warm feeling of thick and white jizz streaming inside of her. She felt as if butterflies were dancing inside her newly-popped orifice.

“Ha!” Anya let out a last hurrah after squirting the last drop of cum from her ladydick inside Sissyrella.

“Whew!” Anya said right before throwing Sissyrella’s body to the bed without a single care. She wiped her body drenched in sweat with one of the dusting cloths from the shelves in her maid’s cellar bedroom then started dressing up.

Sissyrella, with a sore anus, closed her eyes as she relished the amazing feeling of being taken for the first time but also felt a jolt of longing.

She felt like Anya discarded her after using her body for pleasure and it was the polarizing opposite of how she envisioned her first time would be.

“Get up, you have work to do princess”, Anya said—rattling Sissyrella in her soiled-ass state.


Chapter 5

Sissyrella followed Anya with her head profusely to the ground from the humiliating feeling of wearing a maid’s uniform.

“Call everyone!” Anya screamed—bellowing every corridor of their colonial manor decked in brown walls, hardwood floors, and maroon Turkish carpets.

Anya sauntered towards the dining room as Gertrude frantically ordered two maids right before she could react from the shock of seeing Sean wearing the same uniform that they wore.

As Anya waited at the host chair at their dining table that could seat thirty people, she fondled and squeezed Sissyrella’s smooth and plump butt under her skirt.

The chamberlain, two gardeners, nine maids, and eight construction workers shortly arrived reacting differently to seeing Sean as a sissy maid.

Some, with pity, some with laughter, and others with lasciviousness.

Moments later, her boys arrived wearing matching white wifebeater shirts and gray sweatpants that emphasized their fat and swinging flaccid dicks.

“Woah! Nice shoes Sean!” Vladimir said in jest.

“Where did you get ‘em, Shauna?” Dmitriy asked mockingly.

“Shut up and sit down!” Anya yelled with a stern face. She then raised her eyebrow and continued fondling the sissy who was standing beside her chair.

“From this day forward, we will call Sean, Sissyrella”, she announced.

The staff of twenty wrinkled their foreheads and gasped in unison. Painted in panic, they audibly gossiped as they looked at the sissy with pity. The maids and gardeners were especially affected as they witnessed Sean grow up.

“She will be working with you as a sissy maid”, she followed.

“But madam!” Gertrude retaliated.

“Anyone who questions this new arrangement will be dismissed!” Anya said sternly and loudly.

“And… starting next month, all of your salaries will be tripled!” Anya announced with glee.

Everyone in the room let out celebratory yells except for Gertrude, Sissyrella, the maids, and the gardeners. Sissyrella looked at Gertrude and mouthed It’s Okay, causing Gertrude to let out tears of guilt and frustration.

“I’ve also called everyone to brainstorm for Sissyrella’s new pronouns”, she informed.

“Let’s start with you”, she said while facing Dmitriy.

“Slut?”, he let out with a puzzled face. The brawn, hairy, and masculine construction workers laughed—which cheered the beefy young man to come up with more.

“Whore?”, he followed.

“Cum dump!” Vladimir interjected, causing the crowd to go wild.

They’re so mean…

“Slut hole!” a young construction worker in his early twenties with a tight body suggested.

“Puta!” another construction worker from Puerto Rico with a bouncer’s physique added.

Anya had a very good memory. She was able to remember all of the pronoun suggestions for Sissyrella without taking notes.

“Alright, so we could call Sissyrella she, her, hers, slut, whore, cum dump, slut hole, puta, harlot, floozy, tramp, hussy, tart, hooker, and skank. Did I miss anything?” she asked.

This is so embarrassing…

“Didn’t think so”, she followed after pursing her lips.

“Alright everyone, get back to work. Sissyrella, clean your bedroom. I mean, the new bedroom of my boys”, she clarified right before exiting in her funeral attire and red six-inch stilettos.


Chapter 6

As Sissyrella started dusting the books from her former bookshelf, Dmitriy and Vladimir bickered as they played with her video console. She gently picked up a gilded picture frame with her mother’s image atop one of the shelves and held it close to her heart.

“Hurry up and put everything in the box!” Anya yelled from the doorstep of her old bedroom. She then closed the door with a bang—rattling the faint heart of the sweet sissy.

Why is this happening?

“You don’t even know how to fuck!” Dmitriy said in jest.

“Well, that’s not what Stacey said”, Vladimir replied to his brother’s accusation.

“You banged her!?” Dmitriy asked in envy and disbelief.

“Yep, deep and fast, just how she likes it”, Vladimir taunted as he slowly thrusted the air with a PS5 joystick in his hand. Sissyrella slowly sauntered towards the television to dust her video games as her eyes wandered through the bedroom decked in white stripes and blue wallpaper with gold trimmings.

It was hard for her to let go of the room that she spent most of her life in and soaking each detail in keen memorization was all that she could do.

She obliviously bent over showing her soiled and tight sissyhole by accident to the wandering eyes of Dmitriy as she innocently reached for the stacks of video games inside the oppressive oak TV rack.

Dmitriy started developing beads of sweat from the novel sight of a tight hole and tiny hanging pink balls from the back. His dick twitched from his grey sweatpants which caused him to abandon his game completely.

“We’re gonna lose bro! What are you doing!?” Vladimir asked from frustration as they played a two-player hack-and-slash game.

“Let’s play another game”, Dmitriy suggested with an erection enough to rival the Eiffel Tower.

“See that?” he followed as he lifted his head that pointed towards the direction of Sissyrella’s milky and smooth ass and almost hairless delicate thighs.

“Haha! Wtf!? You gay bro?” Vladimir asked in jest.

“Any hole is a goal, besides, we can ask that slut who’s better”, Dmitriy replied. Vladimir shook his head in disbelief but shortly nodded as he wanted to prove to his brother that he was the better lover.


Chapter 7

“Yo, bitch!” Dmitriy called as his green eyes emanated with lust.

Huh? Me?

Sissyrella reluctantly turned around as she was on all fours and faced the two young men who were rubbing their dicks from their grey sweatpants and white wife-beater shirts on the sky blue plush couch.

Dmitriy nodded before brushing his curly buzz cut with his fingers, revealing his hairy pits and every cut from his beefy caramel-colored arm.

