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Chapter 1

The Sleepover

Ryan stood awkwardly on Mary’s front porch, shifting his weight from one foot to the other as he clutched his overnight bag. The late May air was warm and humid, carrying the scent of freshly cut grass from a neighbor’s yard. He glanced down at his reflection in the glass door—a slim young man with delicate features, long lashes, and shoulder-length chestnut hair that he usually kept tied back. He wore a simple t-shirt and jeans, feeling distinctly underdressed and out of place for what he was about to walk into.

He’d almost backed out three times before leaving his house. A boys-only sleepover would be one thing, but this? A girls’ night with Mary and her three closest friends? It was absurd. Yet, Mary had been so persistent in her texts.

Come on, Ry! It’ll be fun! The girls have been dying to see you again.

What do you mean, see me? We just saw each other last week at the coffee shop.

Not like see you see you. You know what I mean. Besides, Chloe thinks you’re adorable.

That had given him pause. Chloe was Mary’s roommate, a striking blonde with sharp cheekbones and an even sharper tongue who’d always made him nervous with her intense gaze.

Taking a deep breath, Ryan pressed the doorbell. The chime echoed through the house, followed by the sound of giggles and hurried footsteps. The door swung open, revealing Mary in all her glory.

“There he is!” she squealed, throwing her arms around him before he could step inside.

Mary was a vision, petite with dark curly hair that framed her heart-shaped face, her lips painted a deep red that matched the lacy bralette peeking through her partially unbuttoned silk pajama top. Her shorts were scandalously short, showcasing toned legs that seemed to go on forever.

“Hi, Mary,” Ryan managed, feeling his face flush as she hugged him tightly.

She pulled back but kept her hands on his shoulders, looking him up and down with an approving smile. “Look at you! Still as pretty as ever. Come in, come in! The girls are dying to meet you properly.”

Properly? What did that mean? He’d met them all before at various gatherings, though never in such an... intimate setting.

As Mary led him through the house toward the living room, the sounds of laughter grew louder. The space had been transformed—fairy lights strung across the ceiling, blankets and pillows covering the floor in a cozy nest, and the coffee table laden with snacks, makeup palettes, and several bottles of wine.

Three pairs of eyes turned to him as he entered.

“Well, well, well,” purred a voice from the corner. Chloe, lounging on a mountain of pillows, her platinum hair cascading over one shoulder. She wore a nearly transparent white babydoll that did little to conceal the black lingerie beneath. “Mary wasn’t exaggerating. He is pretty.”

Ryan’s face burned hotter as he mumbled a greeting.

“Oh, don’t be shy!” This came from Emma, a curvy girl with a cascade of red hair and freckles across her nose. She bounced up from her spot on the floor, wearing pink pajama shorts and a cropped tank top that showed off her ample cleavage. “We’re so excited you could join us tonight!”

“Join... us?” Ryan glanced at Mary, who was grinning mischievously.

“Well, yeah!” piped up the fourth girl, Maya, who had been quiet until now. She was the smallest of the group, with dark skin, close-cropped natural hair, and a mischievous glint in her eyes. “Mary told us you’d be perfect for our little project tonight.”

“Project?” Ryan felt a knot forming in his stomach.

Mary clapped her hands together. “Tonight is makeover night! And since you so graciously volunteered—“

“I didn’t exactly volunteer—“

“—you get to be our model!” she finished, ignoring his protest. “Isn’t that exciting?”

Ryan looked around at the four grinning faces, suddenly very aware that he was the only person in the room wearing pants. The wine had clearly been flowing for a while, judging by the half-empty bottles and the slightly glazed look in their eyes.

“I don’t know,” he said uncertainly. “I’m not really... you know... into that kind of thing.”

“Come on, Ry,” Mary wheedled, taking his hand and leading him to sit in the center of the pillow fort. “It’ll be fun! Just a little makeup, maybe some nail polish. Nothing crazy.”

“And what if I say no?” he asked, though his resistance was already weakening under their combined attention.

Chloe leaned forward, her expression serious but playful. “Then we’ll have to be... persuasive.”

There was something in her tone that sent a shiver down his spine. Ryan swallowed hard, looking to Mary for rescue, but found only encouragement in her sparkling eyes.

“Fine,” he conceded. “But just a little, okay? Nothing too...”

“Fabulous?” Maya supplied, giggling as she reached for a bottle of neon pink nail polish. “Don’t worry, we’ll start small.”

Emma produced a makeup remover wipe from somewhere and began gently cleansing his face. “First things first, we need a proper canvas. Close your eyes, pretty boy.”

Pretty boy. The nickname made him squirm internally, though he obeyed, feeling the cool wipe against his eyelids.

“This is going to be so much fun,” Mary whispered in his ear, her breath warm against his neck. “You’re going to look gorgeous.”

As the girls worked—Emma applying foundation, Maya taking his hand to paint his nails, Chloe sorting through makeup palettes—Ryan felt himself relaxing despite his initial hesitation. There was something soothing about their gentle touches, the soft murmurs of approval as they worked.

“His skin is amazing,” Emma commented. “So smooth. You don’t even need concealer.”

“And his lashes!” Maya exclaimed, holding up a mascara wand. “Naturally long and thick. I’m jealous.”

Ryan opened his eyes to find all four girls staring at him with intense focus.

“Keep those closed until we’re done with the first part,” Chloe instructed, her tone leaving no room for argument.

He complied, sinking deeper into the pillows as they continued their transformation. The sensations were oddly pleasurable—the gentle brushing of powder against his face, the careful stroking of mascara on his lashes, the precise application of lipstick that left his lips feeling slightly sticky and alien.

