

Straight to Sissy: 4 Dark M/M Femboy Erotic Stories

T.M. Vixen


Copyright © 2025 T.M. Vixen

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

AGE STATEMENT & COMPLIANCE
All characters depicted in sexual situations in this book are 18 years of age or older.

Any reference to "boy," "girl," "sissy," or similar terms describes a specific body type, aesthetic, or role-play dynamic and does not refer to underage individuals.

⚠️ CONTENT WARNING
This anthology contains explicit sexual content and dark themes intended for a mature audience (18+) only.

Stories in this collection include depictions of:
Forced Feminization & Sissy Training
Reluctant Submission
Blackmail & Power Exchange
Humiliation & Degradation
Gender Swap & Body Transformation

These themes are explored in a fantasy context. Reader discretion is strongly advised.


Dedicated to my readers.

Thank you for giving me the chance to do what I love and bring these stories to life.

Never forget that we only get one life; it is meant to be enjoyed, and every fantasy deserves to be fulfilled. May the 'sissy' dream never remain just a fantasy, but become a living pleasure, felt deep within our own flesh.


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Dedication

Hateful pleasure

Owned by the boss

Cursed to be Sissy

The Landlord Sissy Tenant


About the Author & What's Next


Hateful pleasure

I ran a comb through my hair in front of the mirror, dwelling on how good I looked and how absolutely insane it was that I still hadn't snagged a girlfriend. I’m nineteen, tall, and skinny, with a face so delicate that, honestly, with perfect makeup and maybe a damn wig, I could vanish completely into a woman’s role.

My phone rang. It was Matthew—my best friend, the one I seriously adore. We have one of those friendships that time just forges into something unbreakable; I basically think of him as my soul brother. He was, naturally, the total opposite of me. Huge, towering, bearded, and covered in hair—on his arms, on his chest, in places I genuinely don’t want to visualize...




“Tobi, you ready for me to roll up and grab you?” Matthew asked. I could hear his engine idling in the background; he was already close.




“Oh, for sure! For you, I’m always game,” I let out a tiny, playful chuckle and bit my lip, telling myself this party was my golden shot at finally meeting a girl.




“Hey, you don’t mind if Roy tags along, do you?”




“No...” I sighed, barely masking the sheer venom in my voice.

The problem with Roy is... well, he was my friend, part of the crew. But then he came out. He’s gay, and I just can't stomach it. I was raised in a conservative family, and the constant message was to steer clear of that kind of person.




Every time I see Roy, my stomach clenches. His whole demeanor, the way he lives. I hate it. I hate those damn homosexuals, the way they literally screw each other's asses, running their tongues all over those thick, veiny cocks, playing their sick games... I simply can’t stand it. May God save me. Matthew knew about my total aversion to Roy, which just made me want to explode. Seriously, you’ve got to be joking, Matthew.

I yanked open the door to the Uber, a Renault Sandero. Matthew and Roy were already squeezed into the back. Matthew gestured wildly, inviting me to join them, insisting we’d fit three across, but I flat-out ignored him and hopped into the passenger seat.




The trip to Piper’s house was only about fifteen minutes, yet it felt like an absolute eternity listening to Roy and his ridiculously effeminate way of talking. “This faggot is never going to shut his trap,” I thought, eyes burning with hatred as I glared at his reflection in the rearview mirror.




We pulled up to Piper’s place at 8:15 PM. The sight was a madhouse—too many people, even for me. Maybe fifty of them, all drunk, high, or both, trashing a three-room house and the yard. I loved it.




I strutted inside, doing my best to look hot while dancing, deliberately ignoring the guys I came with. I snatched a beer bottle and started downing it almost in one go. The party was epic. People were dancing, drinking like fish, singing off-key, and just destroying stuff.




As time ticked by and bottles of booze slid down my throat, I started feeling that familiar heat. That specific burn the alcohol brings, the one that makes my 16-centimeter dick get absolutely rock-hard and press painfully against my jeans. Fiddling with my cock right there through my trousers, I had the most brilliant idea ever. Piper, you are going to be mine.




I spotted Piper dancing and took a moment to truly scope her out. Piper was my high school classmate, but back then she was just average—no tits, no ass, maybe a pretty but forgettable face.




Today, though? She had everything a man could dream of. Gorgeous hair with two strands framing her cheekbones, a tight dress with a seriously naughty glimpse of cleavage over two small but distinct breasts, and hips that... I couldn't handle it. My cock was still throbbing. I didn't have enough hands to grab that ass, or a big enough cock to truly wreck it, but my hopes were high.




“What’s up, beautiful,” I said, beer bottle in hand, closing in.




“I was beginning to wonder why you took so long...” Piper replied with a flirtatious edge that could knock any man dead. “Why aren’t you with Matthew?”




“He’s with Roy. No interest in that scene. What if people thought I was a faggot?”




“Tobi, you’ve been so mean lately. Roy has never actually hurt you.”




She thought she could make me feel bad, but I have zero empathy for faggots.




“Don’t talk to me about that queer. Why don’t you and I go do something else instead?”




Piper let out a laugh—it was almost demonic. Any other guy would have been freaked out, but I was ready for anything if it meant eating that ass. She checked her pockets and pulled out two pink pills.




“You and me? Only if you take this,” Piper said, making me open my mouth and slipping the pill inside.

I’m used to this crap; I love ecstasy.




When she saw I swallowed it, she grabbed my hand and led me through the house, up the stairs to the second floor. She threw open her bedroom door and shoved me right in. I hit the floor hard. As I looked up, dazed, I saw Piper by the door, smiling that cynical smile again. Then she shut the door and stayed outside while I was still lying there.




“Hello, tough guy,” I heard a voice from the darkness of the room. It was Roy.

I scrambled up from the floor, absolutely terrified. Piper had set me up. She locked me in a barely lit room with him... with Roy.

“What are you doing here? What the hell do you want?” I tried to sound tough, but Roy is huge—much bigger and more muscular than me. I've never been able to truly insult him face-to-face; I always knew he’d beat me senseless.




“You treated me like shit, you pushed me away. You said truly horrible things about me, things that hurt. Now, I want you to tell me what I am, right to my face,” Roy said. His gaze was so icy I felt my ass cheeks clench with pure fear.




“Fa... Faggot,” I choked out, swallowing hard. I knew exactly what was coming.

Roy broke into a truly maniacal laugh. “Yes, I’m a faggot... or are we?”

When Roy said that, a suffocating heat started washing over me. It was a horrible, overwhelming heat that made me desperately want to rip off my shirt—hell, even my pants. My skin was screaming for air, but at the same time, I felt this intense pressure in my crotch. It was my dick, standing up insanely hard. What the fuck is happening to me?




“Oh, Tobi. The best thing you can do is just let go.”

Roy threw himself at me, grabbing me with all his strength and crushing me against his chest. I felt like a woman, looking up while her man holds her tight. “Let go of me, queer.”




I was helpless. Roy kissed me, pressing so hard I felt his tongue ram all the way down my throat. Impossible! A man is kissing me! This can't be happening, it's disgusting! I was utterly sickened and totally paralyzed; I was being kissed in the dark.




Roy started squeezing my ass and spanking my buttocks. He even managed to drag my boxers down.

“Stop! I’m not a woman! I’m not a faggot!”




He was spanking me exactly like the girls in the porn I watch. No way, this is unbelievably humiliating.




He finally released me and shoved me away; a trail of spit broke between us. Still revolted, I couldn't feel my legs, and my erection only worsened the situation. I couldn't stop myself from groping my cock through my pants. Roy walked toward me, smiling, dropped his trousers, and let his magnificent, veiny, and fleshy 18-centimeter cock hang there.




“Put it in your mouth,” he commanded, grabbing it and trying to smack my face with his dick.




“Get the hell away from me, faggot! Look what you’re trying to make me do! I don’t like m—” I couldn’t even finish the sentence before the cock slammed into my mouth. I tried to push him with my arms, but all my strength was gone. That damn pill, I realized.




Roy placed both massive hands on my head and began to aggressively push me down onto his crotch. I still had the tip of his dick in my mouth, and my hands were useless. I struggled to pull my head back to get it out.

“Just let yourself go, it’s better this way,” he said, gently slapping my cheek to calm me down.




This can’t be happening, it absolutely cannot be happening. I have a dick in my mouth, a disgusting cock in my mouth, I thought, feeling sick and completely turned on simultaneously.




I finally managed to wrench the tip of his dick out of my mouth when I saw a wicked flash from above. A phone camera flash.

“You either do what I tell you, or this shot goes out to the whole party.”

My stomach churned; I felt like vomiting. Everyone would see Roy putting his filthy glans in my mouth! That simply couldn't happen. My reputation would be dead. I sighed, defeated. I have to let go, I decided.

I looked up, locking eyes with Roy. “Don’t tell anyone,” I whispered, deadly serious.

I drew a deep breath and ground my teeth. Then, after a long, shaky sigh, I opened my mouth and let that beautiful cock sink deep onto my palate. This can’t be happening, it can’t be happening. I’m a man being used like some girl, I’m being used. Just like in the porn, the thought played over and over in my head.




I sucked gently, trying hard not to hurt him, but it was incredibly difficult—nothing like how easy they make it look in the movies.