Vladimir lasciviously stared at Sissyrella with his deep brown eyes as she slowly walked towards them. He rubbed his broad shoulders from his mocha beefy body while Sissyrella shyly clasped her fingers in submission.

His brother’s contagious lust for the sweet sissy compelled him to bite his lower lip and brush his tapered short afro with his manly hands.

The younger brother’s hormonal aggression pulled her close—making her land in a sandwich between the two masculine young men. He then grabbed her back and started kissing her.

Oh no…

Sissyrella’s tears couldn’t stop falling on her delicate cheeks as she wanted her first kiss to be with someone she loved. But the young man’s lips were so full, soft, and gentle that shortly left her no extra room for complaints.

As Vladimir and Sissyrella exchanged tongues, Dmitriy’s hand grazed her almost hairless legs as he squeezed her butt with the other from her skirt in a spooning position.

“Bro, it’s my turn!” Dmitriy complained—rattling the sweet sissy to turn her attention to the older brother. Dmitriy pursed his full lips and spat on her face.

So mean!

He then grabbed her chin and started licking his saliva off her small face that was free of adolescent curses.

“Ugh!” Sissyrella moaned right after Vladimir swiped his thick tongue in between the walls of her asshole as he knelt on the fluffy white rug.

Dmitriy started kissing her deeply as Vladimir let out moans of satiation from eating the sissy’s ass. Sissyrella’s two-incher couldn’t stop twitching from the orgasmic feeling of being shared by two horny brothers.

At the back of her mind, she thought how undignified she was becoming but her body was caught in the moment of ineliminable delight.

Vladimir had enough of feasting and ended their kiss abruptly by carrying her delicate body to the base of the white California-king bed causing the joysticks to fall on the floor.

He stretched his legs as he sat by the edge of the bed as his older brother followed with mimicry.

“Time for dinner, Sissyrella”, he jested with his legs spread on the floor. Sissyrella shyly removed their sweatpants—revealing their thick dark brown pubic hairs and nine-inch fat and veiny circumcised dicks.

Sissyrella had a hard time choosing the first to taste as the cocks looked equally delectable. She played a game of Eeny, Meeny, Miny, Moe in her head as their dicks twitched in myriads of directions.

“I’m the older one!” Dmitriy yelled right before grabbing the sissy’s short blonde locks and compelling her to suck his brown dick.

“Gwak!” she let out from gagging on his cock. She started licking Dmitry’s shaft as she bobbed up and down while Vladimir patiently waited for his turn as he lubricated his dick with his saliva and jerked his cock.

“Mmm, that’s right”, Dmitriy cheered with warm breaths and a crimson face from her wet and warm mouth.

“Keep doing that, whore”, he followed before moaning as Vladimir spanked her ass. Green with envy, Vladimir grabbed her hair towards his crotch and put the horny sissy to work.

“My turn!” Vladimir said as Sissyrella sucked him with fervor.

Gentlemen, please!

“Ahh! Where did you learn this?” Vladimir asked as he moaned.

“Have you been fantasizing about sucking our dicks you sissy slut?” he followed. Sissyrella shook her head as she sloppily performed a stepsisterly fellatio.

“Yea bro, she probably sniffs our underwear”, Dmitriy jested as he jerked his cock.

“Don’t worry Sissyrella, I’ll make all the wishes that your slutty heart makes come true”, Dmitry followed. He then spat generously on the palm of his hand as his brother rolled his eyes from the orgasmic embrace of the sissy’s warm mouth.

“Yeah, good sissy”, Vladimir gently said.

“Ahh!” Sissyrella let out after Dmitriy impaled her ass with a surprise attack.

“Woah!” Dmitriy exclaimed from the novel feeling of putting his dick inside the tightest confine that it has ever been. He continued shaking his body as if he was in a convulsive state.

“Man, this is insane!” he followed right before thrusting in and out without care.

“Ahh! Dmitriy!” Sissyrella let out after taking a quick break from Vladimir’s dick. She gasped for air and unknowingly clenched her anal muscles from the tactile sensations that encroached on her sweet sissyspot.

“Mmm, mmm, mmm”, she murmured as Vladimir and Dmitriy moaned from pleasure.

“How does it feel bro?” Vladimir asked as Dmitriy continued pouncing her like a horny virgin. Dmitriy ignored his younger brother’s query and kept the deliriously delightful feeling to himself.

As Dmitriy pounced on her, he flexed his biceps from his white wife beater shirt and kissed them like a himbo.

“You like that, slut!?” he continued as he twitched his nipples from his shirt. Sissyrella nodded as she couldn’t let a word out from gagging and choking on Vladimir’s fat cock.

“Don’t bogart the sissy ass bro!” Vladimir let out before abruptly unhinging his nine-incher from the sissy’s mouth. He pulled his brother away and then aggressively inserted his cock as if it was the reverse taking of the Excalibur.

“Woah!” Vladimir exclaimed with a thunderous voice making his older brother smile from pride.

“Told you, bro, any hole is a goal”, Dmitriy said right before picking himself and kneeling in front of the sissy to put his dick in her mouth.

“Mmm!” Sissyrella let out from Vladimir’s vigorous thrusts.

“I knew you’d like this better!” Vladimir said making Dmitriy’s head shake from disapproval.

“Gwak”, she let out from the hard thrusts of Dmitry.

“Sissy…fucking…”, Vladimir strugglingly let out.

“…rella!” he screamed right before releasing his extra thick and warm cum inside her ass.

Mmm…

Sissyrella clenched her ass in delight, driving Vladimir crazier.

“Dude!” Vladimir retorted after Dmitriy pulled him aggressively out of Sissyrella’s slut hole.

“My turn!” Dmitry let out. His brother’s babygravy inside Sissyrella intensified the tactile feeling from her asshole’s orgasmic hugs.

“Gah!” he growled in a rabid state as Vladimir rested by the edge of the bed with a flaccid penis.

“Dmitriy!” Sissyrella yelled from euphoria.

“Ahh!” she followed as her short blonde hair and French-maid outfit were drenched in sweat.

“Gah!” he said the second time as every thrust felt like it was the last.

“Gahhh!” he let out as the veins in his temples looked like they were about to pop. Sissyrella enjoyed the feeling of Dmitry’s abundant cream inside her. So much so that she aggressively pushed her ass against his crotch to ensure that he dumped every last drop of his warm cum.