“Time for the big reveal!” Mary announced after what felt like hours. “Open your eyes, Ry.”

Ryan hesitantly opened his eyes to find all four girls holding up their phones, cameras pointed at him.

“Smile for the camera, baby girl,” Chloe cooed.

The flash went off multiple times as Ryan blinked in confusion, his vision adjusting. Mary handed him a compact mirror, her expression triumphant.

“Go ahead. Take a look.”

With trembling hands, Ryan raised the mirror and gasped. Staring back at him was... someone else. A girl with smoky eyes, flushed cheeks, and glossy pink lips that looked plumper than his own. The makeup was expertly applied, enhancing his already feminine features rather than creating a mask.

“Oh my god,” he whispered, touching his face tentatively.

“You’re stunning,” Emma breathed, and the others nodded in agreement.

“I look... different,” Ryan managed, unable to tear his eyes away from the reflection.

“That’s the point,” Chloe said, leaning in to adjust a stray lock of his hair. “Now you look like what you’ve always been inside—a pretty little thing just waiting to be dressed up.”

There was an edge to her words that made Ryan’s stomach flip strangely. He lowered the mirror, suddenly very aware of his painted nails and the way the girls were looking at him—not just with appreciation, but with a kind of hunger that made him shift uncomfortably.

“I think it’s time for the next phase,” Mary announced, clapping her hands. “Emma, bring out the clothes I laid out in my room.”

“Clothes?” Ryan asked weakly, already suspecting what was coming.

“Just a few things we thought might fit you,” Maya said innocently, though her grin suggested otherwise.

Emma returned with an armful of fabric that she deposited beside Ryan. Lingerie. Silky panties, stockings, a garter belt, and what looked like a corset or bustier.

“I can’t wear that,” he protested, though his voice lacked conviction.

“Nonsense,” Chloe said firmly, reaching for the hem of his shirt. “You’re going to look delicious in these. Now lift your arms.”

Ryan hesitated, but Mary was already helping to pull his shirt over his head, leaving him bare-chested and vulnerable. The girls’ eyes raked over his smooth, pale skin, their expressions appreciative in a way that made him feel both exposed and strangely flattered.

“Perfect,” Mary murmured, tracing a finger down his chest. “Not too hairy, just nice and smooth.”

“Like a girl,” Maya added, picking up a pair of black lace panties with a pink bow on the front. “These will look amazing on you.”

Ryan shook his head, but made no move to stop them as Maya knelt before him, her hands going to his jeans button. “Shouldn’t I at least go to the bathroom to change?”

Chloe laughed, the sound husky and warm. “Oh no, baby. We want to watch you become our pretty little sissy right here.”

The word hung in the air, both shocking and strangely thrilling. Sissy. He’d heard it before, always as an insult, but coming from Chloe’s lips in that purring voice, it sounded like something else entirely.

Maya efficiently unbuttoned his jeans and tugged them down his legs, revealing his plain cotton boxers. The girls made disapproving noises.

“We can’t have you in those boring things,” Emma said, reaching for a silky robe. “Take them off, Ry.”

“I don’t know if I should—“ he began, but Chloe’s sharp look silenced him.

“Don’t make us undress you,” she warned, though there was amusement in her tone. “Unless that’s what you want?”

Flushing deeper, Ryan hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his boxers and slowly pushed them down, trying to maintain some modesty as he did so. The cool air hit his skin. He tried to cover himself, finding it increasingly difficult to do so as his body betrayed him. The sight of the four beautiful women was causing an uncontrollable physical reaction. The girls didn’t miss it.

“Well, well,” Mary said with a knowing smile. “Someone’s enjoying this more than he’s letting on.”

Ryan closed his eyes in embarrassment, but Maya gently took his hand. “It’s okay,” she said softly. “Just show us, we’re all girls here.” She tugged again, moving his hand away.

He reluctantly let her guide his arms to his sides, fully exposing himself to their hungry gazes.

“It’s so small... and so cute!” Mary cried out.

“Not much to work with down there,” Chloe commented with a smirk, “but that’s perfect for what we have planned.”

The humiliation should have been unbearable, but mixed with it was an unexpected jolt of arousal. Being exposed, judged, and found wanting by these confident women was somehow thrilling in a way he couldn’t quite understand.

“Let’s get these on you,” Maya said, holding up the lace panties.

Ryan lifted his feet obediently as Maya slid the silky garment up his legs, the delicate lace feeling alien and exciting against his skin. She adjusted them carefully, ensuring they sat properly over his modest erection, which strained against the soft fabric.

“The bow is perfect right there,” Emma commented, pointing to where it sat just above his cock. “It’s like it’s presenting your little clitty.”

Ryan gasped at the word, his eyes widening. “That’s not—I’m not a—I have a—“ he stumbled over the words, unsure why he was protesting or what he was trying to say.

Mary patted his cheek affectionately. “Of course you do, sweetie. We can call it whatever makes you comfortable. But in those panties? It’s definitely a clitty. You should see what the guys in my dorm are working with.”

The others giggled in agreement as Maya reached for the stockings. “Lift up each foot for me,” she instructed, and Ryan complied, watching as she carefully rolled the sheer black nylon up his legs one at a time. The sensation was exquisite—the smooth material gliding over his skin, tightening as she attached them to the garter belt Emma had fastened around his waist.

“Look at you,” Chloe breathed, her eyes dark with appreciation. “Already looking like a proper little slut.”

The word sent another shock through Ryan’s system. He shouldn’t like being called that, shouldn’t be getting harder in his lace panties at the degradation, but he was. There was something freeing about surrendering to their vision of him, about letting them strip away his masculinity and replace it with... whatever this was.