Roy groaned, and I felt a wicked little tickle in my own dick, which I was still fumbling with over my boxers. I really need to take these off, I mused.




I made up my mind: if I was already here, I needed to perform the best I possibly could. I started sliding my mouth up and down that cock, running my tongue along the sides, and finally hitting the glans. It began leaking a bitter, yet surprisingly sweet, fluid.




“Suck my balls.”

I dropped down to suck those hairy balls, looking up at his sweet eyes. From this angle, Roy looked like the most handsome man in the entire world.




While I licked his balls, my hands were busy masturbating his shaft. It was so huge and hard that one hand wasn't enough. I got the idea to take both of his balls into my mouth, and I started to tear up.




“You’re a goddamn expert,” Roy breathed out, moaning.




I felt good; something about Roy complimenting me was intensely satisfying.




I took that cock back into my mouth until Roy had enough. He clamped his two enormous hands onto my head and started fucking my mouth relentlessly.




No way, I’m one of those porn sluts now. I couldn't stop the thought as I was constantly deep-throated, my hot drool messing up Roy's cock, and my eyes streaming with tears from the sheer brutality.




Roy's cock started to pulse. I felt it vibrate deep in my throat. I’m a man; I know what that means. Far from wanting to escape, I accepted my destiny and waited for that delicious cum inside me.




Roy squeezed my head so hard I nearly gagged. I felt that heat in my esophagus and the stickiness on my teeth. I'm a whore, I thought.




“What a beautiful whore,” Roy said. “But the night is only just beginning, my treasure.”

He grabbed me and tossed me onto the bed, legs splayed open. I know exactly what that means. I’m not ready, but deep down, I think I deserve it.


Owned by the boss

"Could you at least put on a shirt that isn't wrinkled?" Olivia, my girlfriend, pointed out as I got my clothes ready.

I didn't dare answer; I just forced a small smile. I won't deny that Olivia scares me, but I'm just too mentally exhausted to argue. She always wins.




I looked in the mirror, fixing my hair and glasses. I adjusted the shirt and straightened the tie. Just another day. Like every day—except for the weekends when I just stay home watching life pass me by—I was getting ready for the office. I'm just an administrative clerk at a pharmaceutical company, Atlas Pharmacies. I fill out spreadsheets, sign packing slips, and maybe close out a cash register that's off. It's not my dream job, but the pay is decent enough to rent a one-bedroom apartment south of the city.

This whole morning routine unfolded under Olivia's silent gaze and the sound of her sipping her coffee. And as she watched her partner leave for work, only one thought crossed my mind: she doesn't love me.




The last time she kissed me with any passion was months ago, and that was just to celebrate her raise. And sex? Don't even ask. I think it's been three weeks. I don't blame her, but sometimes I long for that desire. I long for a partner who is dying to touch me; someone who gets aroused just by looking me in the eyes, provoking impure thoughts. But no. The few times we've fucked in this long-ass relationship, it's been because we were both bored. Bored like this dead-end relationship. Bored like this monotonous life.




I left the house, but not before asking Olivia for a kiss, acting like a normal couple, trying to jump-start my morning. She sighed and gave me a kiss that didn't even make a sound. How is that even possible? I'm a failure, I thought.

I got into my Renault Sandero Stepway, adjusted the rearview mirror, turned on the engine, and headed to the office. As I drove, both hands on the wheel, I glanced at myself in the mirror. Just a simple 25-year-old guy, skinny and short. Glasses and long, curly hair, almost like a woman's. People had often told me that with the right makeup, I could pass for one, but I never paid them any mind.




I parked in my spot, marked "Julián" in red. I sighed closing the car door, remembering something I read online: "A sigh is one less year of life." I must be out of years by now.

I aimed for the open elevator, selected the seventh floor, and just as the doors were closing, a hand shot between them. It was a delicate hand, wearing a cerulean blue Rolex that screamed money. It was Gustave, my boss.




Envy consumed me, as it always did. We're the same age, but I don't envy his position; I envy his freedom, his charisma, his confidence. I'd be so happy if I could just be like him.




"Aw, Juli, trying to leave me behind?" Gustave said with a playful tone and a mischievous smile. "I'd never do that to my boss," I smiled back, letting him in.




Despite my envy, Gustave is my colleague, my boss, and maybe my only friend. He's the one I talk to about my horrible, monotonous life.




"So? Any sex today?" Gustave asked, leaning against the elevator wall like he was flirting with a woman. "No..." I sighed. Nobody knew more about my sexual problems than he did. "You're going to have to man up eventually and talk to her. You can't let her walk all over you and not fuck you on top of it," he said, his tone turning serious, paternal. "You know how it is. If anyone can put up with me, it's Olivia. I don't want to go through a breakup and be alone forever."




Gustave stepped closer, breaking my personal space. He looked me dead in the eyes. "As long as I'm here, you won't be alone." I couldn't describe what that did to me. "I always knew you were a good friend," I replied, my heart pounding. My answer didn't satisfy him. I noticed his forced smile. What bothered him?




"Changing the subject, like my new shirt?" he asked, modeling it right there. Gustave was taller than me, bigger, and—no lying—genuinely handsome. Straight hair down to his nape, like a fantasy knight. Charismatic. And that citrus smell... that Invictus cologne I love, but that only smells right on him. "It's... really nice," I replied. That tight black shirt looked incredible on him.




We reached the seventh floor. I tried to say goodbye and slip away to my cubicle, but he grabbed my arm—like I was his girlfriend, which is insane, I'm a man!—and pulled me toward his office.




He sat on his desk and pointed to his swivel chair. I sat, curling up small like a roly-poly bug, and asked what he needed, expecting paperwork or a scolding. He crossed his arms, that playful look on his face. Oh, no, I thought. I know that look. "Tell me what's wrong with Olivia," he said. I knew it.




"This ritual again? Where do I even start, Gustave?" I said. "She doesn't show me any love. No hugs, no kisses, she doesn't tell me she loves me. She looks at me with disgust, like she regrets having me. I'm tired of feeling this way, of having no one value me, of..." Gustave stopped me, cupping my face, shushing me. "Shh, it's okay, alright?" he said, massaging my hair like he owned it.

It was weird, but it felt good. I don't like men, and I wished it was Scarlett—my co-worker—doing this, but it didn't feel bad coming from Gustave. It was the affection I needed. A heat flooded me, a fire in my stomach.




Gustave got off the desk, grabbed a chair, and sat next to me. He took my face between his hands, pulling me close. "You're a very sweet man. I don't want anyone to hurt you," he sighed. I felt his breath on my face. What is happening to me? I thought. I don't like men. I love women, pornstars. I live for masturbating to them. I could never be with a man, feel an erect, veiny, fleshy cock inside me...




Gustave's phone rang. He told me to stay put and left to take the call.

I couldn't believe what just happened. I looked down and saw a massive bulge trying to escape my pants. My cock was rock hard. What is this? I tried to adjust it, but every touch sent a wave of extreme sensitivity through me, making me whimper. Why is it so sensitive?

I tried to fix it again, but the sensitivity made me almost cry out, which only turned me on more. I stood up, checked the blinds—no one. A crazy idea hit me. I was so hot.




I sat back down, unzipped my fly, and pulled out my cock. Average. 15cm (6 inches). Pale, pink head, veins throbbing. Pre-cum was already staining my pants. I started to stroke it gently, closing my eyes. I thought about all the porn I'd ever seen, the beautiful girls bouncing on a cock, sucking it, sucking on balls. I thought about... cocks.




Cocks?




When that thought hit my mind, I started stroking harder. Yes, cocks. I need one. One in my mouth and one in my ass. I need my ass to be broken. I need to be made into a whore, a slut, just like the girls in porn. I need them to use me and cum in me. I'll be a slut, a slut just like them. Please, fuck my ass.

I realized I'd said all of it out loud. I smiled and kept going, eyes shut. As my cock was about to explode, the thought of jumping on Gustave's cock flashed in my mind, and the fire in my stomach burned hotter. Yes, Gustave, use my ass.




And I came. An explosion. Cum everywhere. Impossible to clean. The orgasm was too powerful. And as I came, I moaned his name. "Gustave..." I panted.




"What...?" he answered immediately, his voice playful. It was Gustave! He was here? He was watching me? Did he hear everything? Impossible. I'm ruined. My life is over. Shame and humiliation flooded me. He saw me masturbating, saw me orgasm, and heard me say those aberrant things about him and me.




When I dared to look up, he had a mischievous smile. He looked like he liked what he saw. He walked over and, with his index finger, scooped up some of my semen from my chest. He brought it to his mouth. He looked at me, smiling. "How delicious," he said, and started unbuckling his pants.




"Wh-What are you doing?" His attitude scared me. "I'm your boss. Do you want to keep working here? Then you'll have to do as I say..."




He dropped his pants, then his boxers, and let an enormous 18cm (7-inch) cock fall out. It was so thick and veiny, I doubted anyone could take it without being hurt. I gagged. I don't like cocks. What is he doing? "Put it in your mouth," he said, stroking himself as he advanced. "What?" I shouted. This is insane! In my mouth? Me? I'm a man! Only women deserve cocks in their mouths! This is disgusting! "Put it in your mouth, or you're fired. I'm ordering you as your boss."




