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My Little Doll

Chapter 1

Martha

Jared was not like many other men out there. Oh no, he was anything but like them. He was skinny as a pencil. I swear, he could cross crowds without an issue. He was so short that even I, a woman of normal stature, was a head taller than him.

He was so adorable. His face was buttery smooth, his eyes were big like peaches, and his cheeks were so rounded. Whenever I had the opportunity, I pinched them with my fingers before saying something patronizing.

He didn’t like it when I did those things, but since he was so easy to handle and was never going to punch me or something like that, I could do whatever I wanted with him without a problem.

It was late in the evening. The door swung open all of a sudden, and I almost dropped the romance book I was reading. I turned my head to find Jared coming from the doorway, the door slamming shut behind him, and his eyes were watery while he cried.

I ran over to him, put my arm around his shoulders, made his head rest on me and asked, “What is going on? What has happened to you?”

“It’s Denyse! She pulled down my pants in front of everyone in class at college. She bullies me all the time!”

“Denyse again?” I sighed. “I have something I can do to make her stop bullying you.”

Jared raised his eyes and I explained, “We need to give her exactly what she is looking for.”

His eyes were puzzled.  “What do you mean? She already has everything.”

“I mean that we need to make you wear a dress, some makeup, and a wig. That ought to stop her.”

Jared moved away from me. “What? Are you thinking of turning me into a woman?”

I gripped his shoulders and said, “And you think you are fit to be a man? Make a decision. Denyse won’t stop.”

Jared looked down, sighed and said, “Okay… I guess I have no choice, then.”

“Great. Get cleaned up and then come back to me here. The transformation will take hours.”

Some minutes later, Jared was back. His face was clean and nice as if he had not been crying minutes ago. I gripped his shoulders from behind, and taking him to the bathroom, I said, “This will be a thorough and complex process, but you should be done with it today. Any training will require more time, but from today on, I can guarantee that Denyse won’t be a hassle for you anymore.”

“What are we really going to do?”

Jared was younger than me by 15 years, and he looked up to me. I needed to be upfront about this. I would never forgive myself otherwise.

“Have you ever heard about the term ‘sissy’?”

Jared stopped walking and said, “No, I have not.”

“Well, I will show you what it is,” I told him before grabbing my phone, typing the term on the search engine and showing the first photo that showed up. It was of a sissy dressed as a French maid. I was not going to make him dress in something like that, though. I just wanted to make him understand what the transformation was about.

He glanced over the photo and said, “If that will really stop her bullying, then we better get on with it. Anything is better than her pulling down my pants in front of everyone again.”

“Great. So now that you know what the transformation entails, we should start it.  We don’t have a lot of time.”


Chapter 2

Iclosed the bathroom door behind me and said, “Get stripped. You need to take a shower so that I can shave off your body hair.”

“Shave off my body hair? Even the one down-”

“Yes, Jared. Even that,” I said, putting my hands on my waist to make him hurry the fuck up.

“Okay…” he said before getting stripped in front of me.

His cock was really small. It fit him, though. Jared was a small man all around, and he was not fit to get laid with women. He was never going to have a girlfriend. This was the best he could have, I told myself while nodding my head with my eyes closed and a grin splattered on my face.

“I think that I am done. Would you please… turn around while I take a shower? I would feel better that way.”

Kind of a weird request for him to have right now, but I obeyed him nonetheless. I turned around on my feels and waited until the sound of the water coming from the showerhead stopped. Once Jared was done with his shower, I turned back around and said, “Wow, you look wonderful. You are a precious little guy, do you know that?”

“Yeah, but ‘precious’ doesn’t help me much. The women want big men with big muscles and even bigger dicks.”

“Oh, come on. Don’t be like that,” I said before taking him from the bathroom and into my bedroom. I closed the door behind me, again, even though I didn’t need to do that. We lived by ourselves in this house.

“So now, we need some shaving cream and a razor.”

“I hate razors,” Jared sat before sitting down in my chair.

I took the razor from a drawer, and the shaving cream from another. Should keep them in the same place, I thought to myself, but I always forgot to do that.

“Now, show me those legs. Lift them up so that I can apply the shaving cream more easily.”

Jared did just that, and I began to apply the shaving cream over the area where he had hair. Despite being a man, he didn’t have a lot of leg hair, which was nice. It was going to make this process so much easier for him and me. The shaving part was easily the worst.

With the skin of his legs all coated with the cream, I grabbed the razor and began to use it to shave him. It took some time, and he flinched his face sometimes, but once it was done, and even without cleaning what was left of the shaving cream, I could see that his legs were already looking as smooth as his face.

Jared was going to become a fine sissy.

I took a bath sponge, immersed it into water and used it to clean the rest of the shaving cream on his legs. With each swipe down or up, I began to see more clearly how smooth his legs were going to look like. I was excited to finally have another sissy living with me. It had been so long!

Once it was done, I said, “Time to finish off the rest.”

“For sure? It’s going to take forever!” Jared complained.

“No, don’t worry about that. I am going to be finished with this before you have even noticed it.”

And I planned on being right about that. With my shaving cream and razor in my hands, there was nothing that was going to get in my way. I applied some cream on the middle of his pectorals, shaved off the almost insignificant amount of body hair he had there, did the same for his nipple hair, and then proceeded to get rid of his armpit hair.

“It’s still taking forever, Martha,” he protested once again, but I didn’t hold it against him. He was just so cute, and he kept on getting cuter. He was going to make a nice little sissy princess for sure!

“There we go. Now, all of your body hair is gone,” I told him after standing up and storing back the razor and shaving cream.

Jared stood up and walked to stand in front of the body-sized mirror. He turned a couple of times to check the sides of his body, and also his back. I could not resist looking at his bubble butt and his small manhood. Using that term to refer to the latter was wrong and inaccurate, though. It was something that he had, but that he would never use. In that case, why not simply get rid of it, then?

Hmmm, maybe it was something that I should ask him about another day. For now, just the transformation was going to have to suffice.

“Okay, Jared. It’s time to put some makeup on. Interested to learn about it or do you want me to do it fast?”

Jared shrugged and said, “I don’t really have a choice I would like to make. Whatever takes less time, I guess.”

“What a shame, Jared. I was thinking that you should learn how to wear makeup.”

“What do you mean?”

“If you really learn how to become a sissy whenever you want, since this is not meant to be a definitive process, then you won’t need me to apply the makeup and do some other things. You will be able to deal with Denyse without my help, which would make things more versatile for you.”

Jerry looked down for a moment, thinking, weighing the options again, and said, “Okay, cool. Teach me how to put makeup on.”

“That’s great, Jared! Now, sit down there again and wait for me. I am going to get my things. I don’t keep them here.”