Next came the bustier, a black and pink confection that Mary helped him into, tightening the laces at the back until it cinched his waist and pushed up what little chest he had into something resembling cleavage.

“You almost have tits,” Emma observed with a mischievous grin. “With a little training, who knows?”

“Training?” Ryan squeaked, but Mary shushed him.

“Don’t worry your pretty little head about that now. We’re just getting started.”

Finally dressed in lingerie that matched theirs, Ryan felt completely transformed. The girls circled him like predators admiring their catch, occasionally reaching out to adjust a strap or smooth a wrinkle in the stockings.

“Time for accessories,” Maya announced, producing a box of jewelry. “A sissy needs proper adornments.”

They decked him out in clip-on earrings with dangling pearls, a delicate choker around his neck, and even a matching bracelet that jingled softly when he moved. The final touch was a black satin ribbon that Mary tied in a bow at the top of his head.

“Perfect,” she declared, stepping back to admire her work. “Now turn around slowly. Let us see our creation.”

Ryan complied, feeling ridiculous and yet somehow powerful as the girls murmured their approval. He caught sight of himself in the large wall mirror and barely recognized the figure staring back—a slender, lingerie-clad girl with makeup-enhanced features and a dazed, aroused expression.

“What do you think?” Chloe asked, coming up behind him to rest her chin on his shoulder, her body pressed against his back. “Do you like what we’ve done to you?”

“I...” Ryan swallowed hard, his throat dry. “I look... different.”

“You look like the sissy you were always meant to be,” she corrected, her hands sliding down to rest on his hips. “Don’t you think so, girls?”

“Definitely,” Mary agreed, moving to stand in front of him. “I’ve always thought there was something feminine about you, Ry. Those delicate features, that slim body... it was just waiting to be brought out.”

“And that cute little dick,” Emma added with a wicked grin, nodding toward the obvious bulge in his panties. “It’s practically begging to be treated like what it is.”

Ryan’s face burned with shame, but his cock twitched at her words. The contrast was dizzying—the humiliation of their comments about his size mixed with the intense pleasure of being so thoroughly feminized and desired.

“We should take more pictures,” Maya suggested, raising her phone. “Our little sissy needs to see herself from every angle.”

They posed him various ways—on his knees, bent over the couch, lying back against the pillows with his legs spread. Each position was more revealing than the last, showcasing his lingerie-clad form and the growing wet spot on his panties where precum had soaked through the delicate lace.

“Look how excited she is,” Chloe teased, pointing to the evidence of his arousal. “All this attention must be overwhelming for a virgin sissy like you.”

“I’m not a—“ Ryan began to protest, but Mary silenced him with a finger to his glossy lips.

“Shhh, don’t lie to us. We can tell you’ve never been with a girl before, have you? Not properly.”

Ryan shook his head, the admission feeling like another layer of his masculinity being stripped away.

“Poor thing,” Emma cooed, stroking his hair. “Don’t worry, we’ll take good care of you tonight. We’re going to teach you all the things a sissy needs to know.”

The wine continued to flow as they played dress-up, trying different outfits on him—a schoolgirl skirt and white blouse, a maid’s apron that left his ass completely exposed, even a sheer babydoll that barely covered his panties. With each change, Ryan felt himself slipping further away from the boy who had walked into Mary’s house hours ago.

“Now for the real fun,” Mary announced when they’d exhausted the costume options. “A sissy needs to learn how to please properly.”

The mood shifted, becoming charged with a new energy as the girls exchanged knowing looks. Chloe produced a strap-on dildo from seemingly nowhere, holding it up with an evil grin.

“Since you’re lacking in certain areas,” she said, gesturing to Ryan’s crotch, “we thought we’d provide you with a more adequate tool for practice.”

Ryan’s eyes widened, but he made no move to escape as Chloe stepped into the harness, adjusting it until the realistic-looking dildo bobbed obscenely in front of her.

“Don’t look so scared,” Maya said, stroking his cheek. “We’re not going to hurt you... much.”

Emma and Mary positioned themselves on either side of him, gently pushing him to his knees in front of Chloe. The position felt natural, as if he’d been meant to kneel before dominant women his whole life.

“Show us what a good sissy can do,” Chloe commanded, running her fingers through his hair. “Use that pretty mouth of yours.”

With trembling hands, Ryan reached for the dildo, marveling at how much larger it was than himself. The girls had chosen well—the pale pink silicone stood in stark contrast to what he had hidden beneath his panties.

“Just like this,” Mary instructed, taking his hand and guiding it along the shaft. “Gentle at first, then faster when she tells you.”

Emma leaned in close to his ear. “Don’t forget to use your tongue. A real sissy knows how to worship cock properly.”

The word hung in the air, shocking yet undeniably thrilling. Ryan leaned forward hesitantly, parting his glossy lips as he brought his face closer to the tip of the dildo.

“That’s it,” Chloe encouraged, her hand tightening in his hair. “Show me what a good little cocksucker you can be.”

He tentatively licked the tip, tasting the faint strawberry flavor of the lubricant they’d applied. The girls murmured their approval as he took more into his mouth, feeling the stretch of his lips around the girth. It was nothing like he’d imagined giving oral would be—the power dynamic completely reversed, his small hands barely able to circle the shaft as he began to bob his head.

“Look at our little sissy go,” Maya said with delight, moving behind him to get a better view. “Her dicklet is so hard it’s practically dripping.”