“Damn…”, Dmitry shook his head from satisfaction. He slowly unhinged his dick from her ass and then slapped her right butt cheek which was already inflamed from their spanking.

Sissyrella glacially rested her body in a fetal position on the floor as the two young men rested by the edge of the bed with their wife beater shirts and exposed flaccid dicks. With her eyes closed and a sore anus, she pondered how amazing the sex was.

However, along with the answered carnal curiosity, she wondered how it would feel like to have sex with somebody who loved and cared about her.


Chapter 8

A month later, Sissyrella has already acclimated to her new role as the manor’s sissy maid. She also flawlessly learned how to please people around her with her orifices but deep inside, she still longed to experience what it’d be like to be loved.

The construction workers would often pass her around in their inebriated weekend orgies. The gardeners who once pitied her also used her sissy body for their pleasure whenever she helped them pick radishes. Her stepfamily would often play with her whenever they pleased.

The only ones who haven’t had sex with her were the maids and Gertrude.

“Why don’t you just live with my family?” Getrude suggested as she wiped the vintage bottles in the wine cellar with Sissyrella.

“My mother’s grave is here. I can’t leave her, she’s all I have”, Sissyrella said in a sullen tone as her toes curled inside her Mary Janes.

“But all this work, the men… Mrs. Rowland…”, Gertrude said with a face painted with maternal anxiety.

“To be honest, I’ve learned to live with it. Others have it worse”, Sissyrella explained.

“Dicks in my ass don’t harm me that much”, she followed. Getrude shook her head from disbelief and dismay.

“Alright, dear”, Gertrude reluctantly said.

“By the way, dear, are you attending the Wicked Wetland Ball?” she followed.

“I’ve already asked for permission but mother, I mean, Mistress Anya told me that I have to clean her boudoir as she was going to host a Halloween Harem in her bedroom”, Sissyrella explained.

“I can do it for you”, Gertrude said.

“And she wants me to join…”, Sissyrella followed.

“Oh dear…”, Gertrude replied. As the middle-aged lady wiped the forty-third Merlot bottle, Sissyrella’s mind wandered.

She envisioned how amazing it would feel to attend the Wicked Wetland Ball. It was an annual Halloween celebration funded by the wealthiest families of Alaska and attended only by the elite on a breast-shaped man-made island atop the Kenai River.

Only the ones who had sailboats could go along with paying yearly exorbitant fees.

That year’s ball was extra special as the guests of honors were the Koch family. Leon Koch, a twenty-year-old heir to a publishing empire was announced to attend and debut with her real identity as Leah, a transgender woman.

Sissyrella felt that she could relate to Leah albeit she was forced into femininity and did not have a choice. She was also excited as the theme for that year was Royalty.

Her mother used to abundantly read her prince and princess bedtime stories which aided in heightening her fascination.


Chapter 9

Moments later, at exactly 8:33 PM after they finished cleaning the wine cellar, she was headed to her mother’s grave which was a fifteen-minute walk from the main house.

As she sauntered through the misty and dark pathways wearing her sissy maid outfit and a worn-out brown thermal jacket that Gertrude lent her with only a flashlight in tow, an agile breeze blew inside her sleeves.

What was that!?

“Here…” a whisper from the wind resounded. She shook her body from fear and the cold.

“Here!” a more audible and feminine-sounding voice followed. Sissyrella dropped her flashlight in surprise. She frantically picked it up when…

“Nice ass!” a slutty voice said. Sissyrella fell to the ground as a pink ember emerged from an obscure pink gardenia that grew atop the snowy ground.

The light traveled gracefully as stardusts danced around it like a meteor and then exploded into a testicle-shaped figure with a neon pink glow.

Sissyrella opened her eyes after the blinding light was replaced with a pastel pink fluorescence that shed enough light to see through the night.

“Don’t be afraid”, a floating voluptuous dark lady with thick and wavy silver hair said. Sissyrella gasped from bewilderment and fear at the lady’s apparition.

Her dusky skin shined with an ebony glow as her 42F breasts almost spilled out from her tight and glowing white corset. She had a tiny penis that was caged with a rainbow padlock and her ankles were imprisoned in glowing shackles with the same prismatic shades.

She levitated and twirled in the air three feet on top of Sissyrella—giving the amazed sissy a view of her wide hips and plump butt that hosted half of a glowing rainbow dildo stuck inside its hole.

Wow!

The lady opened her chubby arms and then groaned. Suddenly, a resounding pop came out of thin air which accompanied the release of the rainbow dildo from her butt.

She sighed in relief right before the rainbow dildo traveled to her right hand. She smiled and then landed gracefully on the ground.

“Whew! That was rough!” the lady exclaimed. Sissyrella giggled from what she just saw and clasped her fingers as she gazed at the magical lady.

“I’m Softilda, your sissy godmother!” the lady said.

“G-g-godmother?” Sissyrella asked with a stutter.

“Yes my dear, every sissy has a godmother!” she replied with a bright smile. Sissyrella’s eyes widened and her mouth opened from excitement then sprinted towards Softilda to touch her glowing hair.

“We only show up to the most submissive of sissies who need help”, she explained.

“Stop touching that!” Softilda remarked right before inserting her rainbow dildo inside Sissyrella’s opened mouth. The young sissy blushed from embarrassment as she continued listening to Softilda with a gagged mouth.

“We give them a new set of lingerie, wigs, toys, cages, and more!”

“What do you want my dear?” she asked. Sissyrella tried to speak but her voice was muffled by a rainbow dildo.

“Oh, sorry my dear”, Softilda apologized with a giggle. She then removed the dildo from her mouth to let her speak.

“I want to go to the Wicked Wetland Ball!” she let out after a gasp.

“You can just ride the ferry you know. ‘Ya think the hookers who go there have sailboats?” Softilda asked.

“Oh…”, Sissyrella said.

“Well, I can’t do that either”, she followed with sorrowful eyes after explaining her ordeal to her godmother.

“Ah! Don’t worry dear, there’s nothing that this rainbow dildo cannot do”, Softilda explained. She straddled and put on a struggling face right before releasing fruits from her huge black ass.

“Pop! Pop! Pop!” resounded with the emerging of an eggplant, a cabbage ball, and a pumpkin. Softilda shyly smiled at Sissyrella before picking up the ball of cabbage.