“Okay, fine,” he said before sitting down. His eyes didn’t really care about where I kept my makeup on. He wanted to learn and be done with this so that, tomorrow, he would not have to be humiliated by his bully.

I came back with my makeup box. I put it down on the table and opened it. I grabbed two products from it and told Jared, “This one is the primer,” I shook my hand that had it, “and this one is the moisturizer.”

Jared looked at them a bit, maybe curious, and then back to the mirror in front of him. “You like your current face, don’t you?” I asked.

Jared nodded. “It’s the best thing about me.”

“Well, Jared. Now that you are going to become a sissy, those features of yours that you like the most are going to become so much more than what they are at the moment.”

“Then, I can’t wait to become a sissy!”

He kept on getting cuter! I was so happy to have him with me, especially now that I had found out he was an open-minded young man.

I applied the primer and the moisturizer on his buttery-smooth face. Jared closed his eyes, but only because I was moving my hand all over his face. Once it was done, he said, “Not much has changed, though.”

“That’s because we have barely started this,” I began to say. “The moisturizer and the primer are only meant to prepare for what is to come.”

“Hmmm, I see. Yeah, I am learning how to do this.”

“Then, continue to pay attention. I plan to make this a thing you will never forget.”

“Now, these two here are the concealer and foundation. They are meant to hide more imperfections from your skin, not that you have many.”

His face was buttery-smooth, but I still applied the concealer and foundation anyway. I did so because I wanted to make sure he was going to learn this and that nothing would make his sissy transformation not perfect in my eyes. I was a person that was hard to please.

“Now, to make your eyebrows stand out like mine, I will have to use this brush here.”

Jared took it from my hand, looked at it for a bit with genuine interest in his eyes, and then returned it to me.

“It looks nice. It’s going to make my eyebrows look fuller, right?”

“Indeed,” I said before applying the eyebrow pomade using the spoolie brush.

“You know what else would make your eyes stand out?”

“No, what would that be?”

“An eyeliner. Not like the cheap ones, but this very expensive one. Cost me a fortune. I almost didn’t pay rent this month after buying it.”

“Are you really sure you are fit to give the orders around here?” He asked with a mug on his face.

I looked at him with fierce eyes and asked, “And you think you would know how to run this place better than me?”

His eyes widened in shock and he looked back at his reflection in the mirror. “Sorry. I will never be like you. I don’t have the right attitude and the courage to run this house.”

“That’s what I thought,” I said before bending down to apply the eyeliner around his eyes.

“Wow, it’s beginning to look good. I am starting to see the changes.”

“I knew you would not take long to notice them,” I said before putting back into the box the eyeliner and mascara that came with it.

“This one I know that you already know about it. Remember that time you walked out of your room in the middle of  the night to try it on?”

He looked at my hand and said, “Yeah, and I don’t regret trying your lipstick on my lips.  They made them look so red and full!”

“Well, little Jared. This is not the same lipstick from that night, but they will make your lips look just as good.”

“I can’t wait to try it, then,” he said before I bent down, forced his head to turn a bit to me and applied the lipstick on his lips. I was careful while doing that because I wanted to make those lips look just right. I was always like that when applying lipstick on me, and with him, I didn’t want to be different.

“Wow! My lips look so nice, and they really stand out now!” He said, raising his voice tone. For the most part, during the transformation, his voice was very monotone, but now, his eyes were shining. He looked so excited to become a sissy. The lipstick really changed his mind and made him go from ‘okay, guess I have to do this’ to ‘I really want this.’

As someone who was making a sissy out of him, his reaction made my day. It was almost as good as eating expensive European chocolate bars. Denyse was going to love his new him, or her, depending on how she was going to look at him tomorrow.

“And now, for some blush and highlighter to make those cheeks really stand out as well!” I said, excited to continue his transformation.

“But, if everything on my face stands out, then nothing does, don’t you think?” He asked with a mug on his face.

“Hush, Jared. We don’t have time for silly jokes,” I said before painting his cheeks with the blush.

“Is there still more?” He asked, his eyes looking impatient.

“There’s still more I wish to apply on you, yes. What, do you think that we can have quality without taking our time?”

“It’s because I am getting hungry,” he said before his stomach growled.

“Hmmm, don’t worry about that. I won’t take much more time with this,” I said before grabbing the eyeshadow palette and painting his eyelids with it. “You are going to have a nice, deep blue color on your eyelids.”

Jared blinked his eyes a couple of times in a row. “Looks really nice!”

“And that is everything for the makeup. Now, let’s have dinner,” I said.

I just noticed that we had spent hours shaving and applying makeup on him. I didn’t think that it was going to take that long.

I heated up, using the microwave, some pizza leftovers from the other day. Jerry chewed it down as if it was nothing, leaving me with my jaw dropped while I stared at him. “You are not going to eat your pizza? Because, if not, I am going to have your slices for myself.”

“No, don’t worry about that,” I said with half a smile on my face, “We will finish having dinner, and then I will put on some nice clothes on you.”

“What do they look like?”

“That is a surprise,” I said before taking a bite from my pepperoni slice.

Once I was done eating the pizza slices, I headed with Jared to my bedroom. There, I made him sit on the edge of my bed. I rummaged in my drawers to find him the right clothes.

I put down a pair of white knee-highs, pink heeled sandals, a pair of white panties, and a bright pink frilly dress. I didn’t have anything to make him fake breasts, so he was going to have to become Denyse’s little toy without them. She was just going to have to understand that I was missing them.

Can’t complain when she was not doing all the hard work, I thought while nodding my head with my eyes closed.

“Do I really need all of this? What about my hair?”

“The hair is something I will deal with in a bit,” I told him before pointing at the clothes beside him.

“You know in what order and how to put them on, right?”

“Can’t be too hard,” he said before picking up the dress.

“Wrong! The dress is one of the last things you will want to put on.”

“But, it was the thing nearest to me!”

“Maybe one day you will understand how women think,” I said before shaking my head with my eyes closed. I almost facepalmed.

“Fine, fine,” Jared said before standing up and putting his panties on. After some trying, he finally managed to do so. I was relieved to see his small manhood covered by the material. It fit quite nicely on his skinny legs. He was already almost a complete sissy! If only I had the things to make some fake breasts for him, though, then he would look perfect!

Jared finished putting his new clothes on. “You do realize that you are not going to be able to sleep like this, right?” I said to him while pointing up to the clock on the wall. Jared looked at it and said, “Yeah, tomorrow morning I will have to put into practice what I have learned tonight.”

“Great. If you need help, don’t hesitate to call me in the morning.”

Jared leaned up on his toes and kissed my cheek. “I love you.”

“And I love you,” I said to him, “But there is one thing missing.”

“And what would that be?” He asked while checking his new self in the body-sized mirror.

“This wig,” I said while holding it in my hands.