The shame of that observation made Ryan’s cock throb in his panties. He was leaking profusely now, the wet spot growing larger as he focused on pleasing Chloe with his mouth. The weight of her hand on his head guided his movements, sometimes pushing him deeper, sometimes pulling him back for air.

“She’s a natural,” Chloe purred, thrusting her hips slightly. “Born to be on her knees.”

The words should have offended him, but instead, they sent a jolt of pleasure straight to his neglected cock. He moaned around the dildo, the vibration making Chloe gasp appreciatively.

“Time to switch,” Mary announced after several minutes, helping Ryan up from his knees. “I think our sissy needs to learn how to ride.”

Before he could process what she meant, Emma was lying back on the pillows, her own strap-on pointing toward the ceiling. Mary guided Ryan to straddle her, positioning him above the waiting toy.

“Slow and steady,” she whispered in his ear. “Let your little pussy adjust to its first cock.”

Ryan froze at the word. “I don’t have a—“ he began, but Chloe cut him off with a laugh.

“Of course you do,” she said, reaching around to pull his panties aside, revealing his tight entrance. “Right here. This is your sissy pussy now, and it’s about to get fucked for the first time.”

The bluntness of her words made him shudder, but he couldn’t deny the anticipation building inside him. With Mary’s guidance, he lowered himself onto the dildo, feeling the pressure against his most private area.

“Relax,” Maya coached, massaging his shoulders. “Breathe out as you take it.”

Ryan followed her instructions, gasping as the tip slipped inside him. The sensation was intense—a burning stretch mixed with an unexpected pleasure that made his small cock twitch violently.

“That’s it,” Emma encouraged, her hands on his hips. “Take it all, you little slut.”

He sank lower, feeling inch after inch fill him until he was fully seated on Emma’s lap, the dildo buried deep inside. The fullness was overwhelming, his body trembling with the effort of accommodating the intrusion.

“Look at you,” Mary marveled, circling them slowly. She gripped his cock with two fingers, gently rubbing the panties into him. “A perfect sissy taking her first cock. Doesn’t it feel better than that pathetic little thing between your legs ever could?”

Ryan nodded weakly, unable to form words as Emma began to move beneath him, thrusting up into his newly claimed pussy. The pleasure was unlike anything he’d experienced with his own hand—a deep, full-body sensation that had him gasping and moaning shamelessly.

“Such a pretty little whore,” Chloe praised, moving to stand in front of him. She guided his head to her waiting dildo, still wet with his saliva. “Now let’s see if you can take two at once.”

The thought should have terrified him, but Ryan found himself eagerly opening his mouth, wanting to be used completely by these powerful women. They established a rhythm, Emma fucking up into him while Chloe held his head, thrusting into his mouth. Tears streaked his makeup as he gagged slightly, but he didn’t want them to stop.

“Look at his little dick,” Maya observed, kneeling beside them. “So hard and yet so small. I bet he’s never even been able to properly jerk off with those tiny hands.”

The humiliation burned through him, intensifying every sensation. She was right—he had always struggled with his diminutive size, his fingers barely able to wrap around his shaft. But here, being used by the women, that inadequacy felt like part of his identity, something to be embraced rather than hidden.

“Should we let our sissy cum?” Mary asked, watching with amusement as Ryan was filled from both ends.

“Only if she begs properly,” Chloe replied, pulling her dildo from his mouth to let him speak.

“Please,” Ryan gasped immediately, the word tearing from him unbidden. “Please let me cum.”

“Please what?” Emma teased, pausing her thrusts. “You need to be more specific, sissy.”

Ryan’s face burned, but the need was too great. “Please let me cum,” he repeated, his voice cracking. “Please let your sissy cum on your big cock while you fuck my pussy.”

The girls erupted in pleased laughter, their eyes gleaming with triumph.

“Such a quick learner,” Mary praised, reaching between his legs to stroke his small cock through the lace panties. “I think our sissy has earned her reward.”

With that, Emma resumed fucking him with renewed vigor, while Mary’s fingers worked his cock with just the right pressure. Chloe returned her dildo to his mouth, and the triple stimulation quickly pushed Ryan over the edge.

His orgasm crashed through him with unprecedented intensity, his small cock pulsing as he spilled into his panties, the warmth spreading against the delicate fabric. The contractions of his body around Emma’s dildo only heightened the pleasure, extending his climax until he was shaking and sobbing from the overwhelming sensations.

As the waves subsided, he collapsed forward onto Emma’s chest, completely spent. The girls surrounded him, their hands gentle now as they stroked his hair and praised his performance.

“Such a good girl,” Maya cooed, kissing his temple. “You took that so well for your first time.”

“Our little sissy came so hard,” Emma agreed, gently lifting him off her strap-on with a wet pop that made Ryan blush anew. “Look at the mess she made in her pretty panties.”

Ryan looked down to see his cum soaking through the black lace, the evidence of his pleasure undeniable. He should have felt ashamed, but instead, a strange sense of pride washed over him—he had pleased them, had become what they wanted him to be.

“We should clean you up,” Mary suggested, helping him to unsteady feet. “The night’s not over yet.”


Chapter 2

Interlude

They led him to the bathroom, where they carefully removed his soiled panties, washing him with warm cloths and gentle hands. The tender care after such intense use made his heart swell with emotion he couldn’t name.

Once he was clean, Chloe gave his ass a light pat. “Back to the living room. We still have more games to play.”

They returned to the pillow fort and settled in. Mary pulled Ryan close, her expression soft and affectionate. She tilted his chin up with two fingers, forcing him to meet her eyes.

“How do you feel?” she asked gently.

“Different,” he admitted, unable to hold her gaze for long. “Good, but… confused.”