She swirled the rainbow dildo in the air three times then a beam of light turned the cabbage ball into a pink gown with a petticoat.

Wait, what!?

“Godmother! I can’t wear that, I want Leah to fall in love with me. I need to look like a man”, Sissyrella explained.

“Ha ha ha! Leah Koch? She’s a hardcore lesbian! She doesn’t like dudes!” Softilda informed. Sissyrella blushed from embarrassment and continued succumbing to Softilda’s plan.

She turned to Sissyrella and showered her with the dildo’s light—removing her raggedy clothes.

“Ahh!” Sissyrella let out after a gust carried her to float. Her body tumbled in the air as prismatic lights surrounded her.

So warm…

The lights didn’t only have the power to keep the sissy warm from the Alaskan climate. They also gave Sissyrella long and straight blond hair, 36DD breasts, made her lips fuller, her lashes thicker, her hips wider, and her butt plumper, and finally… turned her penis into a vagina.

“There, just like how Leah wants it. A blonde bimbo”, Softilda said with an impressed look from the masterpiece she created.

Sissyrella couldn’t believe what was happening. She touched her magical breasts and jiggled them as she curiously stared at her perky pink nipples. She then inserted two fingers in her new genitalia and enjoyed how sensate it was.

“Ok dear, there’s no time to masturbate, you have a party to attend”, Softilda remarked.

“Now watch this!”, she followed.

She picked up the pumpkin and broke it with a karate chop. She took one seed out of it and used her magic. Moments later, the seed floated and then turned into a clone of Sissyrella—wearing the same raggedy jacket and a sissy maid outfit.

Sissyrella’s clone raised her eyebrow, licked her lips, and walked in a slutty strut then started bending over.

“Less slutty!” Softilda said.

“There, now walk back and start cleaning”, she followed. The clone exited to do her cleaning duties as Sissyrella covered her mouth in amazement at how uncannily accurate the copy was.

“Alright now, for your final gift!” Softilda added. Sissyrella’s heart leaped from excitement as she innocently cupped her tits.

Softilda picked up the eggplant and then used the magic from her rainbow dildo. The eggplant spun in the air in myriad directions right before…

“Beep beep!” a rainbow-colored bus with loud music and nude masculine men partying that can be seen from the window emerged. Softilda giggled from her mistake and used her magic again.

“Beep”, a short and soft horn resounded from a big silver bus to a casino in Atlantic City appeared with elderly passengers looking at them from the windows.

“Ok, that works for some people too ‘ya know”, Softilda jested. Sissyrella giggled and continued watching. Softilda, frustrated from her mistakes, closed her eyes and focused.

“Tiny pee pee worthless weeny sluttily slippery boo!” she chanted right before a thick ray of light escaped from her rainbow dildo.

The casino bus floated in the air and magically turned into a pink sailboat studded with ten-carat diamonds. It was surrounded by a warm glimmer as it slowly landed on the snowy ground.

“Wow!” Sissyrella exclaimed as her sapphire eyes twinkled with the light’s glow.

“Godmother, thank you!” she followed after hugging her excitedly with her naked body. Shortly after, Sissyrella realized that she didn’t know how to sail.

“There’s one problem…”, she let out.

“Don’t worry my dear, he’s on the way”, Softilda said with a wink.

“Grr!” the brown bear that emerged from the woods growled.

“Oh no!” Sissyrella anxiously let out before hiding behind her godmother. Softilda pointed her rainbow dildo at the bear, turning it into a tall, brute, tanned, hairy, and handsome man.

“Your bear captain”, Softilda giggled. The masculine man smiled at them as he walked with his hairy, fat, and huge flaccid twelve-inch penis towards the captain’s seat.

“Wear your clothes, my dear, you’re exciting the captain”, she said—referring to the pulsating penis of the magical captain. Sissyrella shyly covered her lady parts with her hands then frantically wore her pink gown that was sitting on the snowy ground.

“Ugh!” Sissyrella groaned after Softilda tied the last lace of the corset of her pink ball gown. Softilda used her rainbow dildo and turned an air bubble into a magical-full-length liquid mirror.

“Wow!” Sissyrella gasped from amazement. She looked glorious in the form-fitting sweetheart pastel pink gown with silver glitters that tightly hug her breasts and waist.

She then brushed her long straight blonde hair gracefully with her hands under her silk white upper-length gloves.

“Hmmm, this is a party of the rich. You simply can’t go without bling!” Softilda said. She squeezed one ball of her dildo which squirted a white round light.

It then traveled to Sissyrella’s decolletage and ankles—ornamenting her with a thirty-carat pink diamond necklace, short white lace socks, and coral diamond-studded ankle-strap heels.

Sissyrella preened happily in the mirror from her new hyper-feminine look as Softilda and the masculine captain gazed at her with awe.

“Well, darling, there’s a little catch!” Softilda warned interrupting the sissy’s amazement. Sissyrella with bated breath listened intently.

“You must return to your house before 12:15 AM. It was supposed to be 12:00 AM but the sissy gods were kind enough to extend my powers fifteen minutes more”, Softilda casually explained.

“Remember, you must return or else… you’ll have to swim your way back home and this could turn back into a bear and eat everyone in the party”, she added.

“Thank you, godmother! Thank you!” Sissyrella said as she hugged Softilda with utmost sincerity and gratitude. She lifted her petticoat and poofy dress then hopped into the back of the sailboat.

“Oh! But how are we going to get out of this place?” Sissyrella asked.

“Magic”, Softilda replied with a wink then pointed her rainbow dildo to the base of the sailboat.

Moments later, the sailboat turned into a hybrid vehicle with rainbow wheels. Shortly after, the captain who doubled up as a driver stepped on the gas.

“Goodbye Softilda! Goodbye!” Sissyrella said with a higher-pitched voice and feminine cadence from the magical biological switch as she blew a kiss in the air for her sissy godmother.

Softilda gave her a knowing smile as a sparkling tear fell from her golden eyes. She then intently watched Sissyrella as she traveled to seduce the debutant.


Chapter 10

It was almost 10:30 in the evening when Sissyrella arrived at the island’s dock. A tall usher in a double-breasted white suit took Sissyrella’s hand and accompanied her as she took her first steps in her sparkly heels on the wooden bridge.