I sighed, terrified. I thought of Olivia, the money, the apartment. I moved forward and knelt, like one of those girls I love to watch. I closed my eyes. What am I about to do? Gustave grabbed his cock and, instead of aiming for my closed mouth, he started slapping me across the face with it, like a whip. He's using me. I'm disgusting.




"Open your mouth." I obeyed. I took a breath and opened. Slowly, Gustave pushed the head of his cock into my mouth. The smell of it was... exciting. I couldn't deny it. I was still disgusted, but I felt the heat of the glans and started to suck, slowly. Just the tip. "Is that how you suck a cock? Get it down your throat. In and out. Move, come on."

He was right. I was doing it wrong. As badly as Olivia did. I got frustrated.




When I thought of Olivia, I pulled the cock out of my mouth, took a deep breath, and shoved that thing down my throat with enthusiasm. I gagged, but I fought through it. I opened my eyes and saw the look of extreme pleasure on Gustave's face. It made my freshly-spent cock get hard all over again.




I made a decision. I was going to give him the best blowjob of his life. I pulled his cock out, spat on it—which surprised him, he smiled—and started fucking my own mouth with it like a pornstar. Look at me, Gustave. Do you love how I suck it? How it slides in and out? Do you love seeing it this slick with saliva, feeling my tongue on your salty pre-cum? Do you love watching a man like me turn into a shameless slut?




I tired of that. I stopped, only to bend down lower and take his two massive, full balls into my goddamn mouth. I'm a total slut, and a slut can always be degraded more. Give me those fucking balls. I started jacking myself with one hand, stroking Gustave with the other, and sucking his beautiful balls with my mouth. He was moaning, nonstop.




I stopped sucking his balls only to ask for one thing: "Make me a slut."

He understood. As I acted like an effeminate whore, he started talking dirty, getting me hotter and hotter. "Suck, little slut. Suck just how Daddy likes it. Just how your boss likes it. Come on, if you don't drain all this milk for me, I'm telling Olivia. Don't be scared. Suck, little slut, suck."




I felt his cock start to throb. I let go of his balls and just started stroking him, but he didn't like that. He grabbed my head and forcibly shoved his cock back into my mouth. Gustave was fucking my mouth, just like a whore. Fuck my mouth, Gustave. Do it. Hard. Let my saliva coat that beautiful cock, let my gags make you so hot that your cum fills me and only me.




He pushed me all the way down, burying his cock in my throat. The semen exploded. It was the first time I'd ever tasted cum, and I couldn't not love it. I had no choice. His cock was in my esophagus. Gustave cleaned himself up and pulled up his pants. Neither of us mentioned what happened for the rest of a day.




I got home that night and went straight to the bathroom. Olivia didn't care if I said hello or not. I looked in the mirror, remembering every detail. The smell, the heat, the passion with which Gustave used my mouth to get off. I got hard just thinking about it. A crazy idea hit me.




I opened the bathroom cabinet and grabbed all of Olivia's makeup. If they made me a woman today, I thought, then I'm going to be the most beautiful woman in the world. I lined my eyes with heavy black, like a modern goth. I painted my lips crimson red. I put foundation all over my face, looking like a porcelain doll. I looked beautiful. I WAS beautiful.




But I was missing the clothes. I couldn't leave the bathroom. From the dirty laundry hamper, I pulled out one of her Victoria's Secret thongs and a black crop top. I put them on. I was gorgeous. The thong made my small, feminine ass pop, and the top showed off my pale, slightly-toned stomach. Every time I looked in the mirror, my cock just insisted on pushing out of the thong. I masturbated in the shower and got ready for bed.




The next day, I woke up energized. Too energized. I was happy, truly content. I couldn't explain how Gustave had made me feel so full and complete. That morning, Olivia noticed my mood, but she didn't even have time to say anything negative—I wasn't paying her any attention.




I went to the bathroom and put on makeup, just like yesterday. Foundation, eyeliner. I left my lips natural. I'm not a woman... yet.




I left the house, ignoring Olivia, and got to work. All my colleagues noticed my good mood; a few even complimented my feminine features. I wanted to look pretty for him. I even left my beautiful hair down. Although I hadn't dared to dress like a woman, with this much makeup, I could pass for one.




Gustave arrived at the office. He greeted everyone. But he ignored me. Something ugly twisted inside me, like a broken illusion. I felt sad. I worked the whole day like that, swallowed by an overwhelming sadness. I didn't cry. My father used to tell me, "Men don't cry." He was right.




It was time to leave. The offices were dark, the employees scarce. It was just me; I’d forgotten to fill out some papers, being so distracted. When I finished, I realized I was well and truly alone. I turned off the lights, and as I was heading to the elevator, someone grabbed me by the shoulders. Gustave, what do you want? I thought, but didn't say it.




"You look very pretty today," Gustave said. "You didn't talk to me today. You didn't look for me. You said nothing." "I didn't know how you felt." "And you didn't ask?" "No..." Gustave placed his hand on my chin, lifting my gaze to his. "I like to let things take their time."

He moved closer and smelled me, like I was the most appetizing thing in the world, like an animal sniffing its prey. "That eyeliner. I love it. You look so feminine. Was this what was holding you back from being happy?" "Maybe I just wanted someone to see me for who I am... and treat me..." I barely finished the sentence before Gustave lunged at me.




He kissed me so hard, slamming his tongue against mine in a way that left me feeling completely exposed. I couldn't pull away, but I didn't want to. It was a man kissing another man. I wanted to be the perfect woman for him, and him kissing me like this made me so happy. A string of saliva connected us when he pulled back to look me in the eyes and tell me he was going to make me a woman. I didn't know what he meant, but I was ready.

He dragged me to his office, kissing me, and threw me against the desk. I landed on my stomach. He bent me over, forcing my ass up against him while I braced myself on the desk. I wasn't sure I was ready for this. He ripped my pants down with a savagery, like he was starving. He did the same to his own. His erect cock was aimed right at my tight ass. He started slapping his cock against my cheeks, just like he'd done to my face.




My whole life, I've been a victim of my indecision, my failure to act. Not today. "Are you going to fuck my ass, Gustave? Then fuck me right. Make me feel like a slut."

Gustave let out a laugh of pure happiness. He was as ready as I was. He pulled out a bottle of lube—he was prepared, he already knew he was going to fuck me—and poured it all over my ass cheeks, making them reflect the dim office light. I could see my reflection in the windows; he hadn't closed the blinds. My ass was glistening. I was as oiled up as a pornstar.




"I can't just shove it in." He started to play with my hole as if it were a clit, tracing his fingers around the outside. Slowly, he pushed one in. I held my breath and bit my lips. He pushed in two, and I let out a moan; my ass was so tight I could have cut off the circulation to his fingers. But my mother didn't raise a pussy. "Put in three," I insisted.




Gustave played a little more, then slid three fingers inside my tight hole. I bit my lip so hard I tasted blood, but I was incredibly aroused. My cock was leaking pre-cum all over his desk. Gustave lubed up his beautiful 18cm (7-inch) cock and warned me it wouldn't be easy. I didn't care. I insisted he put it in. I wanted it inside me, all of it. I'm a slut; I have to act like one.




Slowly, he pressed the head of his cock against my hole. It wouldn't go in. I was too tight for a cock that big. He pushed a little harder, and the glans suddenly slipped in, tearing a sharp scream from my throat. I won't lie: it hurt like a motherfucker. But goddamn, it felt SO GOOD to have that cock inside me, and it was only a quarter of the way in.




He added more lube. His cock was too hard and my ass too tight; he couldn't move it, in or out. It felt stuck. But with the lube, he managed to pull it out and push it back in. He was fucking my ass. Just the tip, but he was fucking me. I got tired of it. I needed more. "More. Harder. You son of a bitch."




Tired of my demands, Gustave grabbed me by the hair and slammed his pelvis against me. The cock went all the way in. Absolutely all of it. I felt my ass stretch, my insides move, my colon screaming for help. I wanted to scream, but with his free hand, he shoved three fingers into my mouth and demanded I suck them. He was fucking my ass. I was being fucked like a woman. He even let go of my hair just to spank my ass, hard. I tried to scream from the pleasure, but every time I raised my voice, my cock just leaked more. The desk was a mess.

He pulled his cock out of me and just stared at the gaping hole where my tight ass used to be. He flipped me over on the desk. I was facing him as he spread my legs and pushed his cock back inside me. Now he was fucking me while looking me in the face, harder and harder. We were both in ecstasy. It was the best sex of my life. We continued for a few minutes until we finally came together—me all over my stomach, and him deep inside me. I felt my guts fill with his hot milk as I stuck my tongue out, my eyes rolling back.




I got home that night, showered immediately, and collapsed into bed. The best day of my life. And the best part? Knowing that Olivia is a cuckold. That excites me, too. The woman who ruined my life is a goddamn cuckold. While her boyfriend dresses like a woman and gets his ass fucked at work, she's just... here. Fuck you

.

The following days, I started going to work more and more feminine. I even dared to wear dresses. Gustave promoted me to be his personal "secretary." In reality, it was an excuse to fuck my ass whenever he wanted. No one complained: I was getting my ass fucked and I was getting a better salary. Life couldn't be better.