“Oh, you got one that matches my hair color!” He said before picking up the wig and putting it on his head, on the wrong side, of course.

“Here, let me fix that,” I said before going over to him and fixing the orientation of his wig.

Jared pushed the hair that was in front of his eyes and checked himself out in front of the mirror. I got behind him, put my hands on his shoulders and said, “Well, this is the new you.”

“This is the new me,” he said before breathing deeply. He was in love with his new self.


Chapter 3

Jared

The birds chirped outside, waking me up, again. Why did they have to wake up so early? I questioned while trying to get up from my bed. I walked like a zombie to my drawer, grabbed my sissy clothes and then headed to the bathroom.

There, I took a shower to wake myself up, and then put on the makeup, the sissy clothes, and the wig. Martha was just getting up from her bed when I walked by her bedroom. “Morning,” she said before her eyes widened all of a sudden, “Wow, you really learned everything I taught you, didn’t you?”

“Of course I did. I might be a shitty man, but I am a good learner. That’s the reason why I managed to get the best scholarship for college.”

“Mmm-hmm. Anyway, do your best at college. I can’t wait to find out what Denyse will think of you.”

“If she even recognizes me, that is,” I said before putting my backpack behind me and walking to college. It was close enough for me to get there on foot, and I enjoyed the maple trees and the stream that led there.

Once I crossed the front gate, everyone stared at me. I heard some people saying - mostly guys - ‘Who is the new girl?’ and stuff of that sort, which made me feel more alive than ever before. I never thought I was going to grab their attention. It was nothing sexual, but being among them was like being a ghost. Things were shaping up to be so different for my new life.

I was nothing short of excited.

When I got into the main area of the campus, I noticed Denyse walking over toward me. She didn’t have her friends with her, which was odd. They were always together. Maybe even that was changing for the better for me, I thought without holding my breath. There were some good signs, but it was still too early to think I would never be bullied again by Denyse and her goons.

When Denyse was no more than a couple of inches in front of me, she said, “Oh ho ho, who is this now? I don’t remember seeing you here before.”

“Think some more, Denyse,” I said, using my own normal voice.

“Jared?! Really? What in the world happened yesterday night?”

“Martha changed me, Denyse. She showed me who I really am. I am not a man. I am a sissy!”

Denyse’s eyes were still wide. “Jared… I am speechless.”

“Hmmm, thought as much. By the way, my name is not Jared anymore.”

“It is not?” She asked, her jaw dropping more and more by the second.

“It’s Jareda.”

✽ ✽ ✽

“So, Jareda, how do you want to do this?” Denyse said, opening her legs for me. My dick twitched. I was going to need something soon to control it. I needed to keep it in check, especially when I was going to worship a goddess like her.

“I want to worship you like it’s the last thing I will do in my life,” I said, going down to my knees.

Denyse giggled and said, “I can’t believe you decided to become such a marvelous and cute thing. A sissy! Who would have thought?!”

“Do I have permission to make Mistress happy?” I asked, pleading with my eyes.

“Of course you do, sissy Jareda. Just be very careful because I don’t want to punish you later.”

“I will,” I said, nodding my head in complete submission to my better.

I leaned forward with my tongue stuck out until I was touching her pussy lips. I had never gotten this close to a woman before, and her aroma was overwhelming. It filled my nostrils like nothing before it did. The smell was good, but the feeling of her cunt lips against my tongue was even better.

My dick began to pulse under my panties. I better keep that one in check, I thought to myself. Can’t have Mistress thinking that my dick wants to go where it is not supposed to. Her tunnel is meant only for real and powerful men, and definitely not for sissy guys like me.

I sucked her pussy lips some more before sticking my tongue all the way in. Mistress was moaning before, and now she was doing it so much more loudly. Her noises and other sounds were filling the room. I just hoped that nobody was going to get curious; we were still on campus.

“Hmmm oh yeah, just like that,” Mistress said, and that was not the first time she did so. She kept on saying similar things to keep me going, and were they working! My dick pulsed so much harder under my pair of lacy panties.

I moved up along her body, kissing her belly now. The mistress was naked. She didn’t have a single piece of clothing on her body, and seeing her now like this made me realize just how beautiful she was. Of course, it was also much more than that too: Mistress Denyse was a powerful and demanding woman.

I kissed her belly a couple more times, making her squirm, and then moved up to her breasts. My hands fumbled with them. Mistress Denyse had always been a bigger woman, so she had plenty for me to grab onto, which was very nice. My cockie pulsed harder under my panties.

I was still getting used to my sissy clothes, and they were a bit annoying, but I didn’t complain. The dress was one of the things I wished to get used to quickly as it was very noticeable to me. I had always worn pants and shorts before this.

I sucked and suckled onto one of her nipples, making Mistress squirm and moan so loud I thought the roof would come down on us. “Fuck, sissy Jareda. I didn’t think you were so good at this. You should have become a sissy way earlier.”

I didn’t speak. I couldn’t. My mouth was occupied with her nipples. I was going from one to the next, sucking and suckling on them as if each was a pacifier, feeling that rough skin against my tongue. They were so erect. They were lovely and lust-inducing.

Panting, I laid down beside her on the bed. We were in her dorm room, and I could hear some people walking down the hallway. There were chatter and some laughs, but nothing out of the ordinary. It didn’t seem like they had a single clue about what was happening. They didn’t hear one thing.

“Hmm, what do you wanna do now, Jareda?” Mistress Denyse asked while caressing my cheek with her hand.

“I don’t know. I have already made Mistress very happy, haven’t I?”

“Yes, you have,” she said with dreaming eyes.

“Then, what else is there to do?”

“How about this?” She said before grabbing a black dildo. It was menacing, and I flinched in its presence.

“But… how are you going to use that? Doesn’t seem… right for you to simply move it in and out of me with your hand.”

“I have got this too,” she said before grabbing what appeared to be a collar or belt that was long enough to be put around her waist.

“Ohhhhh…” Was all I could say, realizing what was about to happen.

“For me, it won’t feel as if I were a man, but it will be just as good. I have always dreamed of fucking a guy.”

Without her telling me so, I got down on my knees, put my hands on the floor, and lifted up my ass for her entry. I was sweating as the weight of what was about to happen finally began to set in. I was going to lose my ass virginity!

“This will be somewhat hard in the beginning, but once it’s in, it will be like… finding a gold mine, I guess,” Mistress Denyse said while putting her belt around her waist and securing it in place. She proceeded to lock the dildo in front of her, just above her pussy, and then came over to me.

Her hands gripped my hips, and she continued, “Don’t cry too much.”

Her dick was pushed forward. I was not ready. I was not feeling any pleasure from that so far. My asshole was shut tight. I felt that this was never going to work.