“Oh!” he let out after seeing the hunk of a captain with a hard dick pointing upwards. The captain winked at him and flicked his tongue playfully on the side of his cheek—signaling the usher to suck his cock.

The usher gulped and then accompanied Sissyrella. Shortly after, he hopped into the pink vehicle with the captain, and then they sailed away.

As soon as Sissyrella arrived, the elite crowd in their ball gowns and tuxedos scurried to take a good look at her. Everyone was mesmerized by her magical beauty.

Her innocent face with a hint of slut, hair, makeup, clothes, and most importantly, shoes, were immaculate enough to leave everyone enchanted.

As she sauntered closer to the opulent castle on the Kenai breast-shaped island to see Leah, stardusts magically fell from her long blonde hair.

“Who is she?” was the question that reverberated that night. Soon after, the noise of the crowd traveled to Leah, who was sitting on an orange throne atop the castle’s stage with her red leather leotard and a bulge from her untucked penis that she proudly showed.

She flipped her long straight black hair and gently stood up. She started walking with her gilded crown and black patent leather four-inch thigh-high boots against the wooden stage.

She was so hypnotized by Sissyrella’s beauty that she loosened her grip on her black whip.

Everyone’s eyes were on Sissyrella and the debutant as the latter closened their proximity.

“Welcome to my party”, Leah said with a pounding heart from being hypnotized by the sissy’s beauty.

Sissyrella blushed as she tilted her head to gaze at Leah’s brown eyes, thick eyebrows, luscious lips, and 36E breasts from her 6ft. 4in. towering stance.

Leah took Sissyrella’s hand and softly kissed it. Sissyrella felt tingles in her stomach from the chivalrous gesture.

“Shall we dance, my lady?” Leah asked. Sissyrella shyly nodded. Leah raised her alabaster hand in the air and snapped her fingers—signaling the staff that it was time for the romantic dance.

The embers from the rows of hanging pumpkin lights started glowing in different colors as the orchestra started playing a romantic waltz tune.

The crowd started dispersing as they looked for a partner to join the two young women in their first dance.

“You’re not in theme…”, Sissyrella said referring to Leah’s dominatrix outfit that bore a polarizing difference from the Royalty theme that they announced.

“Well, I’m a dominant queen. Everyone’s just not as… creative”, she jested.

“But tonight, I think the real queen has arrived”, she followed. She gently took her crown off and placed it on Sissyrella’s head.

She’s so sweet…

It was the very first time that Sissyrella has felt her heart beat with love. The jolts of happiness ran through her veins as she relished her first romantic dance with someone she liked.

“Shall we check out the right breast later?” Leah asked—referring to the right part of the breast-shaped island. Sissyrella smiled and nodded.

Moments later, they walked out of the party and started exploring the woods.

“Aren’t you cold?” Sissyrella asked in concern.

“I was before you arrived”, Leah said in wonderment. Part of Sissyrella’s godmother’s transformation gift was that as long as Sissyrella was under her spell, her body would stay warm extending to those around her.

“It’s definitely you…”, Leah added right after holding Sissyrella’s hand as she gazed upon the sissy’s brilliant sapphire eyes.

After half an hour of chatting about video games and holding hands, they finally arrived at the island’s right nipple.

Leah accompanied the sissy to sit by a huge Sitka tree trunk before joining her.


Chapter 11

“You’re really beautiful, my lady. I bet you already know that”, Leah said as she stared at Sissyrella lasciviously.

“You are too, Leah”, Sissyrella replied.

Without thinking things through, Leah leaned closer and gently kissed Sissyrella’s longing lips.

Wow…

Sissyrella closed her eyes from the magical feeling and let Leah taste her loneliness and kiss it away. As they exchanged tongues and warm breaths, Leah rubbed Sissyrella’s breasts.

The sissy enjoyed the novel feeling of her bigger and more sensate nipples as they rubbed against the inner layer of her gown and Leah’s warm hand.

Leah’s soiled dick twitched from the confines of her leather leotard and pent-up desires for Sissyrella. She then pulled Sissyrella’s corset down, revealing her magical 36DD breasts and sore pink nipples.

“Lady!” Leah let out from the sight. She rolled the crotch fabric of her leotard to the side—revealing her smooth and fat ten-inch pink and veiny circumcised cock and round pinkish balls.

Sissyrella took a peek at it as Leah ate her tits. Her clitoris tingled from the site of Leah’s pulsating penis and wanted to sit on it. As Leah motorboated her breasts, she reached for Leah’s penis and started jerking it.

“Mmm!” Leah let out from the buttery feeling of Sissyrella’s gentle hands in silk gloves.

Soon after, Leah asked Sissyrella to bend over strategically on the roots of the oppressive tree. Leah lifted her gown with gung-ho and then buried her face in Sissyrella’s magical pussy.

“You smell so good!” Leah let out as she swiped her nose on Sissyrella’s bald labia. After that one slight touch, Sissyrella creamed.

So this is how it feels like…

Leah started licking her vagina as she stroked her ten-incher.

“Ahh! Leah!” Sissyrella screamed from pleasure.

“Ugh!” she let out again with a red face as Leah started giving attention to her magical clitoris.

Leah growled from euphoria. She shortly picked herself up with a wet face from Sissyrella’s wet pussy then climbed the roots to aim for the impending penetration.

“My lady… my dick is big, have you handled something like this before?” Leah asked with concern. Sissyrella has taken so many dicks in her ass but has never gotten one inside her magical vagina. She had no idea what to say but nodded as she was caught up in the orgasmic moment.

“Ugh!” Leah groaned from the tight confines of Sissyrella’s virgin magical pussy.

“Lady… you’re so tight”, Leah said as she struggled to breathe from the intense tightness of Sissyrella’s orifice.

“So wet, so warm…” she followed as she gently thrusted in and out of Sissyrella’s pussy.

She tightened her orgasmic hug, leading Leah into a rabid state as she enjoyed letting the abundant cum from her magical vagina create puddles of joy that nourished the tree’s roots.

“Leah!” Sissyrella exclaimed after pushing hard against her crotch.

“I think I’m in love!” Leah said as she continued thrusting with fervor.

Suddenly, the clock from the castle let out audible bell alarms which alerted the whole island that it was midnight and that it was time for the dirty dance.