Months later, I finally left Olivia. I have my own place and my own life. When I'm not at the office—being used anally—I write in my free time. I dress like a woman, act like a woman, and fuck like a woman. Gustave isn't my only lover. In fact, my "new" house is a well-known spot where men can come to satisfy their needs. Obviously, I make money. They pay me, and I drain every last drop of their milk. If it weren't for Gustave, my life would still be hell. I wouldn't even know who I am. And now? Now I have to go attend to two older bears who want to see what it feels like to put two cocks in one little hole. I hope tomorrow it's three.




 I'm a slut.


Cursed to be Sissy

I stopped the bus. I was heading to work: the office on Corrientes Avenue. As I rode, I stared out the window at the sheer number of women dressed provocatively. It was Spring, not even that hot, yet they took the opportunity to wear skirts so short you could see most of their asses. Fucking sluts, I thought. At the slightest hint of warmth, they show themselves off. Don't they have fathers? Aren't they disgusted?

They deserve everything they're about to get. I opened the window and catcalled them, just to show them that my arousal, my erection, was their fault.




The trip felt short as I watched half-naked women out the window. People think it's normal. I don't. You get what you deserve, and they're so provocatively naked, I can't help but insult them and say filthy things every time one passes.




I got off the bus, hiding my erection with my briefcase. A woman walked by. I whistled and told her I'd fuck her ass like she'd never had it fucked before. She walked faster, embarrassed. That's how it should be. They should be ashamed.




I arrived at my building. Got in the elevator. Next to me was a young woman in her twenties, with such an innocent, puritanical face. She was shy, maybe her first day. Still, did she need to come in with that much cleavage?

I decided not to hide it. My gaze fixed on her tits, to the point that the girl kept edging away. Not my fault. How can I not look, with a neckline so low it shows off that sweet little mole on your left breast?




The second the elevator doors opened, the girl bolted like she was running from a monster. Fuck you. I had one more floor to go.




I got to my office: just another block in the capitalist machine. I went to my cubicle, dropped my things, and started the paperwork. I hated this job, sitting here in my cubicle. Signing papers and closing out registers. I should be at home watching porn.




After finishing a countless number of papers, I pulled out my phone. I opened Twitter, and the first thing that popped up was a video from an amateur porn account. It was a brunette riding a cock like it was an untamable horse. I got hot, and my little dick got so erect it felt like it would rip through my pants.




I kept scrolling through Twitter, watching porn. I couldn't take it and started rubbing my package over my pants. I'll go home and masturbate like never before, I thought. Women riding cocks. Women sucking huge, veiny cocks.




Until: I found a video that truly excited me, one that managed to draw drops of pre-cum and stain my pants. It was a beautiful blonde with light eyes, sucking an enormous black cock, maybe more than 20 centimeters. She was a beautiful slut, and she was being used like one. That little mouth didn't have enough space for that dick, and yet she was handling it like a professional. A pang of envy ate at me: that woman was completely happy. Look at that slutty face. The black man grabbed her pale white face and blonde hair and rammed his cock into her mouth so hard she started to tear up, gagging horribly. Strings of saliva connected his cock to her mouth.




I kept rubbing my dick harder and harder, until... they panned the camera down. It was a man. It was a man. It was a 'sissy,' as the cross-porn consumers call them. I got hot. I felt envy. And my penis just leaked a ton of pre-cum... for a man? Did I just think about fucking a man? Doubts flooded my head. Was I envious that a man was sucking another man, or envious that the black man was fucking that man's mouth, or... All these thoughts were invading my head when my co-worker burst into my cubicle, yelling. It was Jonathan, a charismatic guy in his twenties who loves to go out and fuck women. It's what he does best. And why not? He was big, tall, short hair, and well-built. Everything a woman would get hot for, unlike me—I'm an average-height, skinny guy with curls. A woman would never look at me.

"Maurice! My man. Drinks at the bar tonight?" "Johnny! I don't know, man..." The same conversation every Friday. He'd invite me, I'd refuse, he'd insist, and I'd give in. I was too easy to convince: you just had to insist.




The office day ended, the lights dimming. Johnny was waiting in his car. We were going to a bar on Independencia Avenue. It's a bar where people our age hang out, people with similar tastes, like rock and stuff. I don't like modern crap—trap, rap, and the things kids listen to now. I'm 25 and I sound like an old man, I thought.




We got to the bar. Soda Stereo was playing. The smell of tobacco mixed with weed flooded the air. The lighting was yellow and dim, leaving the bar submerged in a suffocating darkness. Excellent for people to dance with strangers—maybe the fat girls will get a chance this way, I thought, laughing internally. We sat at the bar and ordered a good rum and coke.




We caught up, smoked some weed. He asked me to dance; I refused. We kept drinking. Until. Until I saw her. A beautiful blonde, dancing in the middle of the floor. She was as beautiful as the sissy from the video. No one else noticed her. Only me. And I thought this might be my chance. I pointed her out to Johnny, and he laughed. "You don't have a shot," he said. He was probably right. But the alcohol gave me the confidence I never have. "You'll see," I said, getting up. But the bartender grabbed my arm. With a serious face, he said, "Don't go near her." I figured she was his girlfriend or something, so I didn't ask. I sat back down.

We had another round. Next thing I knew, I was dancing in the middle of the floor with Johnny. Dancing here and there. Trying to pick up a woman. They all brushed me off. It's not like they're that hot, I thought. Fucking sluts. They dress like that so a man like me will hit on them, and then they get mad. In the middle of the dance, I saw the beautiful blonde. She was close. Just a few feet away. This is it. I'm here. I gathered my courage and approached her. "Hey there, beautiful," I said. She's mine. The gorgeous blonde looked me up and down, analyzing me, and smiled.




"Piper, a pleasure," she introduced herself, still dancing sensually. "You've had your eye on me, haven't you?" The club smoke swirled around her as if it worshipped her. She was all soft curves and flowing lines. Her honey-blonde hair cascaded over her bare shoulders, and her red dress, so short and adorable, left little to the imagination, yet she wore it with an almost playful innocence. She was an incredible woman. The kind of woman men would fight over, and women would kill to be. It was me against the world.




"I saw you from the bar. You drove me crazy." My tongue was loose. It was the rum, making my self-esteem spike, making me lose my fear. "I thought you must have a boyfriend. A woman as beautiful as you, alone here? It's crazy." Piper laughed and shook her head 'no'. I've hit the lottery. She held out her hand, inviting me to dance. My heart was pounding so hard it felt like it would break out of my chest. A beautiful, pale woman, inviting me to dance. This is the night. My night.

We danced for a few songs, and I still hadn't made a move. But one thing was certain: we were having a good time. The softness of the dance made our bodies press closer and closer, and every brush, every touch, provoked another erection. It seemed intentional. She was grinding her beautiful curves against my crotch, like a perreo—that disgusting modern dance. Was she flirting? Inviting me? I took the chance to press my dick against her every time I could. Until I couldn't stand it anymore. The moment she pressed back again, I grabbed her by the waist and slammed her against me.




A high-pitched, delicate shriek came from her. It seemed like she didn't like it. But she was the one inviting me! "Pervert!" she yelled. No one else seemed to notice. I got angry. You invite me to dance, you grind on my crotch, and on top of it you look like a common slut! I told her so. "But look at how you're dancing on me, you fucking slut," I answered. Her mouth fell open. She never expected an alpha man like me to say it to her face. I continued insulting her. "You're dressed like a video game prostitute. You can't pretend you don't want to be groped." She was dumbfounded. She nodded and... smiled. It seemed like she wasn't offended anymore, like I'd made her see reason. Suddenly, I saw a pink pill appear in her left hand, like magic. I don't know if it was the alcohol or I just didn't see it, but I swear it appeared from nowhere. She put it in her mouth, and in the next second, she was kissing me. A beautiful woman was kissing me! It had been months!

Her tongue felt... weird. Hard and gelatinous at the same time. Like a snake taking over my throat. It went all the way down, making my eyes water. I tried to pull away, but I couldn't. What was happening? I stopped enjoying the kiss. It felt like she was eating me from the inside. I felt a hard lump pass down my throat—the pink pill. Is she drugging me? The moment I swallowed, Piper pulled away, smiling. A string of saliva connected us. I had no words. I had no idea what just happened. Everything started to go blurry. The last thing I saw before I blacked out was Piper. But it wasn't her anymore. She wasn't a beautiful blonde... she was a demon? Her red dress consumed her body, her pale skin turning crimson. Her blonde hair darkened. Her smile was no longer precious; it was part of some sick ritual. Or maybe... maybe it was a dream.

I woke up. My head was exploding, a hangover for a thousand people. I don't know how much time had passed, or how I got here. I knew it was my bed from the view of the moldy, uncared-for ceiling. But something was different. The smell. My room didn't smell like rotting food, stale air, and dirty clothes. No. It smelled different. It wasn't perfume; it was a trap. It smelled sweet, but in a dangerous way. It was the scent of burnt vanilla, hot caramel, and something creamy, almost milky, that made you salivate. It was an "edible" aroma. It was the scent of pure femininity.

Where was it coming from?

An unbearable headache hit me. I grabbed my head. When the pain faded seconds later, I noticed something wrong. My hair. It was long. Really long. And soft. The kind of softness only... a woman's shampoo could give. Is this a joke?