“Urgh, fuck. I think I will have to ready you somewhat before doing this,” she said before moving her hips back.

Mistress Denyse spit on her fingers and then put one into my pucker. As she continued to rub and work inside it, she said, “There we go. I’m loosening you up. Won’t soothe the pain much, but it will make the initial penetration possible.”

She put another finger, and then another. I felt all three of her fingers rubbing and working my entrance. It was such a good and overwhelming feeling. I closed my eyes while I felt her handiwork. I felt that her fingers were what I was missing my whole life!

“Should be ready now. At the very least, getting in should be possible,” she said before removing her fingers from my dark tunnel and gripping my hips with her hands.

Denyse bent down a little and whispered into my ear, “You will want a lot more once I am done with you.”

I should have felt fear from her words, but the fact was that I didn’t. I was excited; my heart was thumping hard in my chest. I never thought I was going to be fucked in the ass by a woman, and the realization of that made me feel so loved and desired, even though I was below her; I was a sissy, after all.

Mistress Denyse pushed forward with all her might after she aimed her dildo to my pucker, and I cried. I screamed. The pain was almost too much to bear. I felt her silicone cock coming in, more and more, trying to break that first barrier for good.

And then, it was finally in, and I felt relieved. I breathed in and out. Her dick continued to come more and more into me, though, telling me that we were far from being done.

Mistress was all the way in me now. “It will be a lot more pleasing from now on,” she said before beginning to thrust in and out. I  was being pistoned by a woman, and I was loving it. There was no feeling quite like having one’s entrance being filled. That really was what I had been missing my whole life. I was so happy that Martha showed me the way!

Her thrusts in and out of me continued. Her pace was slow at first, but then she sped things up. She was using all her might right now, forcing my body to slide up and down on the floor. It was sweaty, thanks to how heated up the air around us felt. My whole body was slick.

Mistress Denyse was breathing hard. “Ahhh, fuck,” she said when her body rocked for the second time that morning. She just had another orgasm. Mistress Denyse looked so tired with her lips parted and her eyes closed.

I felt it coming. I felt my dick beginning to pulse without control, and then, I was creaming all over my panties. I felt a bit ashamed, but didn’t think much of it. It was nice to be happy for once in my life. I thought, yet again, how being a sissy finally gave my boring life some meaning.

Mistress Denyse eased out of me and said, “We will do this so many more times in the coming months. Don’t worry about when I will need you again, because when I do, you will know.”

She got dressed, and then walked out. I did the same before heading to my next class; I missed the first one in the morning. The next days and months were all about getting used to being a sissy and doing whatever Mistress Denyse wished of me. And what was even better than that? Being Mistress Martha’s sex toy too!

She was just as demanding as Mistress Denyse was.


From King to Sissy

Chapter 1

Ihad to do this. Once professor Adelia was out of class, I headed to her without a care in the world. A bully like me, with all the money in the world at my disposal, didn’t have anything to worry about. She was going to be on her knees for me, and she was going to be begging to suck my dick.

Professor Adelia was not like most women, though. She enjoyed treating her students like trash. She had been my professor for a very long time, and now, I was going to be the one on top. She was going to beg for me to allow her to play with my balls.

I was following her now, waiting for the right moment to strike. I didn’t know when it was going to happen, but it would. I was going to have that perfect ass all for myself, and it was going to be fucking good.

When professor Adelia stepped into a silent and desolate hallway, I knew that was my chance. I sped up my walking, and when I was just behind her, I took her by her shoulders and forced her against the wall.

Just as expected, she didn’t gasp. Her eyes didn’t widen. She must have heard my footsteps coming to her.

“Professor Adelia, you are not escaping me this time,” I said, reminding her I had tried this two times before. This didn’t end up working out for me last month because of things I could not control. Other people saved her from me.

This time, without anyone nearby, I knew I could make this happen. I was going to have Professor Adelia all for myself.

Her petite frame was something she was proud of. Boobs I could never stop thinking about. The age difference, her hair, those cheeks, those big and powerful eyes - she had everything a man like me needed.

I was 18 and she was 35. She wasn’t that much older than me, and I could fuck her like nobody else could. There is nothing like the energy and impetus of a young man who just finished his puberty and is ready to have some pussies all for himself.

I went in for a kiss, and we kissed. I felt jolts of electricity going all throughout my body. I didn’t think her lips were going to feel this good. The warmth of her body was overtaking me. And the best part about all of this was that she didn’t even complain.

Professor Adelia broke the kiss and looked into my eyes. Those powerful, beautiful eyes that only a woman like her had were looking into mine. If I were a weaker man, I would have lost myself in them. But, I was anything but that, and Professor Adelia knew that fact very well.

I put my arm beside her, on the wall behind her. I put my other arm on her other side. Professor Adelia was not going to escape me this time for sure.

I towered over her. She was so petite, so fragile, so delicate and, at the same time, also so powerful. She knew the power she commanded, and it was a power I needed to have. I needed to control her. I craved powerful women. I wanted to bend them. They were the only type I enjoyed having all for myself.

I kissed Professor Adelia some more, and she didn’t complain. Her lips didn’t object. With her eyes closed like this, I knew she was enjoying this silent and intimate moment with me.

I was anything but one of hers. For now, at least. With her spell, she could even have me all for herself. I didn’t know when it would happen. I only knew she would make me think I would be going on my knees for her.

We broke the kiss again and she said, “Troy, you have no right to be kissing me like this.”

“And what you are going to do about this, then?” I asked, looking into those penetrating eyes.

“How about this?” She said before hitting my nuts with her knees.

“Fucking whore!” I shouted, feeling my voice reverberating all over the hallway. There was only silence afterward. Nobody was in college right now, and nobody would.

“Like I said last week, I don’t play by anyone’s rules. You are a smart young man, you have power and money, and you think you can control anyone, but here’s one thing you didn’t know: you are never going to break me.”

I stood up, my ballsack feeling sore, and said, “I will do that. I will break your heart, your mind and your whole body. I will have you all for myself.”

She slid her hand along my cheek, and I felt I was losing control over this. “You are such an innocent young man.”

“Innocent?!” I shouted, fuming and angry at her. How did she dare to call me innocent?! I was anything but that.

“Exactly. You get one point for getting that right. If you want me, there is one condition I want you to obey. One little thing that will challenge your manhood.”

Oh, she knew how to make me feel challenged. I was going to take the bait, “So, what do you have in mind, Professor Adelia?”

“Hmmm, how about becoming my girl?”

Incredulous. Preposterous! “What in the fucking world do you mean?”

She sneaked out of me like a snake and, circling me, she said, “It will take some time. You have a good body for a man. You are a very virile young guy.”

“That I am,” I said, feeling my dick pulse under my pair of boxer briefs. Where was she going with this? Did she want me to fuck her right now or not?