Everyone in the castle shouted Happy Halloween as the champagne flowed and trap music started playing. 

Oh no!

“My lady!” Leah let out after Sissyrella abruptly unhinged her wet vagina from the transgender woman’s hard ten-incher. Sissyrella frantically picked herself up—breaking the ankle strap of her right shoe, then started running away.

Leah tried to follow her but it was hard for her to run in thigh-high boots. Sissyrella took off her left shoe and carried it with her then continued running fast—causing Leah’s crown to fall.

Frustrated yet still horny, Leah sat on the roots and started jerking off. She thought to herself what a cock tease the lady was and that she didn’t even know her name.

Moments later, with her closed eyes and the vision of Sissyrella’s pussy emblazoned in her mind…

“Lady! Ahh!”, she let out with a thunderous yell as she released her thick and white ladycream on the roots of the tree.

Sissyrella kept running to the dock—tearing her short lace socks apart as she had less than fifteen minutes to get back to her home. As she ran, the stardusts that fell from her hair turned into ashes and the pink sailboat that was thirty feet away from her started to turn into a purple color.

Oh no, oh no, oh no!

She quickly hopped into the sailboat as her masculine captain started growing fur on his arms.

“Step on it!” she yelled. Five minutes later, they were finally on land. She wanted to help the captain who looked like he was struggling to transform back into a bear but as soon as she saw the sailboat turn into an eggplant then sank into the Kenai river and couldn’t feel her heavy breasts anymore, she ran faster.


Chapter 12

“Where have you been!? You said you were just going to look for a bottle of champagne!” Anya yelled in her black nightgown right after Sissyrella wore a fresh French-maid uniform.

“Hurry up and take it to my room! The guests are waiting!” Anya said. Sissyrella went to the wine cellar and saw a pumpkin seed on top of the champagne shelf.

The magic’s really gone…

Sissyrella picked up a vintage bottle of champagne as she reminisced about the feeling of having Leah’s dick inside her magical pussy. Her two-incher couldn’t stay put as her body begged for an orgasmic resolve.

“There you are!” Anya announced to the room.

What is this?

Anya’s bedroom emanated of red lights and her huge bed was decorated with a golden canopy. Two of the construction workers named Arthur and Miguel were dressed in black leather shorts with holes that gave way to their fat and long hairy cocks.

They carried Anya to the bed as she held a champagne flute by the stem. Arthur jerked his pink, fat, and veiny eight-inch dick quickly before removing Anya’s black silk robe—revealing her masculine body, huge tits, and hard nine-inch shecock.

As she lay in bed and enjoyed Arthur’s dick-sucking lips, she caressed his hairy chest from his beefy body and raised her glass signaling Sissyrella to fill it up.

“Oh!” Sissyrella let out from the surprise of Miguel’s hand squeezing her butt and feeding Anya grapes with the other.

“This is the life!” Anya exclaimed before sipping some champagne.

“Fuck her!” she ordered Miguel whose seven-inch brown uncircumcised cock twitched from excitement.

Here we go again…

As Sissyrella placed her hands on the red nightstand for support, Miguel playfully slapped her butt cheeks with his cock. He generously spat on his hard dick then shared some of his saliva on the walls of Sissyrella’s asshole.

“Suck that dick harder or I’ll come over there and fuck you!” Anya screamed at Arthur causing the construction worker tighten his mouth's grip and work harder.

“Ah!” Sissyrella screamed after Miguel inserted his Puerto-rican meat inside her tight pink ass. He brushed his short black hair upwards then continued pouncing the sissy’s hole from inside her French-maid uniform.

“I wanna see the action dammit!” Anya complained.

“Take off her damn clothes!” she followed. Moments later, there they were, Miguel and Sissyrella fucking live for Anya and Arthur’s pleasure.

“Yes! Destroy that delicate body!” Anya cheered as she tightened her grip on Arthur’s short red hair.

“You like that slut?” Miguel said as he lustfully pounced her lean, pinkish, and almost hairless body like a jackrabbit. Sissyrella nodded with thoughts of Leah’s ten-inch dick in her head.

“Ahh! Suck it, you himbo! Show me your guns!” Anya let out as she switched between the view of Sissyrella getting penetrated and Arthur flexing his arms for her.

“Damn… Sissyrella…”, Miguel let out as Sissyrella sluttily circled her hips and buried his dick deep inside her with thoughts of Leah.

Anya got so turned on by Sissyrella’s yearning. She pushed Arthur off her penis and then pulled Miguel away from Sissyrella’s hole.

“You kids today don’t know how to fuck!” She let out. She then placed her champagne flute on the nightstand then grabbed Sissyrella’s hips and started thrusting aggressively.

Arthur and Miguel sat on the edge of the bed as they jerked off from the live action brought upon by their boss and the manor’s sissy maid.

“Gah!” Anya let out as Sissyrella clenched her anal muscles courtesy of the sissy’s sweet dream.

“Fuck!” Anya followed as she sunk her masculine fingers into Sissyrella’s delicate skin.

“Cum in her mouth!” she said ordering the two men. They raced to Sissyrella’s small mouth making her gag from their interchanging requests.

“I’m gonna explode!” Anya yelled as she shivered from orgasmic delight.

“Say my name!” she ordered.

“Mistress Anya!” Miguel and Arthur said as they jerked their dicks off on Sissyrella’s face.

“Say it!” she followed after pulling Sissyrella’s hair.

“Mistress Anya!” Sissyrella exalted.

Leah…

“I’m gonna, I’m gonna!” Anya announced with profuse panting. Right before she could finish her sentence, she shot her load inside the sissy’s hole.

As soon as the warm feeling streamed inside Sissyrella, she let her sissy semen create a puddle on the floor. Anya wiped the sweat from her forehead with the back of her hand then took her champagne flute back to bed.

“Me too!” Miguel screamed. He forcefully put his thick boner inside her sissy mouth and then let his cum stream gently in her throat.

“Damn, mami!” he let out before caressing her sweaty and red face.

Arthur carried Sissyrella and then impaled her. Sissyrella rolled her head from the deliriously delicious exaltation as her soiled flaccid two-incher and cute pink balls bounced from Arthur’s upward thrusts.

“Ahh! Ahh!” Arthur let out.

“It’s here!” he said with a thunderous tone. Shortly after, he released his abundant wad of daddy cream inside her sissy pussy which tickled her soft sissy spot.