The hair was so black I could see it falling over my bare shoulders. As I moved my head, I noticed two enormous lumps on my chest. Two lumps, peeking out from the blanket. Dumbfounded, I ripped the blankets off. They were two tits. Two ENORMOUS tits. I had tits? What the fuck was happening? I suddenly remembered a movie where the guy gets so drunk he ends up getting breast implants. Did that happen to me? Is this a dream? A sick joke?




Before checking if they were real, I looked at my hands. They weren't calloused and rough. They were soft, with beautiful, long, feminine nails. Pointy, crimson nails. That's what hurt when I scratched my head. Why do I have nails? I started laughing, manically. It had to be Johnny. This is the kind of sick joke he pulls. With my soft, delicate hands, I grabbed my new breasts. I felt the heat, the softness. I squeezed them. A jolt of pain shot through me. I hurt myself. They're REAL!




I brushed my fingers over my new, pink nipples. Before I could even pinch them, a feminine moan escaped my lips. "What?" I said out loud. My voice... it wasn't my voice. It was a high, female voice. And the moan? I moaned like a woman? That was so gay. Why did I moan? Did I enjoy touching my own nipples?




I kept investigating. Every time I brushed my nipple, I let out a longer moan, and a heat flooded my body. I realized, horrified, that I was getting aroused. I bit my lower lip—now small and delicate—and started groping my tits with more purpose. It's not gay. I'm touching a woman, I thought. I got so excited I thought about having a wank, about stroking my dick until it exploded. But when I moved my soft hands down... I found nothing. NOTHING. My dick was gone. There was a hole. I had a... Vagina?




I sat up immediately, terrified. I got out of bed, naked, and found a hand mirror. I sat back down and put it between my legs. It was a vagina. A real, actual vagina. I had a VAGINA!




Stunned, I did what any man would do. I tried to touch it. Slowly, ashamed, I lowered my hand. I spread the... lips. It was so wet. I was shocked. I really was hot. Slowly, I inserted one finger, then two. It was exciting! But... it was boring. Is this what women feel? Then I saw a small bump at the top. A tiny little ball. I brushed my finger over it. An exorbitant moan and a wave of heat filled the room. It was the clitoris! I found it! Pleasure filled gaps in my life I never knew I had. A slutty look took over my face. I started rubbing it, and I couldn't be gentle. I did it with a force that hypnotized me. Every time I thought the orgasm was over, another one began. I was completely crazed. I couldn't stop.

Hours passed. My 'new' vagina was too sensitive to continue. Resigned, I got up. I went to the bathroom. I saw myself, naked, in the mirror. I was a young, beautiful, delicate woman. Hair as black as night, cut in a delicate, famous-model fringe. I was beautiful. I couldn't stop staring. I started posing, admiring my hips, my curves. I posed from behind, looking at my plump ass, and gave it a playful slap. It wasn't so bad. I was a woman. A hot woman. Although... that meant living like one. Dressing like one, acting like one... having sex like one? Disgusting.

As I was admiring myself, I saw a shadow behind me. I spun around. It was her. Piper. Leaning against the wall, looking coy. "Getting used to your new life?" she asked with a malicious smile.




"You! You did this! What did you do to me?" I shrieked. "Easy, little one. You've been a very bad boy. You've behaved like... what do you call it? A 'macho idiot.' It's time you learned to value others... and yourself."




"What?" I lunged for her, but she vanished, like smoke. "Patience. All in good time," I heard her voice from behind me. "I'll give you the answers. And the solution. But you have to be a good girl..." A good girl? Does she mean... I have to act like one? I nodded silently.




"I am the demon of femininity and carnal pleasure. I walk this land seeking adventure and teaching lessons. You behaved like a complete idiot, treating women like trash, thinking you were superior because of that piece of meat hanging between your legs," 'Piper' said, her voice dominant and serious. I felt small. Helpless.




"You want the cure? I'll tell you where to find it. But it's up to you." Piper smiled that twisted smile again. "Just tell me! Stop messing with me!" I begged. "The cure for your 'disease' is milk." "Milk?" I smiled, relieved. Who doesn't have milk? "Man's milk," she said, holding back a laugh.




I was floored. Did I hear that right? Man's milk? Does she mean... semen? My stomach turned. Humiliation flooded my body. My face felt like a tomato. "You're telling me... I need semen?" "Yes. And you don't just have to drink it. You have to get it yourself. Work for it." I was speechless. I, a heterosexual man, had to please another man? Take his semen? Take his cock... "You have 12 hours. At midnight, your body becomes irreversible. You'll be a woman, for good." Piper let out a demonic laugh and vanished, leaving behind the same trail of smoke from the bar.

It was 12 noon. Piper had been gone for 10 minutes. I sat on the bed. Take semen. How? How could I get it? The thought of being fucked made me sick. I'm not gay, dammit! Not even in this 'beautiful' body. Fuck!




An idea hit me. Johnny! He could help me. I found my phone and called him. "Johnny!" I said, happily. My new, feminine voice was met with silence. "...hello? Who is this?" "It's me! Maurice! Please, I need to see you. You have to help me!" I finally convinced him it wasn't a joke, and we agreed to meet at his place.




As I went to leave, I realized I was naked. I went to my closet, but my jeans and t-shirts were gone. It was full of... whore clothes. Women's clothes. It started with the underwear. No boxers. Something worse. Pink panties with little flowers! How gay, I thought. It wasn't cotton. It was something worse: silk. A pair of pale pink panties, so thin they felt like they could be torn with a sigh. The lace waistband itched my hips in an almost mocking way. But the real humiliation was how this delicate, useless fabric tried to contain me, making every intimate brush felt. And just like that, I started to leak. It was ridiculous. It was degrading. And I was getting excited.




Next were the nylon stockings and a garter belt. They were black and sheer. The sound of the nylon sliding up my smooth thigh was the thing that broke me. It was a whisper. It was telling me I was a 'slut'. The garter belt was tight, faux leather. I felt the cold snap of the metal clips against my skin before they bit into the fabric. Each clip made me feel more and more submitted. I no longer had a man's legs; I had a pair of long, silky appendages, ready to be spread.




I found a dress. A dress that made my eyes sparkle. The dress was satin, and it felt cold against my chest, where only two large, bulging breasts remained. There was no room for error; the fabric clung to me like a second skin, tracing every curve. For the first time in my life, I wasn't wearing pants. I felt the cold air on my legs. The dress wasn't designed to cover; it was designed to display. It highlighted the curve of my waist, and most of all, it squeezed and lifted my beautiful ass, turning me and it into a target.

Finally, the shoes. They were stiletto heels, red and absurdly high. The moment I slid my foot in, my ankle wobbled. The pain was instant, a sharp spike that forced all my weight onto the balls of my feet. I tried to take a step and nearly collapsed. Running was impossible. I felt totally vulnerable. As I walked, the sound echoed on the marble floor—clack, clack, clack. It was the sound of my humiliation.




I was almost ready. I stopped in front of the mirror. I was precious. But something was missing... a makeup kit, sitting right in front of me, as if someone had left it there. It was time. I sat down. I started with the foundation. The cold, thick liquid felt unnatural. As I spread it, it smelled of powder and feminine chemicals. I watched in the mirror as my male face was erased under a pale, perfect mask. My trembling hands took the eyeliner. A sharp pencil, almost a weapon. I held my breath and drew a clumsy, black line above my eyelid. My eyes changed instantly: they weren't my eyes anymore; they were a slut's eyes, wide and expectant. The final step was the lipstick. A waxy, crimson red. I slid the bullet across, painting a mouth that wasn't mine—a soft, defined, perfect "O" shape made for obedience. I stared back at myself. Maurice was gone. This... this doll... was me.

I left the house feeling... special. Beautiful. The sun shone on my face. I was still wobbly in the heels. Penetrating stares followed me. Far from being offended, I blushed at the approval. Whistles followed sweet words from men who looked at me with desire. I was enchanted. Me, a heterosexual man, felt so feminine that I enjoyed causing dozens of erections on the street.

I stopped the bus. The driver, seeing how beautiful I was, let me on for free. What a privilege. The bus filled up. Rush hour. Standing in the crowd, I felt... something... behind me. On my huge ass. Hands. Someone was groping me! I felt so dirty, so slutty. But they're groping a man, I thought. A heat in my chest made my nipples hard. I had a malicious, effective idea. I arched my back slightly, and pushed my ass back. If you're going to grope, grope right. The person stopped. Why? And then I felt something hard and tight against me. He was pressing his cock against me! He was using me, pressing against me in a packed bus. I had never been so humiliated. A hand grabbed my waist and pulled me back, hard. I was being used by a total stranger. I'm disgusting. A used slut. But I didn't complain. It hit the right spot. I felt a heat that stole my words, and only dry moans came out. I held them back, letting him use me while I slid my own hand between my legs. An unforgettable trip.

Nerves flooded my body. I knocked on Johnny's door. Three times. Our code. He opened it. No shirt, just sport shorts. "Who are you?" he asked, confused. I pushed him inside. "It's me, Johnny! It's Maurice! A demon cursed me at the bar!" "And what a woman," he said, looking me up and down. "What kind of scam is this?" He didn't believe me, so I told him private things only I would know. "Holy shit. It is you." He had me sit on his worn-out leather sofa. I prepared to tell him everything.