Mary’s smile was warm and knowing. “There’s nothing wrong with enjoying being feminine, Ry. Some boys are meant to be girls, and you? You were always prettier than most of the girls I know.”

The simple statement hit him harder than he expected. All his life he’d felt like something was off about the way he looked, the way people sometimes mistook him for a girl from behind. Here, those same traits weren’t flaws, they were being celebrated.

“Thank you,” he whispered, feeling tears prick the corners of his eyes.

Maya handed him a fresh pair of panties, baby blue with delicate white lace trim. “For our angel,” she said with a smile, kissing his cheek as she helped him step into them.

The rest of the night passed in a blur of soft touches and whispered praise. They dressed him in a sheer nightgown that barely reached mid-thigh, painted his toenails to match his fingers, and braided tiny ribbons into his hair. By the time they curled up together under blankets to watch movies, Ryan felt completely transformed, the boy from earlier that day a distant memory.

As dawn approached and eyelids grew heavy, Mary pulled him close, her arm draped over his waist possessively.

“You’re staying the whole weekend,” she murmured sleepily, not leaving room for argument. “We have so much more to teach our little sissy.”

Ryan nodded, snuggling deeper into the pillows surrounded by the warm bodies of the women who had remade him. His small cock twitched slightly in his panties at the thought of what tomorrow might bring.

“Yes,” he whispered back. “Thank you for... everything.”

Mary’s answering smile was satisfied and loving. “Sleep now, baby girl. Your training continues in the morning.”

As Ryan drifted off to sleep, the last thing he saw was Chloe’s knowing grin from across the pillow fort, her eyes promising that his journey into sissyhood had only just begun.

The morning light filtering through the curtains found Ryan still nestled between Mary and Emma, his body sore in unfamiliar ways but his mind remarkably clear. For a moment, he forgot the events of the previous night, until he shifted and felt the silky nightgown slide against his skin, the lace-trimmed panties reminding him of his new reality.

He carefully extracted himself from the tangle of limbs, padding quietly to the bathroom. In the harsh light of day, his reflection was both shocking and thrilling—the makeup was smudged from sleep, his hair mussed with ribbons still woven throughout, but the undeniable femininity remained.

A noise behind him made him jump. Maya stood in the doorway, her expression unreadable.

“Morning, sleepyhead,” she said softly, stepping inside and closing the door behind her. “How are you feeling?”

“Confused,” Ryan admitted, his voice rough from sleep. “Good, but... I don’t know how to process everything.”

Maya nodded, moving to stand beside him at the mirror. “That’s normal,” she assured him. “The first time can be overwhelming. But look at yourself—you’re glowing.”

Indeed, there was a new softness to his features, a relaxation in his expression that hadn’t been there before. Even the way he stood seemed different—hips slightly tilted, shoulders rounded.

“What happens now?” Ryan asked, turning to face her. “Do we go back to normal?”

Maya laughed, the sound rich and warm. “Honey, there’s no going back from this. Once a sissy, always a sissy. But that doesn’t mean things have to change completely. You’ll still be our friend, our Ryan... but you’ll also be our special girl when we want you to be.”

The distinction both relieved and excited him. “And if I want to be a boy sometimes?”

“Of course you can try, none of us will ever see you that way again,” she said, reaching out to straighten one of his ribbons. “But I have a feeling you’re going to find that being our sissy suits you better than you ever imagined.”

As if on cue, Mary’s voice called from the living room, “Maya! Is our princess awake? We’re making breakfast!”

Maya grinned at Ryan’s reflection. “Come on, baby girl. Let’s see what the others have planned for your first morning as a sissy.”

Ryan followed her out, the silk nightgown swishing around his thighs, already anticipating—with equal parts dread and desire—the new adventures that awaited him in this strange, wonderful territory between genders.


Chapter 3

Meet our Boyfriends

The summer had passed in a haze of feminization and submission for Ryan. What began as a single night of exploration had blossomed into a complete lifestyle transformation. Three or four times a week, he found himself at Mary’s house, dressed in increasingly feminine attire, his small cock securely locked away in a pink chastity cage that Mary had presented him with after that first weekend.

“I think it’s time our little sissy had some rules,” she had said, holding up the delicate metal device with its small heart-shaped lock. “This will help remind you of your place.”

He had protested weakly, but the sight of the four women watching him expectantly had broken his resolve. Now, three months later, the cage felt more natural to him than his own skin, his orgasms carefully controlled and doled out as rewards for good behavior.

On this particular Friday evening, Ryan arrived at Mary’s precisely at 6 PM as instructed, wearing his “boy clothes” on the outside—a plain t-shirt and jeans—but with lace panties beneath and his toenails painted a subtle pink that only he knew was there. His small breasts had begun to develop from the hormones Mary had secretly been adding to his smoothies, tender buds that pressed against his shirt with delicious sensitivity.

“Right on time,” Mary greeted him at the door with a kiss on the cheek. “The girls are already here. We have something special planned for you tonight.”

Ryan’s stomach fluttered with anticipation and nervousness. “Special?” he echoed, stepping inside and slipping off his shoes.

Mary’s grin was wicked. “You remember how we talked about taking your training to the next level?”

He nodded, recalling conversations about “real-world experience” that had both terrified and excited him. Mary was insistent that she perfect him before he returned to college.

“Well,” Mary continued, leading him toward the living room where the other girls waited, “we thought it was time for you to meet some... friends of ours.”

The scene that greeted him stopped him in his tracks. Emma, Maya, and Chloe were lounging on the couches as usual, but they weren’t alone. Three men stood in the room, all tall and athletic, watching Ryan with undisguised interest.