“But, I can turn you into a woman, and if you let me do that to you, I will do whatever you want, Troy.”

“And you think I will accept that? You think I will submit myself without a fight?”

“I am sure you will put up a good fight, but there is nothing like challenging a young man’s pride, is there? You will want to do anything to prove to me you have got full control over yourself.”

She stopped right in front of me, after circling me as if I was her prey. My dick was swelling under my pair of briefs. I wanted her all for myself, but I was not going to force anything on her. She would have to submit to my desires, or else I would not do anything.

“So, what do you say, Troy? Are you interested, or not?”

“Deal, then.”


Chapter 2

Professor Adelia took me to a hidden room inside the college’s campus. Located underground, it was the best place for what she had in mind, I thought. It almost seemed as if its walls could come crumbling down on our heads at any moment, but I didn’t worry about that. I had more important things to be concerned about.

Professor Adelia put a finger on my sealed mouth and said, “Don’t say anything and don’t complain. I will do this, and I will need to do this fast. If you complain about anything, cry or scream, I will stop this and you will never have me all for yourself. Do you understand that?”

She piqued my curiosity. I nodded.

“Great. Take your pants and underwear off now. We will start with the basics.

Oh man, she was going to blow me off right now? I could not wait! I took my pants and briefs off in a hurry, almost falling over in the process. I kicked them away just for good measure too.

Professor Adelia looked down at my hardening member and said, “I will take care of this.”

Before I could ask what she meant, she came back with a plastic device big and wide enough to be placed around my hips. I was going to say something, but then I reminded myself I could not. She made me shut my whore mouth.

She bent down and locked the mechanism around my hips, and secured my dick in it. Her hand touching my manhood made it swell a lot more, and it was almost rock-hard now. It was almost at full mast. However, that didn’t matter. Once Professor Adelia had her device around my hips, she managed to hide my boner inside it.

A memory resurfaced in my mind. I finally got what she was doing to me. Chastity device. She had locked me in it, because she would be touching me again and again, and she could not have me hard all the time.

Fuck. That was going to be annoying, but nothing I could not handle.

“Perfect. It’s secured in place and this is the key, in case you are asking yourself that,” she said while holding a silver, bigger-than-normal key in her right hand.

I didn’t think much of it. My eyes were more focused on those huge breasts of hers. Despite being petite, she had a good pair. A pair fit for a Goddess like her…

She took my hand and took me to a place I would call this bunker’s bathroom. This place could not really be a real bunker, but it was something that resembled it, and so, I was calling it that.

Afterward, she made me sit down and took off my shirt. Once again, my dick swelled, but met the resistance of the chastity device this time. It was not growing more than that. I was just happy that she didn’t use the full capabilities of the device to keep my dick as small as possible. She let some room for me to breathe.

“You have a nice body for sure. Shame that you are about to become a woman.”

I wanted to tell her that, regardless of what she had in mind for me, that I was not going to become a woman, but I didn’t think she would even hear me. Plus, I wanted to keep the end of our agreement. I told her I would not say anything, and I planned to make that happen.

Professor Adelia used water, shaving cream and a razor to shave off all of my body hair. I should have said something at that point, but I didn’t. I reassured myself that I could just let my hair grow afterward and draw some tattoos on my body before that. It would be no biggie. At least, I shaved my balls before trying to dominate her.

“Hmm, it looks nice already. You have soft, gentle skin, despite being a bad guy in this college. I like that. Feels like I am dealing with someone delicate, when it’s the opposite of that,” she said while admiring my legs. Her soft hands were sliding up and down on them.

God, she looked so small right now. I could just imagine myself fucking that delicate mouth of hers…

But, Professor Adelia had other plans for me.

After she shaved off my body hair, she took come clothes for women and put them near me. There was a table just beside me, so that’s where she put them. She had panties big enough for a man like me, thigh highs, bra, boots, a skirt and a sleeveless shirt. Was she really going to make me wear them?

Before I reminded myself I could not make any questions, Professor Adelia made me sniff a handkerchief she had in her hand. She must have gotten it from her suitcase, which she always took with her.

That particular handkerchief was not a normal one. It had a substance in it, and it was intense and powerful. One sniff of it and I felt my head heavy. I tried to fight the urge to sleep, to lose consciousness, but it was to no avail.

When I woke up, it was like magic. I was lying down in a bed in a different room. How big was this bunker in this college and why did none of my friends know about it? I got off the bed and looked at myself in a body-sized mirror.

I gasped and fell to my knees. I could not recognize myself. Who was this woman? Not me, that’s for sure.

I stood up. When I was going to try to leave the bunker, professor Adelia came from one of the many doors of the room I was in.

“Seems that you are getting used to your transformation, isn’t that right?”

I was going to tell her that I wanted to go back to my previous self, but then she put her finger in front of my mouth, telling me I was still not allowed to say anything. “As I said, I knew the transformation was going to take its toll on you, but you will get over it, right? Or, do you feel like you are not a man enough for that? Hmmm”

Fuck, she knew how to tame me, but I told myself that it was only a temporary thing. It would not be long before I was the one all over her, making her beg for my forgiveness. When that happened, she was not going to be forgiven. I was going to turn her into my loyal servant, and she was going to give me many blowjobs whenever I had breakfast.


Chapter 3

She said time was of the essence, and I didn’t know what she meant until it was too late. I didn’t leave the bunker. Professor Adelia said to people who were worried about me that she was giving me extra classes to make sure I would not fail her course again.

People stopped making questions. Nobody wanted to get on her bad side, and here I was thinking I could tame her.

She tamed me. That’s the truth. I barely had a chance to fight back. Professor Adelia must have gotten mad at my attempts to make her my whore, and thus decided to turn me into her plaything.

It took months, but I was finally broken. I was finally her toy. Now, living in this bunker was my thing. I cooked and did everything for her. I bathed the professor when she needed, whenever she demanded that of me.

When she needed me to make her orgasm, she would make me do that. She would spread her legs well wide on her chair and then demand me to get on my knees. I thought she would be the one getting on her knees for me, but the opposite happened.

The best part about all of that? I liked it all. I liked every single thing that was happening to me. I finally had many chances to see her naked, and tonight, it was no different.

Professor Adelia was naked now. Nude as when she was born. I wondered if she could give me some nude pictures of her for future reference later, when I would not be her toy anymore. She said I would not be here forever, that she would send me back to the outside world one day.

But, I didn’t want that anymore. I wanted to be here and to worship her like the Goddess she was.

Professor Adelia had put a strap-on around her hips, and lying beside her now, she was fucking my mouth with it. Poor throat I had was getting most of her revenge. I never thought she had such strong feelings because I tried to fuck her before.

Her strap-on was huge, and it was making me gag. My eyes had gotten watery. Despite knowing those things and seeing them, professor Adelia was not changing anything. She was not changing her rhythm.