 How would he react? "...So. You need semen," he said. A silence split the room. "Yes... and I don't know where to get it..." "I can give it to you." My eyes lit up! My friend! He volunteered! He sat next to me and put my hands on his legs. "You can start whenever you want," he said, serious. "What? Start what? You're crazy!" I jumped up. "I just need the semen! You can get it yourself!" "I can give you the semen. But you have to work for it."




I thought about it. I couldn't stay a woman. My life would be ruined. I resigned myself. I approached him and put my hands on his crotch.




Nauseous, I started rubbing him over his shorts. His short, masculine grunts made my breath hitch. I undid his belt. When I pulled down his pants and boxers, his dick seemed to never end, and the male smell flooded my nostrils. It was so masculine and salty... I started salivating.

"Go on. Touch it," Johnny insisted. My hands trembled as I wrapped them around his cock. It was a beast: thick, hot, and pulsing with power. My hands looked so small against it, so pathetic. The bright pink polish on my long nails was a mockery against the rough, veiny skin of his shaft. I started to move, using both hands. It wasn't just a simple stroke; it was worship. I wanted to do it right. I squeezed the base with one hand while using the fingers of the other to play with his glans, just like I'd seen in porn. The musky, male scent was overwhelming. "Faster," he growled, and I obeyed. I pumped my hand until my wrist ached, desperate to feel his hot cum as my reward. Johnny stopped me. "Now, you're going to suck it," he ordered. I was terrified. A heterosexual man! But Johnny knows it's me... why is he doing this? "Well... I guess it's not gay if I'm dressed as a woman," I said, and I knelt.

The smell hit me first. A musky, male, almost animal scent. He ordered me to open. I felt the hard tip of his cock hit my teeth, and then he pushed. It was too much. The salty, metallic taste of his pre-cum flooded my tongue. I wanted to gag. The reflex was instant, violent, making my eyes water. But he didn't stop.




He put his free hand on the back of my neck, gripping my hair, and shoved. The cock hit the back of my throat, cutting off my air. I was choking. He was using me like a simple hole, like a slut, a porn slut. And as he forced me, my makeup streaking from the tears, I felt my new vagina leaking that characteristic fluid that we men love so much.

He pressed me against him, making my tongue finally touch his beautiful, hairy balls. And he filled my throat with his thick, hot, delicious cum. It was beautiful... a taste I wanted to keep forever. Johnny, breathing hard, stroked my face. "Did it work?" "I don't know..." I said.

I started to feel something hard beneath me. A thick bulge, growing out of me. It was my penis. I was coming back. But the real humiliation was how the delicate, useless fabric of my panties tried to contain my new cock and balls, squeezing them, reminding me every second that I was wearing something that didn't belong to me. My cock started to leak.

I ran to the bathroom. I looked in the mirror. I was still that beautiful woman. I still had the breasts. But now I had a cock. And a lot of doubts. Did I really come back? Or do I have to get used to my new life? Johnny noticed my dick pressing against the dress. He didn't stop. He looked me in the eyes and launched at me like a beast, kissing me with so much passion it made my dick get hard all over again.

"You look beautiful, Maurice." "Beautiful," I corrected. "I'm a girl now." "My girl." We kept kissing passionately. "And now," he said, "I'm going to fuck your ass." I'm a slut. And as a slut, I'm going to get my ass fucked right.


The Landlord Sissy Tenant

It was a Saturday afternoon in the middle of spring. I wasn't working today, and that made my day. I was a part-time cashier at a fast-food joint; I didn't earn much, but it was enough to maintain my university studies and pay rent in this shared house. I paid rent to Dylan, the owner of the house and my roommate.

Why did the homeowner want a roommate? Well... Dylan is a bit strange. He’s a businessman, comes from a wealthy family, and has everything women love—no, not just the money. He’s a man of almost 29, completely handsome. Big and wiry, huge muscles. He always had that serious, sharp face that would drive any woman crazy.

Everything the opposite of me. A "man" so small, so skinny, and so delicate that if I put on a wig, I could pass for a woman.

Dylan didn't like living alone; he always needed company. However, something weird was going on—his roommates usually didn't rent the place for more than three months. I’ve been here two months, and honestly, I couldn't complain.




Today I was alone; I had the whole house to myself. So I took advantage of the fact that no one could watch me, put an eye on me, or judge me, and dedicated myself to my hobby—which I love. I love sewing and making women's clothing: dresses, skirts, things like that. It’s a hobby I shared with my ex-girlfriend, Justine.




She used to sew and make garments that she would then make me try on, because—as I said before—I tend to have a rather feminine body, and we didn't differ much. We were almost identical physically, and that—for her—was quite exciting.

I should have felt weird about those things, but over time I came to find a taste for it, and today, not having her, doing what I did with her makes me feel closer and miss her less.




So for the last 6 months, I've been sewing and trying on women's clothes. A few minutes ago, I finished a great work. It was a blouse and a simple skirt.

I checked the house. I made sure there was nothing, no one—only Dylan and I lived there. I checked the time; Dylan usually returned at 6 PM, so I had about a 4-hour head start. The perfect crime.




I took off my clothes completely, leaving only my underwear so as not to be naked. I looked in the mirror and appreciated my bare, freshly shaven torso. If only I had two breasts, I could be a real woman, I thought. I took the skirt. It was black, high-waisted, and obscenely short. It squeezed my ass and waist so tight it forced me to arch my back. Now I continued with what I thought was the best part—the blouse. It was liquid white satin, as shiny as it was slippery, seeming to melt onto my skin. It clung so tightly over my shoulders and chest that it managed to highlight the absence of my masculinity.




I was enjoying these moments of relaxation, however... When I looked in the mirror, I noticed the reason why I believed it was my best work. I didn't see myself in the mirror; I didn't see Bruno. It was another person; it was a woman. A slut? That weird idea passed through my head, and I started to laugh and play with myself. With a smile on my face, I thought about how silly and sexy I looked and how I could pass as a woman. I struck multiple poses, playing around, biting my fingers. I tried to make sexy faces. I was having so much fun!




A supremely stupid—and exciting—idea passed through my mind, to the level that I felt a "small" erection pushing against the tight leather of my skirt. I thought about the clothes and accessories my ex, Justine, left behind. Wigs, makeup, and even—I think—some fishnet stockings. I checked the time; there was still time. With excitement, nervousness, and a bit of shame, I took the time to check the box of her things and take what was necessary.

Once I was back in front of the mirror, I started to get ready, to make myself prettier and prettier—than I already was, of course. I took the fishnets and put them on. I felt the rough nylon biting into my flesh. Unlike silk, fishnets don't caress; they mark. The black grid dug into the softness of my freshly shaven thighs, creating little diamonds of pale skin that bulged out. Making me feel as if I were a piece of meat freshly wrapped and ready to sell. Driving me, perhaps, completely crazy. Every time I crossed my legs and saw myself in the mirror, the friction of the net reminded me of how exposed and cheap I looked.




I continued with the wig. It was a black wig with bangs. I put it on. The black hair fell in soft waves down my back, transforming my already soft features into those of a more classic "bimbo." I looked over my shoulder, mimicking those looks I had already seen in various magazines and porn videos: big eyes, long lashes, and a finger grazing my lips with fake innocence and a lot of playfulness. I looked in the mirror; I looked like an expensive doll, one of those women who don't work, who simply exist to be looked at and touched. And under this skirt, my small, playful penis throbbed with excitement.

The afternoon passed with me toying in front of the mirror. Exciting images passed before me that I couldn't control my lust, and I rubbed my penis over the skirt many times. I noticed the heat of pre-cum sticking to the boxers I was still wearing, and I thought about taking them off, and so I did. I was without underwear.




Maybe you'd think everything was getting out of hand, that it's no longer simply a hobby I had, but I didn't have anything in mind other than having fun.

Now without underwear, I started masturbating under the skirt. It was a furious masturbation, as if I were releasing things that were repressed. I spit into my soft, delicate hand. And I spread that hot gob of saliva over my small, fleshy penis.




The heat exceeded itself, and I came to feel that burning eruption rising up my penis as if it were a volcano. I was ready to explode. Until a—flash—interrupted me. It was a photograph. Someone took a picture of me!




It was Dylan. He got off work early and didn't call. He had a malicious smile on his face while pointing his phone at me; he was filming me. This couldn't be possible! He captured me masturbating dressed as a woman! My life would be ruined, my job, my university. My family couldn't find out about this!




I grabbed a towel I had nearby and covered myself with one hand while with the other extended, I tried—uselessly—to cover the camera and my face.




"What are you doing?!" I screamed desperately, with the disillusionment that my life was completely ruined.

"I ask you exactly the same thing," Dylan said with a voice so serious, as if the disappointment were his.

"Here we have the neighborhood slut. Look how he dresses like a woman!" Dylan said right to my face.

"Please, stop, I can explain!" My pleas were useless; he kept recording me.




"What will happen when this reaches your job? Or your family? What would your mom say!" Dylan let out a small laugh, as if he were enjoying it.

"Please, I'll pay you my whole salary, I'll clean the whole house by myself, I'll cook for you, I'll do whatever!" I begged.