“This is our sissy, Ryan,” Mary introduced him, her hand possessively on his lower back. “Ryan, this is Jake, Marcus, and Tom. They’re our boyfriends.”

Ryan’s mouth went dry as he took in the men. Jake was blond and broad-shouldered with a cocky smile, Marcus was dark-skinned with intense eyes and muscular arms crossed over his chest, and Tom had reddish hair and a freckled face that belied the predatory gleam in his eyes.

“Nice to meet you,” Ryan managed, his voice higher than usual.

“So this is the famous sissy we’ve been hearing so much about,” Jake said, his eyes raking over Ryan’s body. “He’s even prettier than you described.”

“He,” Mary corrected with a smirk, “is currently a ‘she.’ And yes, isn’t she darling? But don’t let the innocent look fool you—our girl here has quite the talented mouth.”

Ryan’s face burned as the men laughed appreciatively. This was beyond anything they had done before—the humiliation of being discussed so openly in front of these strangers both shaming and arousing him.

“Why don’t you show our guests what you’re wearing under those boy clothes?” Chloe suggested, her tone making it clear it wasn’t really a question.

With trembling hands, Ryan pulled his shirt over his head, revealing the white lace bralette that barely contained his small breasts. The men’s eyes darkened with interest as he unbuttoned his jeans and let them fall to the floor, standing before them in just his panties, which did little to hide the outline of his chastity cage.

“What’s that?” Tom asked, pointing to the metal device.

“That’s to keep our sissy focused on what’s important,” Maya explained. “Since her little clitty is too small to please anyone anyway, we thought it best to lock it up.”

The casual mention of his inadequate size made Ryan’s face flame hotter. The small penis humiliation had become a regular part of his training, but hearing it in front of these dominant men was a new level of exposure.

“May I?” Marcus asked, stepping forward and reaching toward Ryan’s panties.

Mary nodded permission, and Ryan gasped as the large man hooked his fingers into the waistband and pulled them down, exposing the pink cage fully. Ryan’s small penis was compressed within it, the head peeking out pathetically.

“Damn,” Jake whistled. “That is tiny. I can see why you decided to put him in panties.”

“It’s not like he was using it for anything else,” Emma giggled, joining them. “Now at least he has a purpose.”

The shame should have been unbearable, but Ryan felt his trapped cock twitch in its prison, betraying his arousal at being so thoroughly emasculated.

“Let’s get you properly dressed for our guests,” Mary said, taking his hand and leading him toward the bedroom. “Girls, keep the boys entertained while we make our sissy presentable.”

Once in the bedroom, Mary quickly stripped Ryan of his remaining clothes and began dressing him in the outfit she had prepared—a black pleated skirt so short it barely covered his ass, a white crop top with “Sissy” written in glitter across the chest, and thigh-high stockings with a garter belt. No panties this time, leaving his caged cock fully exposed.

“I want them to see exactly what they’re dealing with,” Mary explained, applying lipstick with careful precision. “A locked-up little sissy who exists only to please real men.”

The transformation complete, she led him back to the living room where the others waited. The men’s appreciative gazes made Ryan’s skin tingle, their obvious desire both frightening and intoxicating.

“Much better,” Marcus approved, his eyes lingering on Ryan’s bare thighs. “Though I’m curious about something. You’ve trained her to take strap-ons, but has she ever had the real thing?”

Mary smiled coyly. “Our sissy is still technically a virgin... in that way. We thought tonight might be special.”

Ryan’s heart skipped a beat. He had imagined this moment countless times while the girls trained him with their increasingly large strap-ons, but facing the reality of actual men made him suddenly nervous.

“First things first,” Tom said, unbuttoning his jeans. “Let’s see how well those pretty lips work on the real deal.”

Before Ryan could process, Tom was sitting on the couch, his cock out—a thick, impressive specimen that made Ryan’s mouth water and his own pathetic member strain against its cage. The size difference was humiliating; Tom’s cock was easily three times larger than Ryan’s when erect, and he wasn’t even fully hard yet.

“On your knees, sissy,” Chloe commanded, pushing Ryan toward the waiting man.

Ryan complied, sinking to the carpet and shuffling forward on his knees until he was between Tom’s spread legs. Up close, the man’s cock was intimidating, the scent masculine and overwhelming. A drop of precum glistened at the tip.

“Go on,” Mary encouraged from behind him. “Show our guests how a sissy sucks cock.”

With trembling hands, Ryan reached for the shaft, his small fingers barely circling its girth. He leaned forward and tentatively licked the tip, tasting the salt of precum. Tom groaned appreciatively, one hand coming to rest on Ryan’s head.

“That’s it,” he grunted. “Take it properly.”

Emboldened, Ryan opened his mouth and took in as much as he could, which wasn’t even half of the impressive length. The weight of it on his tongue, the stretch of his lips around the thick shaft—it was nothing like the silicone dildos he had practiced on. This was real, warm and pulsing with life.

“Look at that little throat bulge,” Jake commented from nearby. “Can’t even take half of it. Guess that’s what happens when you’re born with a mouth built for something other than talking.”

The men laughed, and Ryan felt tears prick his eyes—not from sadness, but from the intense shame and arousal that coursed through him. His own tiny cock was leaking continuously now, drops falling to the floor beneath him as he bobbed his head on Tom’s impressive length.

“Let me try,” Marcus said after a few minutes, and Ryan was guided over to kneel before the dark-skinned man, whose cock was even larger than Tom’s if that were possible.

“No hands this time,” Maya instructed. “Show us what that sissy throat can do.”