Oh, fuck. She was moaning my name now. I had a different name this time. Troia. I liked it. It was much better than my given name. So much better and more accurate.

She took her strap-on away from my mouth, removed it and said, “Make me cum again, Troia. Make your professor cum if you don’t want to fail my course again.”

I had to do it, but not because of the course, but because I had been waiting for this moment all day long.

She opened her legs wide for me, and I moved down on her bed to lick her. The sight and the smell of her pussy were unique things, and they made my heart feel so full, so warm.

Professor Adelia knew how to make me feel loved, despite this being supposed to be something else. Her plan was to humiliate me, but it was not working anymore.

I was over the humiliation part at this point. I loved being Troia now.

I stuck my tongue out and began to lick her pussy. I used my tongue to bring her intense orgasm. I had never done this before to a woman that was not her because it didn’t make me feel like a man.

I was good at licking and worshiping her genitalia, though, and I wondered if, one day, she would allow me to do more than this. My dick had gotten so small inside its cage, not that I was thinking of getting inside her with it.

I didn’t have a tool anymore to fuck her like I had thought about doing before, and that was fine. As long as I had my tongue to make her happy, I would always be a man with nothing to worry about.

I would always be a man with only one objective in mind: that of making my Mistress a happy woman, a content and satisfied Queen.

She began to moan my name again. Her moans and groans were so loud they filled the whole room. I could feel her whole body working, getting tense and trembling as she reached her climax.

I was so fucking happy with myself that I cummed inside the chastity cage. I had never done that before. This moment with her was like no other. I was making Mistress so happy. Maybe, now, she would allow me to leave the bunker.

And if she were to do that, then I would speak again. I would say her what was in my mind, and Mistress Adelia would let me live with her. I needed to worship her all the time. I needed her, or else I would die. I was so sure about the last thing.

She screamed one last time before her body rocked. Her cunt juices came flowing out like a tsunami engulfing everything at the shore. I was overwhelmed by her release, but didn’t move my tongue away. I didn’t act like a coward.

Being a sissy now didn’t mean I lost one thing about myself I treasured the most, which was that I didn’t lack courage when it mattered the most.

Professor Adelia got off her bed and took a shower. When she came back, she took off my collar and said, “You are free to go now.”

I went to my knees and begged while burying my head right in front of her feet. “Please, I just want to be near you forever. Don’t make me go back to my previous life! I can’t. I need you, Mistress. I need to worship you. I can’t live without that.”

Her lips curved to form an evil smirk. “Are you sure about that? Your punishment is over and I don’t have any reason to keep you here anymore.”

“I am sure about that. I need Mistress. I don’t want anyone else. I only want you.”

Professor Adelia stepped onto my head and said, “Then, it’s a deal. You are going to be forever mine from now on, and you will keep that mouth of yours always shut. I don’t like toys that make noise.”

I kissed her feet as I sealed my fate. I was sentenced to be her toy of pleasure, to worship her, and I was so fucking happy I cummed once again in my chastity cage.

Everything for Mistress Adelia...


Once a Sissy, Always a Sissy

Chapter 1

They said I wouldn’t be able to walk away. I was feminized once and thought I was free of them. However, the truth was something much different now. I missed the skirts, makeup and so many other things that came with being someone else.

Everyone treated me in a kinder manner. I missed all the chances I had to date men. Now that I was a man again myself, other men didn’t have the same attention to me. It was like I was someone else once again.

It was like I didn’t deserve their attention.

“Honey, why are you so sad right now?” A friend of mine, Jessica, asked as she sat beside me.

We were in college. There were people coming and going in front of me. My eyes were looking down, but my mind was thinking about the hot men I would never be able to date.

But, there was also something I missed. It was more precious and forbidden. I was bisexual and liked being submissive to women. My previous Mistresses me used me as their sex toy and we shared so many moments.

I would never be able to forget them.

“I want to be a woman again.”

“You mean you want to be a sissy?”

“Yeah.”

“Then, why did you run away?”

“I thought I needed to be my former self, but it was a mistake.”

“Well, I think I can arrange something.”

“Really?!”

“Yes, but you will need to do something for me first.”

“What is it?”

“You need to promise me you won’t tell anyone about this.”

“Okay, I won’t.”

Jessica smiled. “I need you to steal one of Brock’s pair of briefs.”

“What the fuck?! I thought you hated him.”

“Things changed.”

I gave her a face of ‘okay, that’s weird.’

“Then, tell me how I can do that.”

“You are the only person who can get inside his room without anyone thinking there’s something odd going on.”

“... Because he’s my best friend.”

“Exactly.”

“You are making me nervous.”

“Don’t be. I will be right outside.”

“Alright. I’m going then.”

She followed me to the dormitory. I got inside his room, but just when I was going to hand her his underwear through the open window, I heard footsteps stopping behind the doorway.

“Arlo?”

I tossed it to Jessica and smiled at him. “I am sorry I just came in like this.”

Brock was taller by a head than me and his frame was that of a football player. He walked over to me and felt I was becoming smaller.

“No biggie. You have permission to come and leave here as you please. Have you finished those Math problems?”

“Yes!”

“Send them to me later. You know I need good grades.”

“Yes, of course. I will send them right away.”

I walked outside and Jessica was waving his pair of briefs as if it was a trophy. She crossed her arm around my shoulders and took me elsewhere.

“This is perfect.”

“You are a creep sometimes.”

She furrowed her eyebrows. “That’s rich coming from someone like you.”

“Do I get to become a woman now again?”

“Yes, you will. However, you need to promise me something else.”

“Again?”

“It’s just one little thing.”

“Then, say it.”

“You can’t go back. It will be a permanent sissification.”

I gave her an incredulous face. “I need that. I won’t go back.”

“Okay, then come with me.”

We crossed the campus all the way to her dormitory. Upon getting inside her bigger-than-normal room, she closed the door.

“This will be hard.”

“I know what the process entails.”

“It will be like the first time for you.”

Her face was a serious one. “I will get undressed.”


Chapter 2

Iremoved my shirt, pants, briefs, socks and shoes. “You have such a feminine body. You are only missing longer hair, breasts and a pussy.”

“I can’t believe you just told me that.”

“What can I say? I like being direct.”

“Take a shower,” she added.

She opened the door to her bathroom and I turned on the nozzle. I felt the warm, peaceful water gracing my face and body. I let it wash me for a minute before using the sponge and soap to clean myself up.

I didn’t towel myself. I opened the door and saw Jessica with a box of things in her hands. “Back inside. It will be easier for me to clean the mess later.”

I sat on her toilet and waited for her. She grabbed a bottle of shaving cream and applied the substance on my legs. With a razor in her hand, she shaved off my leg hair. The cool air graced my now hairless skin.