“Wow Sissyrella, what a slut you are”, Arthur remarked with a satiated look on his face.

“Happy Halloween hookers”, Anya said in jest as she lay in bed naked with Miguel feeding her grapes. Arthur went back to bed with Anya and continued sucking her dick which was still damp from her sperm and Anya’s tight confines.

As the three continued their odd cuddling, Sissyrella rested her elbows on the edge of the bed, closed her eyes, and let her thoughts drift away to recall the magical moment by the Sitka tree in the breast-shaped island island.


Chapter 13

Two weeks later, Leah still couldn’t get Sissyrella’s vision out of her memory. She has done her best to find her all over the internet and hired the best detectives in the world but all she had of Sissyrella was her diamond-studded shoe.

“I know!” Leah excitedly said from her aha moment.

“This shoe is quite big for a woman. It’s very rare for a lady to wear a size fourteen”, she explained.

“Get the Double R ready at once!” she let out in her white terrycloth towel from their living room decked in ivory and wood to her butler as John, her 24-year-old lanky brunette best friend watched her in excitement.

They’ve searched far and wide in Kenai for a week with no presence of lady luck. Leah’s hope was languishing but whenever she recalled the feeling from Sissyrella’s tight magical pussy and sniffed her shoe, she regained the energy that she needed to go on.

Suddenly, on a misty afternoon just before Thanksgiving Day, Leah arrived with John at the Rowland estate. Her driver in a grey vest and white linen shirt opened the door of her black Rolls-Royce Phantom and John emerged from it wearing a white double-breasted suit.

Moments later, he assisted Leah who was donned in a black tuxedo, a white silk cowl neck top, and tight black slacks that failed to hide the bulge from her flaccid ten-incher.

She flattened her sleek ponytail and pursed her red lips then she giggled at the the sight of the tacky statue modeled after Anya’s body with her penis pouring water from the driveway’s fountain.

“Nice ass!” Miguel catcalled Leah from the turret that they were building close to the main house. Leah ignored him and walked straight to the main door.

“What a surprise! Leah Koch!” Anya greeted with excitement in an inebriated state while wearing a silk red kaftan. She gave her a cheek-to-cheek kiss as her arm candies chimed from hitting each other.

“What can we do for you, my dear?” Anya asked.

“We’re looking for a young lady who attended the Wicked Wetland Ball”, Leah informed.

“She was wearing this”, she followed. John took out the diamond-studded shoe from his blue Birkin and presented it gracefully to Anya.

“Ha ha ha! What kind of lady would wear that!?” Anya asked mockingly from staring at the wide and long shoe. Leah and John ignored the sexist comment making Anya feel uncomfortable.

“I mean, you know what I mean. We’re both transgender women”, Anya explained. Leah nodded to deescalate the tension.

“We’d like for the women in this house to try it on”, Leah said.

“I only have boys, including my sissy stepson”, Anya informed.

"She’s right. My father and I used to go here to handle their papers”, John said in assurance. Leah didn’t want to give up as she felt that she’d find at least one person to try and fit the shoe as the estate was humongous.

“How about your staff?” Leah suggested.

“Ha ha! They’re locked—I mean, they have a contract with me. They can’t leave the estate. We get all our supplies delivered”, Anya clarified.

“Come on, we’re horny”, Dmitriy audibly let out as Vladimir followed his older brother who was dragging Sissyrella to play with them in their bedroom.

“Sean!?” John let out as he saw the poor sissy emerging from the left wing of the manor.

“John!? Leah!?” Sissyrella asked in bewilderment. She then sauntered towards them with a shy demeanor and asked what was going on.

“No, you tell me, why are you wearing that?” John replied with a question. Sissyrella couldn’t utter a single word as her attention was completely taken by the presence of Leah.

Leah felt uneasy from Sissyrella’s unusual stare and tried her best to ignore her.

“Sean?!” John asked again.

“Oh!” Sissyrella said.

“She works here now”, Anya interjected.

“What do you mean?!” John, with a puzzled look, queried once more.

“Her father left her nothing when he died so she has to work now”, Anya explained.

“Why do you have too many questions?! Show me the goddamn shoe again, let me try it!” she followed.

Anya aggressively took the Birkin from John’s hand and unleashed the shoe.

The shoe!

“I’m pretty sure you’re not the young lady but go on…”, Leah said right before Anya almost broke its mouth from trying to fit her eighteen-inch wide foot.

“What are you looking at!? Call the maids!” Anya ordered—rattling Sissyrella to run to Gertrude who was busy in the kitchen as she locked eyes with Leah from a distance. Moments later…

“Well, I’m not sure I fit the bill as the young lady with the long blonde hair”, Gertrude said after the nine maids tried the shoe on while everyone watched including the construction workers and the gardeners.

“Leah…”, Sissyrella’s meek voice resounded in the room as she held the other shoe close to her heart. She glacially sauntered towards her as everyone watched.

“You may find this hard to believe…”, Sissyrella said before elegantly kneeling on one knee and wearing the left shoe. She picked herself up then took the shoe from Gertrude’s hands and then slid her right foot effortlessly.

“…by the Sitka tree”, she elaborated. Leah let out a tear and shortly realized the uncanny resemblance of the sissy maid to the blonde lady but she let his short hair and lack of 34DD breasts overshadow the truth.

“That night was bred by magic. It’s hard to believe but it’s the truth”, Sissyrella before shyly facing the floor.

Without thinking things through, Leah lifted Sissyrella’s chin with her fingers and leaned forward to give her a passionate kiss. Everyone in the room let out tears of joy from the romantic and mystifying moment except for Anya and her sons.

“Welp, okay, bingo! So what now?!” Anya impatiently asked.

“I’m taking her to live with me”, Leah announced without batting an eyelash.

“No!” Anya retaliated.

“Yeah, don’t let her mom!” Vladimir cheered.

“Who’s gonna suck my dick now!?” Dmitriy yelled in support.

Leah couldn’t believe the things that were coming out of the family’s mouth. She looked at Sissyrella with concern as the latter wiped the tears from her red face.

As soon as Leah saw the powerless sissy who couldn’t retort from fear and torment, she grabbed her wrist and maneuvered her to follow.