Ryan looked up at Marcus with wide eyes, silently begging for mercy, but found only expectant lust in return. He opened his mouth wide, taking the massive cock as deep as he could, gagging when it hit the back of his throat.

“Relax your throat,” Mary coached from behind him. “Breathe through your nose. That’s it... good girl.”

After several attempts, Ryan managed to take Marcus deeper, tears streaming down his face as the man groaned in pleasure. The feeling of being used so thoroughly, of having his throat claimed by these powerful men, sent electric shivers through his body.

A visible twitch ran through the tiny cage between Ryan’s legs. Emma noticed immediately and let out a delighted, wicked little laugh.

“Look at that locked-up clitty twitch,” she observed with amusement, leaning forward so he could see her clearly. “Our sissy is loving this, isn’t she? Getting her throat fucked by real men while her little dicklet can’t even get hard properly.”

With a playful grin, she grabbed the hem of her crop top and lifted it, flashing him her full, bare breasts. She gave them a teasing shake, laughing at the pathetic, caged excuse for a male kneeling before her.

Ryan’s eyes widened at the sight, his trapped cock twitching again helplessly in its pink prison.

Ryan moaned around Marcus’s cock, the humiliation only heightening his desperate arousal. She was right—he had never felt more useful, more feminine, than in this moment of complete submission.

“I think our sissy is ready for the main event,” Jake announced, unzipping his pants to reveal an impressively thick cock. “On your hands and knees, baby. Time to make you a woman.”

The words sent a shock through Ryan’s system. He had known this was coming, had prepared for it with the girls’ strap-ons and increasing sizes of butt plugs they had him wear, but the reality of being about to be penetrated by a real man was overwhelming.

Mary helped position him on the floor, his ass raised high in the air, face pressed into the carpet. She flipped up his short skirt, exposing his ass, which had been plugged earlier in preparation for this moment.

“Let’s show our guests how ready our sissy is,” she said, reaching for the jeweled plug and slowly extracting it.

Ryan gasped at the empty feeling, then at the cool air on his most private area. He felt incredibly vulnerable, his small cock dangling uselessly in its cage beneath him.

“Fuck, that’s a pretty sight,” Jake groaned, moving behind him. “A tight little sissy pussy just waiting for a real cock.”

The humiliation of having his most intimate area referred to as a “pussy” in front of these men should have been mortifying, but instead, it made Ryan’s trapped penis twitch violently, another drop of cum leaking from the tip.

“Please,” he whispered, barely audible.

“Please what?” Jake teased, running his thick cock between Ryan’s ass cheeks. “Use your words, sissy.”

“Please... fuck me,” Ryan begged, the words foreign yet right on his tongue. “Please turn me into your sissy with your big cock.”

The room erupted in cheers and encouragement as Jake positioned himself at Ryan’s entrance. The blunt head pressed against his hole, far larger than any toy he had taken before.

“This might hurt at first,” Jake warned, though there was little concern in his voice. “But I promise you’ll learn to love it.”

With a firm thrust, he pushed inside, breaching Ryan’s virginity in one powerful stroke. Ryan cried out at the burning stretch, his body trying to accommodate the intrusion. The pain was intense but quickly followed by a strange fullness that had his toes curling.

“Look at that,” Tom marveled, moving around to get a better view. “She’s taking it like a champ. Her little clitty is dripping all over the floor.”

Indeed, Ryan’s small cock was leaking steadily, his body responding to the violation despite the discomfort. As Jake began to move, establishing a rhythm, the pain began to transform into something else—a deep, pleasurable ache that radiated through his entire body.

“Such a tight little pussy,” Jake grunted, gripping Ryan’s hips hard enough to leave bruises. “Better than any real girl I’ve fucked.”

The comparison sent a wave of shame and pleasure through Ryan. He was being used like a woman, fucked like a woman, and apparently he was better at it than actual women—at least according to this man who was currently splitting him open with his massive cock.

“Harder,” Mary encouraged, her eyes bright with excitement. “Make our sissy feel what a real man can do.”

Jake obliged, pounding into Ryan with increasing force, each thrust pushing Ryan’s face further into the carpet. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, punctuated by Jake’s grunts and Ryan’s increasingly desperate moans.

“Look at her little dicklet bouncing,” Chloe laughed. “Can’t even get hard properly, but she’s loving every second of this.”

The observation was mortifyingly true. Ryan’s cock remained trapped and small in its cage, but the pleasure building inside him was unlike anything he had experienced with the girls’ toys. The raw masculinity of Jake, the sheer physical dominance, was unlocking sensations he hadn’t known were possible.

“Please,” he gasped, barely coherent. “I’m so close...”

“You hear that?” Jake said to the room. “Our little sissy is going to cum from getting her pussy fucked. Tell us what you are, baby. Tell everyone what this makes you.”

“I’m a sissy!” Ryan cried out, the admission tearing from him. “I’m a sissy who loves real cock! I’m not a real man—I’m just a hole for you to use!”

The words unleashed something primal in the room. The men cheered, the women clapped, and Jake’s thrusts became almost punishing in their intensity.

“That’s right,” he growled, his rhythm faltering slightly. “Take my cum, you fucking sissy slut. Take it deep in your pussy where it belongs.”

With a final powerful thrust, Jake buried himself to the hilt and exploded inside Ryan, flooding him with warmth that triggered his own release. Ryan’s small cock pulsed pitifully in its cage, a few weak spurts of cum dribbling onto the floor beneath him—a completely unsatisfying orgasm that left him trembling and wanting more.

As Jake withdrew with a wet pop, Ryan collapsed onto his side, feeling cum leak from his gaping hole, running down his thigh. The shame should have been overwhelming, but instead, he felt a strange sense of accomplishment, of having fulfilled his purpose.