She did the same for my other leg. “You have quite a lot of hair, despite being such a feminine man.”

“Yeah, I know that.”

Just now I noticed my cock and balls were visible. She didn’t pay attention to them, though.

Jessica applied more shaving cream on my ballsack and around it. Her razor worked fast to shave the hair off. Pearls of sweat formed on her forehead. I could see that this transformation was taking its toll on her.

She applied shaving cream on my armpits and shaved off those regions too. “Turn around and show me that ass.”

I did as she ordered, doing my best to keep my buttcheeks parted. She applied shaving cream down there and worked her razor. She shaved me off and gave me an air kiss. Did she just congratulate herself?

“I think that about does it for the shaving part.”

“It’s the worst.”

“Oh, come on. I will hate having to apply makeup on you.”

“That’s the best part.”

“For you.” She gave me a look of ‘you know what I mean.’

“We need to dress you up now. I only have my clothes for that.”

“It’s fine. I think they should fit.”

On her bed, she placed knee-high socks, heeled sandals, a pair of panties, a skirt, a bra and a very tight shirt. “That should be everything.”

“I know how this goes now.”

“I doubt that.”

“You shouldn’t doubt me,” I advised her.

I took the pair of panties, put in first. Then, I grabbed her bra and said, “Some help here.”

She hurried to get behind me. I heard the familiar clicking sound as she secured the bra on me.

I grabbed the knee-high socks, put it on and then proceeded to do the same for the skirt. The shirt was easy to put on, as were the heeled-sandals.

I looked at myself in her body-sized mirror, shifting on my feet to find out if I liked the new look or not. Jessica walked over to stand behind me and said. “Wow, you look like another person already.”

“There is the makeup now.”

Aversion clouded her face as she directed me to her makeup table. I sat down and waited for her expert hands to begin working.

She applied the primer and the moisturizer to ready my skin. I enjoyed the feeling of her hands working on my face. The nice smell of those substances filled the air. The dream of being a sissy was so close to being real again.

Jessica applied the concealer and foundation. The purpose was to make my skin smoother, even though it was already smooth enough for me. “It can never be too smooth,” she declared.

She took out a brush and chose a nice color for my eyebrows. I felt and saw her hands working my brows and was relieved once she was done. I didn’t like that brush much. It looked like she used it far too many times.

Looking at myself in the mirror, I thanked her for her work, though. She did manage to make my eyebrows stand out. When I was feminized for the first time, that didn’t happen.

“And now, for an eyeliner. Can’t be a sissy without this,” she said before producing another brush and applying it around my eyes. They stood out against the color of my skin. I was mesmerized by the transformation.

It was everything my life needed.

Jessica was almost done. She grabbed a volcano-red lipstick and applied it on my lips. I pressed them together to better spread the substance and admired my reflection in the mirror.

“And now, to make those cheeks stand out,” Jessica said before grabbing her blush and highlighter. Once again, I felt her expert hands working as she applied those substances.

My cheeks looked so different now. I was enjoying all of this so much.

Jessica grabbed her eyeshadow palette and another thin brush to paint my eyelids. The color she used made everything stand out so much. She used the right amount and the right intensity, as if she was applying the make-up on herself.

“And that’s everything,” she said before tossing all her items back into her box. She stored it under her make-up table and said, “We still need to find a wig for you to wear.”

“I know, but I will let my hair grow.”

“You won’t need it for long, but you will need it now,” she said as if we were sharing the same brain.

I nodded. “Then, what do we do now? Do you have a plan?”

She shook her head.

“Alright, then we have to come up with one.”

The shadows became longer outside. She raised her head all of a sudden and said, “I think I have a plan.”

“Tell me, then.”

“Wait here,” she told me before sneaking outside in a hurry.

The clock ticked. I was bored after all this waiting. The door opened and she stepped in, her hands holding a wig.

“How did you manage to find that one?”

“I borrowed it from a friend of mine.”

“Borrowed it?”

“Yeah, you don’t believe me?”

“Nah, it’s fine. I don’t care.”

Jessica put the wig on my head and said, “Looks wonderful.  You are the best sissy in this college.”

“There are more like me?”

“Oh yeah, and they will throw a party soon.”

“Tonight?”

“Tonight.”

“Where?!”

“In Joyce’s place, why?”

“Take me there. The men will be present as well, right?”

“They will be, but what are you concocting?”

“You will see.”


Chapter 3

Brock was there. His eyes found mine and it was like there was a line of fire between us. We approached one another and he said, “I have never met you here before. Are you new at this school?”

I nodded and smiled. Couldn’t let my voice betray my real identity.

He took my hands and we started to dance. Dancing was something I dominated, so I felt like I was in my natural environment.

Our dancing was slow and methodical in the beginning, but then picked up speed over time.

We were so drunk we couldn’t understand and keep up with what the other was doing.

He grabbed one of my hands and took me somewhere else in the party, both of us smiling and chuckling like two idiots.

I knew where we were. It was the only private restroom in the building. He locked the door behind him and we kissed.

It came off like an automatic thing. I had my eyes on Brock for a very long time. I had the feeling this was going to happen.

He pushed the hair off my face. “You are the most stunning sissy in this whole party.”

If only he knew the truth.

I kissed him back again and didn’t stop until much later. Our bodies were slick with our sweat. Music could be heard through the walls, but other than that, the restroom was silent.

I unzipped his pants and tugged them all the way down to his ankles. I ripped his underwear off him using my teeth and contemplated his huge, throbbing cock in front of me. Before today, I never had this opportunity and was treasuring it.

I wrapped my lips around his manhood and started to blow him off. His hand went for the back of my head as he started to dictate the pace. I moaned his name each time I had the chance. Brock, in other circumstances, would be asking how I knew that.

His cock was huge and had many popped-out veins. It was hot like a volcano and it erupted just like one when he said, “I’m going to cum!”

I continued to blow him off even when he was done exploding his sperm deep at the back of my throat. The taste was salty and so good. I could never have enough of it, but for the time being, I was done.

We got out of the restroom. “We should do this together. What’s your name and where do you live?”

Panicked, I didn’t know what to do.

“Arlo?” Jessica showed up out of nowhere, grabbed my hand and forced me to follow her somewhere else.

Out of danger now, I breathed out in pure relief. I looked back and didn’t see Brock following us.

Sorry, my friend.

Jessica took me inside a bedroom and closed the door. I looked around and asked, “Do you even know whose bedroom this is?”

“Does it matter?”

“What… are you thinking right now?”

“To claim what I wanted this whole time.”

She produced a huge strap-on and showed it to me as the most menacing thing in the whole world. I took a step back.

“Where did you even get that?” I asked.

“Does it matter? You are mine now. Weren’t you missing this? You need a Mistress.”