Dylan stopped recording and put away his phone. As if my pleas had convinced him, because something must have interested him. He approached me and looked me directly in the eyes. I felt how that gigantic man made me feel more vulnerable than I was, as if I were simply—a woman. His gray eyes drove into me like a wooden stake in the heart. He caressed my cheek with his fingers—what is he doing?




"Poor girl," he said with a voice so low it seemed like a whisper.




Girl?! Did he say I'm a girl? He's crazy! I'm a man!




"You wouldn't want me to share this with the whole world, right?"




I looked at the floor and shook my head no.

Dylan took me by the chin with his rough, hard fingers. He looked me in the eyes again and said: "Then you'll have to be my girl."




"You... what?!"

When things calmed down more, Dylan served me a cup of tea in the dining room. We sat at the table. To discuss things more clearly. He told me everything. He lost his partner; she left him for another. And he feels alone. He simply wants someone to "take care of," but why me? I'm a man! This is very gay, I thought. How could a man like me be taken care of by another? Disgust and nervousness invaded me so much that I couldn't finish my tea.




"Starting today, you won't pay rent. But you'll have to dress like a woman, act like one, and serve."




I was dumbfounded. What did he mean by "serve"? And above all, I'm not a woman! I was about to stand up from the table and defend myself screaming when Dylan said something that convinced me.




"Forget about your job. You have everything covered. Absolutely everything. Your university goes on my tab."

I smiled immediately. I wouldn't work in that damn place anymore! And I just had to do something I loved! Wear women's clothes!




"And you must call me Daddy, okay?"




I ignored what that meant, because my life is—almost—solved!




"Yes, Daddy!" I said with excitement.




Dylan caressed my head—I still hadn't taken off the wig. I had to be strong; I had everything covered. I just had to let myself be treated like a woman!

"Well, I'm tired," he said, and immediately gave me a sweet, warm kiss on the forehead. Thousands of questions flooded my head, all while my stomach was churning. I felt humiliated and used. A kiss on the forehead? A man... kissed my forehead... I'm not gay!




But I also felt protected, and an overwhelming heat invaded my body. By the time Dylan left, I realized something extremely terrifying: I had an erection.

That night, it was hard for me to sleep. I had so many things to think about—and feel—that I couldn't keep my head still. To start: tomorrow I wouldn't have to work outside anymore—which is certainly gratifying—but instead, I have to work here. I have to act like a "woman," or whatever it was Dylan wanted to tell me. Act like a woman... I think. I've dressed delicately, worn makeup, used thousands of wigs, but I never thought about what it means to act like one or simply what one is.

For me, being a woman is: being a delicate flower, ready to be protected. As fragile as glass and as beautiful as the moon. The simple idea of becoming one provoked an erection right there in bed in the early morning. And while I rubbed my small bulge—now a woman's—I thought about that warm, sweet kiss Dylan left me today. He asked me to be a woman... And he treats me like one. I don't think this is gay, right? Gays fuck men, suck cocks, let their asses get fucked. Not me...




While those ideas and thoughts ate away at my mind on a cool spring night, I couldn't help masturbating. When I realized it, I had two delicate fingers of my left hand in my mouth, sucking and licking them. And with my right hand masturbating intensively, as if tomorrow I wouldn't have a cock anymore and it was the last time I'd do it. I think: about dressing as a woman, acting like a woman... When I was finally about to ejaculate, a humiliating and perverse idea crossed my mind: fucking like a woman, sucking cocks like a woman. That was when I ejaculated oceans. An uncleanable amount of semen fell onto my flat, feminine stomach. And just as I came, I fell asleep.




I woke up a bit late in the morning. I didn't hear the alarm. When I came out of my room in my pajamas—shorts and a t-shirt—I found a cardboard box at my door. That box had a lot of women's clothing, makeup, wigs, and even a small letter.




"Just because you don't work in that dirty joint anymore doesn't mean you get to slack off. You work for me now. My girl doesn't wear pajamas. Put this on and start cleaning. I want the house spotless by the time I get home from the office. From: Daddy"




An overwhelming heat. That humiliating, shameful, and certainly "arousing" sensation invaded my small body. I really belong to him, I thought. I'm no longer just a feminine man—a femboy as they say on the internet—but a guy three times my size is my boss and will use me however he wants.

Inside the box, folded and stored so subtly, was my "work" outfit. It was a maid costume. French maid, as they usually say.

I locked myself in my room with a slam. My heart was beating so fast it could—if it wanted to—leap out of my chest. I'm really going to dress as a woman! A few days ago, I masturbated watching a porn video of a Sissy being fucked by three guys while she did house cleaning dressed as a maid. Three cocks in one little ass. Three cocks just for her.




I noticed I had another erection, and maybe a little pre-cum was hanging from there. I'm disgusting. Truly, my family would be ashamed of me.




I sat down and thought about everything I went through to get here. The mistreatment at work, the mistreatment in my ex-relationship, and the mistreatment in my family. When will I be able to be happy, without abuse and without being judged by others? And finally, I understood.




Dylan opened the door for me. And after years of hiding my hobbies, he managed to know me. A real person saw me dressed how I wanted and when I wanted. He just feels lonely and gave me an opportunity I never thought I'd have. To live doing what I like.




I decided. I opened the door and brought the box in. If Dylan wanted a girl, then he'd have the prettiest girl in the world. I looked in the mirror. I'm not Bruno; I'm Bruna. I'm a vain person, and I love looking good, so I hope what he chose in terms of fabric and such is good, I thought with a smile, already complaining. What a silly little girl I am.

I took the garment out of the box, and the black silk slid through my fingers as if it were dark water. It wasn't a simple dress; it was a whisper. The dress was reinforced with boning that squeezed my waist, forcing me to have that hourglass figure I perhaps desired in my deepest—and lustiest—dreams and hidden pleasures. But the worst—or certainly, the best—was the short skirt. It was shiny black satin and ridiculously short, with a white lace trim. It barely managed to cover the necessary when I was standing; I knew the moment I bent over to clean, my ass would be in the air and exposed... to Dylan's view.




The apron was purely a mockery. A triangle of immaculate white lace that tied at the back with a giant bow, accentuating the curve of my feminine hips but covering absolutely nothing. I put the velvet choker on my neck; it felt tight, as if I were a dog dressed in elegance. Dylan was crazy if he thought I could go out like this. The moment someone visited the house, I'd have to hide. I looked like one of those porn girls, and a little bit, maybe that idea turned me on. How humiliating, I thought while trying to accommodate my erection, which wouldn't stop rising every time I thought about the idea of being treated like a woman.




I was about to put on the headpiece: a small white lace headband. But I forgot a supremely important detail: my wig. My black wig with bangs. As my waves fell over my shoulders, I thought about Dylan and how exhausted he must be at work.

When I finished arranging my outfit, I saw myself in the mirror. But I didn't see Bruno—or Bruna—anymore. I didn't see a man or a woman. I saw an object. "Act and serve like a woman," Dylan's words repeated in my head. And I smiled. I didn't have to be anything else, nor think for myself. Just be an object, a sexy object. Ready to serve. I thought about masturbating multiple times, but I didn't want Dylan to punish me when he arrived—or maybe I did? Anyway, what could happen? He couldn't hit a woman.




I was feeling very different from what I once was. I wasn't just a woman anymore. I was a slut; I was dressing like a slut! I'm a heterosexual man getting excited, getting hot, and masturbating dressing as a woman and a slut. But sluts act, fuck, suck dicks. They attend to their men, and I don't do any of that. Why do I feel like one?




At the bottom of the box, I found part of the dress. They were white silk stockings that went up to the thigh and were topped with satin bows, making my soft, feminine legs look endless and sinful. Finally—and most humiliating—the shoes: black patent leather heels, classic stilettos. Putting them on, I felt my calves tense and my ass lift in a majestic way. Cleaning in these would be hell but... dammit, I felt like the most expensive slut in the catalog... And I loved it. Part of me wanted—wished—for Dylan to get home from work already.

Weeks have passed since I started working at home as a maid. The routine—humiliating, but fun—came to seem very comfortable to me, so I didn't have—nor would I have—any complaints.

The routine is as follows: I wake up early, put on my tiny, tight maid outfit. I clean absolutely the entire house, from the dust under the sofa to the cobwebs accumulating in that remote corner of the house. And when Dylan arrives from work—usually tired from his meetings—I make him food. I serve his meal; I attend to him as his woman should.




He usually rewards me with his words. Words that were humiliating to me—I'm a man!!—but that little by little began to gain affection—and heat—in me. Words like: "What a sweet girl." "Such a good girl." "I'm so happy with you." And let's not forget those little kisses on the forehead he gives me when he goes to sleep.




This is too easy! There is no easier way to cover my expenses than doing this. Besides, things happen that never happened in my previous jobs: they compliment me!

However. Today has been different. Dylan won't be working from the office anymore; he'll be staying home doing home-office. Which, if it's already humiliating for him to see me cook for him, imagine what it's like for him to see me clean in these stilettos!—which, by the way, I've completely mastered.