“Who’s next?” Mary asked cheerfully, as if asking who wanted another turn at a video game. “Our sissy can take more, can’t you, baby?”

Ryan looked up at her with dazed eyes, nodding weakly. Despite the soreness, despite the humiliation, he wanted more. He needed more.

Marcus was already stroking his impressive length as he approached. “I want to see those pretty little titties bounce while I fuck her,” he declared, lifting Ryan effortlessly and positioning him on the couch so he was straddling the big man’s lap.

“Guide it in yourself,” Marcus instructed, his hands on Ryan’s hips. “Show us how much you want it.”

With trembling hands, Ryan reached between them, grasping the massive cock and positioning it at his still-gaping entrance. He sank down slowly, the stretch even more intense in this position, until he was fully impaled on Marcus’s thick shaft.

“Ride it,” Chloe commanded from nearby. “Show our guests what a good sissy slut you’ve become.”

Ryan began to move, rising and falling on the impressive length, his small breasts bouncing with the motion. The new position stimulated different parts of him, and soon he was gasping and moaning openly, forgetting his shame in the pursuit of pleasure.

“Look at that tiny dick,” Tom observed, pointing to Ryan’s caged cock bobbing uselessly as he rode Marcus. “Can’t even compare to a real man’s cock. It’s like a completely different species.”

The words struck something deep in Ryan’s psyche. He looked down at himself—at his small, locked penis, at his budding breasts, at the large black cock disappearing into his body—and the contrast was undeniable. He wasn’t a man; he was something else entirely, something designed specifically for the pleasure of men like these.

“I’m just a sissy,” he gasped, picking up his pace. “I was born to serve real men with my body.”

“That’s right,” Mary encouraged, moving to stroke his hair. “Embrace what you are. You’ll never make a woman happy with that little thing between your legs, but you can bring so much pleasure as our perfect little fucktoy.”

The truth of her words resonated through him. All his life, he had felt inadequate, not quite fitting in with other boys. Now he understood why—he wasn’t meant to be one of them. He was meant to be this: a feminine creature whose purpose was to satisfy the desires of real men.

As Marcus approached his climax, he pulled Ryan down hard onto his cock, holding him in place as he pumped another load deep inside. The feeling of being filled twice over, of having two men’s cum mixing inside him, triggered another pathetic orgasm from Ryan’s small cock, barely a few drops this time.

When Marcus finally released him, Ryan slid bonelessly to the floor, his body trembling with exertion and satisfaction. He lay there, skirt hiked up around his waist, legs spread obscenely, cum leaking from his well-used hole.

“One more,” Tom declared, standing over him with his impressive cock in hand. “I want those pretty lips wrapped around me while I fuck that sissy mouth.”

Ryan didn’t need to be told twice. He pushed himself up onto his knees, opening wide for the final man of the evening. As Tom’s cock slid past his lips, he felt complete, fulfilled in a way he had never experienced before. The humiliation, the dominance, the raw sexuality—it all combined into the perfect expression of what he had always been meant to be.

“Swallow every drop,” Tom commanded as his thrusts became erratic. “Don’t you dare waste a man’s cum like the worthless sissy you are.”

Ryan moaned his agreement around the thick shaft, his own pathetic cock twitching fruitlessly in its cage. When Tom finally came, he held Ryan’s head firmly in place, forcing him to take every spurt down his throat. The taste was salty and bitter, but Ryan savored it like the finest wine, knowing it was his reward for being a good sissy.

Afterward, as he collapsed against Mary’s legs, completely spent and thoroughly used, the room filled with satisfied murmurs. The men were zipping up their pants, exchanging pleased looks at their handiwork, while the girls cooed over Ryan, praising his performance.

“Our little sissy is all grown up,” Maya declared, stroking his hair gently. “Look at her, completely fucked out and happy about it.”

“Definitely not a virgin anymore,” Emma giggled, pointing to the cum still leaking from Ryan’s gaping hole. “I’d say that was a successful initiation.”

Ryan could only smile weakly, his body thrumming with a strange combination of exhaustion and elation. He had been thoroughly debased, humiliated in ways he had never imagined, yet he had never felt more content.

“You did so well,” Mary whispered, bending down to kiss his forehead. “I’m so proud of the sissy you’ve become. This is just the beginning, you know. There are so many more men who would love to use a pretty little thing like you.”

The thought should have terrified him, but instead, Ryan felt a spark of anticipation. He was no longer just playing dress-up with his female friends; he had been irrevocably transformed into something new—a sissy whose purpose was to please real men, whose small cock would remain locked away while his body became a playground for those who deserved to use it.

As Jake helped him to his feet, his legs trembling, Ryan caught sight of himself in the mirror across the room. The reflection showed a delicate, feminine figure with mussed hair, smeared makeup, and the unmistakable look of someone who had just been thoroughly fucked. Behind him, the real men were talking about sports and work, completely indifferent to his presence now that they had used him.

And somehow, that was perfect.

“Thank you,” Ryan whispered, not sure who he was addressing—the girls who had transformed him, the men who had claimed him, or himself for finally accepting what he had always been meant to be.

As Mary led him to the bathroom to clean up, Ryan knew that when summer ended and college began again, he would be returning as someone entirely new—not as Ryan, the shy boy with feminine features, but as the sissy who had discovered his true purpose on his knees before real men.

The small chastity cage hanging between his legs, still dripping with his insignificant release, was proof of that transformation—a constant reminder that some boys were never meant to be men at all. And Ryan, now more than ever, was perfectly content with being one of them.


A note from the author
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