“Just where do you think you’re going!” Anya yelled. The construction workers blocked the doorway and Dmitriy grabbed Sissyrella out of Leah’s grasp.

“She’s going with Leah!” Miguel yelled right before taking Sissyrella out of Dmitriy’s inexperienced grip.

“Yeah!” the construction workers exalted in unison.

“Take one step further and you’ll feel the power of these guns”, Arthur told Dmitriy before flexing and kissing his huge biceps.

Getrude smiled and then led Sissyrella out of the manor as everybody cheered them on except her stepfamily.

As soon as Leah and Sissyrella stepped out of the manor, the mist blew away. A beam of blinding sunlight appeared followed by a rainbow over the horizon.

They held hands and marveled at its splendor as the staff held the stepfamily captive from trying to reclaim Sissyrella. Moments later…

Sissyrella and Leah shared a loving kiss as the November snow gently fell from the sky and they lived happily ever after.


Epilogue

As soon as they got in the car, John revealed that Sissyrella’s father made Anya sign a prenuptial agreement before their marriage.

He explained that his father, Sissyrella’s family lawyer, mentioned that she was very lucky as Mr. Rowland left everything in her name before he died.

Leah and Sissyrella got married a week after and they seized the Rowland estate. Sissyrella subsequently obtained her billion-dollar worth of inheritance and used some of it to feminize their manor.

Anya begged for reprieve and Sissyrella, being the kind sissy she was, allowed Anya and her stepbrothers to stay in the estate with one condition. That was for them to work as sissy maids and serve the working men.

The once-dominant trans woman agreed as she had nobody to turn to and nothing to show for.

Sissyrella had her father’s body exhumed from the grave site where Anya formerly had him buried and transferred his remains beside her mother’s in the estate.

After some time, Leah and Sissyrella moved into the Rowland estate and lived a life of lasting love with unbridled passions as a dominant trans wife and a sissy wife couple.

Softilda would appear to Sissyrella every All Hallows Eve to teach her new slutty tricks and give her magical toys. Sissyrella would also transform into a full-fledged woman and attend the annual Wicked Wetland Ball just to tease everyone with her dazzling allure.

The End <3

Did you enjoy Sissyrella? In that case, I hope you could check out NIKKI'S HALLOWEEN PARTY: I WANT CANDY. It's my 2023 Halloween collaboration with best selling transgender romance authors Nikki Crescent and Clover Cox.
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“Sure, I wanted to win the iPhone 15. But Nikki’s Halloween Party was even spookier than I expected. It would make any guy hide under the covers or in this case, hide under a pair of nylon stockings.”

Read I Want Candy

Looking for a hot bundle? Feel free to check out Romantic Sissies Volume One.

It contains three sissification and feminization stories brought upon by domineering transgender women. In it, you will get six titillating books from the heart.

[image: ]

First Feminization Fiction - Modeling for Mrs. Morningwood

The first title follows the story of Danny, a lanky high school senior who succumbs to a first-time feminization transformation brought upon by his first love for Mrs. Morningwood, a transgender woman who runs an adult publishing business.

Mrs. Morningwood finds out that Danny offered more than being a stand-in model. He reminds her that there was more to life than enduring a relationship with a cheating husband.

Second Feminization Fiction – Tokyo Sissy Hostess

The second title follows the story of Louie Liddledich, a travel vlogger who was determined not to take another dime from his wealthy father to pursue his passions. After several careless financial decisions, he stumbles upon a chance meeting with a Japanese transgender mama-san and loanshark who owns Tokyo’s top sissy hostess club.

Discover how Louie swallowed his pride, ego, masculinity, and more *wink* in this forced feminization transformation and sissy training story.

Third Feminization Fiction – The Fifth Wife

The third title follows the story of Ahmed Al-Haziz, a multimillionaire tech magnate from a family of sheikhs in Dubai. With Amanda Cruz, his Asian transgender girlfriend’s bubbling-up frustration from being treated like a holiday girlfriend, he was determined to prove her love to her by adhering to several conditions.

Amanda soon finds out that she bit more than she could chew after finding out that traveling to a middle-eastern country as a transgender woman was not exactly like a yellow cab ride. Just how will they be able to live as lesbian lovers with Ahmed’s four wives and Amanda’s immigration challenges in this sissy husband book?

Read Romantic Sissies Volume One


Other Titles

[image: ]

It encapsulates five titillating reluctant feminization stories of men submitting to sissification brought upon by domineering t-girls and femdom.

Read Top T-Girls and Sub Sissies

[image: ]

With a delivery blunder, he meets the girl next door, only to discover that she already got her package.

Read The Gurl Next Door

[image: ]

Transformed By T-Girls Volume One is Lilly Lustwood’s first collection of her Prima Femina Romances books.

Read Transformed By T-Girls Vol. One
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Yearning to feel what it was like to be coveted as a lady, she secretly wrote her wishes in her songbook. On Christmas eve, the choirmaster stumbled upon her musings, then shared every detail from cover to cover… with her choirmates.

Read Oh! Carol – Coveted By The Choir
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Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity.

Read The Office Gurl
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Find a place with utmost privacy and join Lilly as she takes you back to 2007 when she experienced being coveted, objectified, and loved for the very first time.

Read My Cherry No More
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"Vicious and criminally sexy, that’s how they describe Stacey. Just how many notches on her bedpost should she accumulate to satiate her worldly desires?"

Read Stacey The School Sissy
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“In an underground T-Girl Brothel lies the dreams of transgender women, only to find out that they were all disillusions. Will her newfound beauty and bravery emancipate her sisters from the harrowing confinement?”

Read Beauty In The Brothel


Author’s Message
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Dear Horny Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Sissyrella – A Forced Sissy Fairy Tale.

For a writer, I can’t seem to find the best word to describe how grateful I am for your support.

If you enjoyed this book, KINDLY (with puppy-dog eyes) give it a Rating and Review it on Kindle.

Let’s get it to the overall bestseller list <3

Should you feel the need to send me a message concerning this book, your love life, or just about anything, please feel free to follow the pages below and Subscribe to my Mailing List to get updates on Free Books, Promos, and New Releases.

Mailing List (stats.sender.net/forms/epL92e/view)

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

Amazon Page (www.amazon.com/Lilly-Lustwood/e/B0B9X11BMR/)

Facebook | Twitter (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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