So I got dressed, took a breath, and started my workday. It was morning, and we had already had breakfast. Dylan was on the sofa with his laptop doing who-knows-what. While I was cleaning the kitchen windows, I could see myself in the reflection. I didn't see Bruno anymore; I saw a beautiful woman. I smiled after seeing myself; I felt so precious. I don't think this outfit would fit anyone as well as it does me—and I genuinely believe that.

I could feel Dylan's sudden glances from the dining room. I know it must seem uncomfortable for him to look at me, his male roommate dressed as a woman cleaning, but it's what he asked for, and I must give it to him, right? As I continued my routine, I had to bend over—and give my back and ass to Dylan—to clean under a small cabinet that the broom wouldn't reach, only my rag. I bent down, got on all fours, and started cleaning.




I could feel Dylan's gaze on the back of my neck. His agitated breathing and even the rustle of his hand loosening his tie. While I cleaned and the atmosphere filled with testosterone, my small erection—of a disgusting slut, let's be honest. What man would have an erection cleaning? It only happens to sluts!—wouldn't let me concentrate, and I realized something supremely terrible!




I wasn't wearing underwear. My anus, so tight and pink, was completely exposed to Dylan's gray, sharp eyes. He could see how my little disgusting slut balls hung right above a small clitoris that I call a penis.




When I realized this, I felt such a great heat that my pale pink skin turned almost orange from shame and humiliation. I tried to get up suddenly to cover myself—because shame had won—and forgot I was under a piece of furniture. So upon getting up, I hit my head slightly, and not only did I look worse now, but I looked like a clumsy maid!

I looked Dylan in the eyes. It's over, I thought. Now not only did he see me dressed like a damn slut, but he saw my tight ass! Nothing could be worse than this.

Dylan returned my gaze, looking so serious that I felt terror, and my little ass clenched tighter and tighter. He closed his laptop abruptly and stood up from the sofa.




"You've cleaned enough. I'll see you in my room in five minutes," he told me in a tone that sounded like my former boss punishing me for burning the burgers.

As he got up and went, he didn't look at me. He walked right past. It's over, I thought. He's going to "fire" me; he's going to kick me out of the house. Thousands of unknowns stalked my brain. I didn't know what could happen. I expected the worst.




I didn't even take the time to take off the outfit; I knocked on Dylan's bedroom door. And the door opened by itself, as if it were an invitation to enter from a ghost.

There I saw him. Dylan was on the bed... Naked?! He was waiting for me without clothes! And his huge cock, maybe about 19cm (7.5 inches), was there. Erect. Veiny, fleshy, and with a glans so pink I could see myself reflected in it. It was like it was inviting me. Taste me, it said.

It was the first time I'd seen a naked man; I didn't know what to do, what to say. What did he want me to do? Why was he waiting for me like this? Wasn't it gay to see another man naked? So, while the questions flooded me, I closed the room door. The already tense atmosphere sharpened. And we stared at each other.




"I want you to clean me," he asked.




Clean him? But that's very easy! My heart calmed down. And I took the small damp sponge that was next to him. He used to use a damp sponge to relax after a lot of stress. He told me that when we were normal roommates. So it doesn't seem strange to me that now, as his maid, he asked me to do it.




I passed the sponge over his huge, fibrous, muscular back. I descended over his thick waist. And now came the worst part of the job—the front.




His round and—biteable—pectorals looked at me while I passed a soft, warm sponge over them, which made his nipples erect. Hard moans came out of his mouth. And that made me erect a little. How can a male moan make you erect? Don't be a slut, Bruno, I told myself.




I descended slowly down his abdomen, knowing his crotch was next. His member was still erect; how could it be?

And when the moment came, my heart started beating so hard again. My breathing couldn't be contained, and my small clitoris couldn't stop releasing pre-cum. The moment I put my hand on his penis, another moan escaped his mouth. And I couldn't help but continue. Maybe harder.

I continued cleaning his penis, which was already clean.




"Look at me," Dylan demanded.




I looked him in the eyes while I cleaned him. Over the top, slowly over that sensitive glans. Underneath, where those beautiful round balls connected.




I continued looking him in the eyes while cleaning him. Again, that humiliating and shameful sensation was happening. It makes me not realize things and made me think: You are a damn man and you are cleaning another man's penis!




When I could think clearly, I realized I didn't have any sponge in my hand. And the cleaning was done exclusively skin to skin. With my delicate hands against his hard, huge penis. I was masturbating him.




He didn't ask me; he didn't demand it. I, like a slut and—sissy—left my work aside and started masturbating him. Something activated in me when I heard those hard moans.




Dylan wouldn't stop moaning while I looked him in the face; he couldn't maintain eye contact because the pleasure wouldn't stop. I could tell by his hard nipples and the amount of pre-cum running down my hand.

"This isn't clean enough," I noted, like the good maid I am. And immediately, I put the hard, fleshy, veiny penis into my wet, hot mouth. Dylan let out a moan that sounded like a scream.




I had a penis in my mouth for the first time! Like those porn girls I masturbated to so much. He was so erect I couldn't think if it was gay or not. I started sucking like a good beginner. I couldn't fit it all in my mouth; the hot tip of the glans hit the back of my throat.




But I had my two hands free. So with one, I squeezed his balls—they were the first balls I'd ever touched!—and with the other, I continued masturbating him. I was being his slut.




He not only humiliated me and made me feel ashamed. He made me his maid, and now he is making me his slut! And I certainly—am enjoying it.




Dylan pushed me away, and I thought I did something wrong. That I crossed the line and acted like an uncontrolled slut. Someone had to control me.




"Daddy...?" I let out with a voice already so feminine.




"Easy, my treasure. I'm going to reward you for everything."




Dylan took me by my small hips. With a simple movement, he managed to throw me onto the bed as if I were a piece of meat. Sprawled on the bed, in my maid outfit and with a slutty look. I knew what was going to happen. I don't know if I was ready, but I was there. And I had to work.




He threw himself on top of me, and we were glued, face to face in a position close to missionary. He kissed me. His thick, rough lips touched mine. And his tongue, as rough and hard—as his cock—intertwined with mine.

It was the first time I kissed someone after breaking up with my ex. And it was a man. But it didn't matter; I wanted more. That kiss, so hard but so soft for the soul, caused me to get erect again. He noticed it and started rubbing it over the top, as if it were a clitoris. I couldn't help but moan; my moans were no longer like his, masculine and hard. They were fragile, as if I were a porn slut. As if I were a woman. I moaned with the same pitch as my ex. And that excited me more.




He got on his knees, took me by the waist again, and turned me over. I was back to him. He bent me, and I was on all fours.




He reached over to the nightstand and took a good anal lubricant. I was afraid, but I read on the internet that the best thing for those moments was to relax, because the anus had to be relaxed. Every time I thought about a cock inside me, I smiled, and my little ass got wetter and wetter.




Now lubricated, and having me on all fours, he hiked my maid skirt up to my waist. I felt his hard penis wanting to enter my tight anus. He took his time. And with patience and saliva, he managed to enter.




I had a penis inside me! I was a man, and I had a penis inside me. The humiliation and thinking about what others would think of me made my little ass squeeze him, and Dylan let out harder moans.

I pushed back. I wanted more; I couldn't stand just having the glans. I wanted it all. He got fed up.

"Oh, so you're a real little slut, huh?" he groaned.

He had me on all fours, my skirt up to my waist. The white lace apron bounced against my back with every hard thrust. While I gritted my teeth, the sound of his pelvis hitting my large exposed buttocks—clap, clap, clap—filled the room and echoed in the deepest part of my mind.




He wasn't just fucking me: he was rewriting me. With every deep thrust, I felt Bruno disappear and only Bruna remain. His huge cock touched my sweet spot, forcing me to moan like a woman, high and desperate. Like a slut receiving the best fuck of her life.




"You like it, slut?" whispering in my ear and biting my neck, Dylan let me know that this was the way he planned to pay the rent. "Do you like paying the rent like this? Do you like serving Daddy?"




I looked in the bedroom mirror and saw a large, masculine man destroying the ass of a small-bodied slut, who was dressed as a servant on top of it. My white stockings clung to my trembling legs while he used me, claiming his property, reminding me who owned the house.




I couldn't help it anymore. My mind, destroyed, could only think of cock. Of his beautiful, hard cock inside me.

The moment Dylan leaned in and gave me a kiss on the neck, I lost myself completely.

The following days turned into a routine—a very precious one. I cleaned our house; I made our food. And when Dylan arrived tired from work, I received him with a good blowjob full of saliva. To then be rewarded by getting my ass fucked real hard.




I stopped using wigs. My hair grew on its own, and I had that beautiful fringe I loved. My tits, for some strange reason, grew. Looking in the mirror, I can only see a beautiful woman. A precious sissy.




And only thinking with a smile, about how they are going to fuck my ass today.



About the Author & What's Next




And so, we reach the end of this first Bundle, a collection of my first four stories.




I sincerely hope you have enjoyed reading these tales as much as I have loved writing them—and, of course, experiencing them—just for you.




What comes next? The transformation never stops. I plan to release new stories weekly to continue expanding the Straight to Sissy series.




About Vixen T.M. Vixen writes from a remote cabin in Patagonia, where he lives with his partner (and their lovers). When he isn't chronicling stories of submission and raw pleasure, he enjoys exploring nature and savoring fine wine.




Thank you for reading.
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