I gulped and nodded.

She approached me and ordered, “Make me happy.”

Right here and now, I was nothing more than her sex servant. I wasn’t the dominating kind of man when she was just my friend and I was even more submissive now that she was a Mistress.

She removed her skirt and opened her legs out wide after she sat down on the bed. She gestured with her finger and I knelt before her.

The sight was breathtaking. I had never seen her pussy this close.

I didn’t think she would ever offer it like this for me one day.

I began to lick her folds with love and passion. She was my friend and I wanted to make her think I deserved every second of this. Jessica needed to feel she was being treated like the Mistress she was.

She merited to be worshiped.

Her smell was intoxicating and it was almost as good as licking and sucking her pussy lips.

Her clit was throbbing with desire while she continued to hold her strap-on. I shifted over to her swollen button and worked it to bring her immense pleasure.

She tilted her head back and moaned so loud I thought someone would open the door. But nobody came and we had the privacy for ourselves… for now.

Her body convulsed and she came into my mouth while I caressed her pink, delicious pussy lips. Her clit throbbed a couple more times until she relaxed.

“That was amazing, Arlo.”

“Thanks,” I said as I made a shy face.

“Don’t be like that. You were amazing. There’s no reason to be shy right now.”

I nodded while keeping my shy face.

“You know what comes next, right?” She asked.

I straightened up my back. “Yes!”

Excitement filled my mind and tickled my backdoor for what was to come.

I crawled on the bed and offered her my parted asscheeks. Her hands caressed each one with love as she began to sing a song. I couldn’t make out her words, but I felt like she was treating me like something less.

And it was so fucking good. My dick was hard as a rock now.

She secured her strap-on around her waist and then gripped me for support. I felt the tip of her fake toy pressing against my anus. She was trying to do this the hard and natural way. I was wondering if she would manage to do it.

“Ah fuck. Should have brought something to help with this.”

“Just use saliva.”

“You okay with that?” She asked.

“I had much worse.”

She moved her strap-on a bit away from my dark tunnel’s entrance and then spat on her hand a couple of times.

I felt her coated fingers working my orifice. The cool sensation of her saliva made me shiver.

She did it a couple more times before sticking two of her fingers inside my anus. They continued to work until she was satisfied.

“That should do it.”

Her voice was low, but betrayed how much she was desiring this. Jessica could barely wait to fuck me.

She gripped my waist again before easing her fake dick in. I felt it coming like a drilling machine. Her saliva was doing wonders to make this easier for both me and her.

I moaned her name and asked for her to keep on penetrating me. It had been such a long time a Mistress had done something like that to me. The fact I was being fucked merely hours after becoming a sissy again was a marvelous thing.

Her merciless domination brought me over the edge and I cummed on the bed.

My dick convulsed a couple more times until my balls were emptied. Jessica started her slow and methodical thrusts. Her body was just getting used to the aperture and length of my rectum.

She picked up speed and started to moan unintelligible words. I could feel my body going back and forth, and it was one of the best sensations I ever had.

The whole room was so hot it was like we were in a sauna.

Jessica convulsed as she creamed again. Her chest panted as she attempted to catch her breath. I looked at the pool of cum on the bed and wondered who lived here.

I also questioned myself if the resident was at the party or about to come here right now.

But nobody came and we could get dressed without worries. Jessica closed the door behind her and we headed back to the party.

“That was amazing. We should do it again.”

“Many more times,” I said.

And with that, my life was resolved and I felt like I was the real me again.


Sissy Curves

Chapter 1

Iwas always a brat, but most important of all, I couldn’t control myself. It was no wonder I just stole her panties and hid the pair inside my bedroom. She would never find out what happened. Not only did she have far too many panties, but she was also a mess of a woman. Even her hair was comical.

I locked the door with a key and grabbed the pair I hid. I sniffed it and felt so dizzy. That smell was so great. I was 25 and didn’t have a girlfriend yet. Never dated. The most humiliating thing was knowing I never even hugged a woman.

Going to nightclubs and parties were always fruitless, and so I didn’t have much of a choice other than to be this pathetic little fool I was. But that thought didn’t help with turning me on, so I pushed it away and focused on the laces of her panties.

I sniffed it again, as if it was a drug. It could as well be that, but I didn’t want to think about it that way.

After spending about half an hour sniffing her panties, I finally pushed down my pants and briefs, and started to stroke my dick to full hardness. Seeing it made me remind myself how small I was.

I watched porn videos at night every day, and I couldn’t help but feel I couldn’t hold a candle to those men. They were like bulls. Muscles on top of muscles, and dicks so long and thick some people would think they weren’t even human.

Despite those feelings and thoughts, I continued to stroke my dick to full hardness. One hand was more than enough to envelop the whole thing, and it was so thin compared to those men’s cocks whose girth had to be unnatural.

I eventually felt my orgasm rising, building up, and couldn’t control it once it crossed the point of no return. I held the pair of panties just over my mushroom-cockhead, and let it get soaked with my sperm.

It didn’t get too soaked, though. I could never produce a lot of seeds, even after not cumming for weeks. I tried that once, despite the torture that it was to feel so turned on all the time, and was disappointed when my load was probably only a third greater than it was normally was in terms of volume.

I then waited for my cum to get dry before hiding the pair of panties underneath my clothes in my dresser. But when I was going to lie down on my bed and rest because I was so tired, someone began to knock angrily on my door.


Chapter 2

Irushed to open it, and found none other than her in front of me. Kelli, the woman of the house. We lived together for years and she took care of me when I was young, but we weren’t related at all. We shared the same roof, and nothing more.

Well, I guessed that now we also shared one of her panties, but that was beside the point.

Her nostrils were flaring when she spoke. “I know what you did.”

I was glad I managed to pull up my briefs and pants before she showed up. I tended to forget that more often than not, but the smell of cum in the air… that was something I was sure her nose noticed nonetheless.

“I did nothing.”

“You stole one of my pairs of panties. Give it back. I don’t care… whatever it was you did with it.”

“I didn’t steal anything!”

She sighed. “Let’s make this quick, or you will be punished.”

“Punished how?”

“Give me back my pair of panties, or you won’t like what will happen to you.”

Still feeling ashamed of what happened, I said, “I am telling you that I didn’t steal anything. I am not like that.”

She gripped my wrist with force and pulled me out of my room. “Enough talking. You are about to be punished, and there is nothing you can do to stop me.”

I could have told her she was assaulting me, that I would call the police, but I couldn’t deny that she was right. I was just too proud to tell her she knew everything, and I was okay with being punished, as long as it wasn’t too hard on me.

But when she opened the door of the bathroom and I saw everything she prepared beforehand, as if she knew what my answer would be, I knew that my punishment would be anything but an easy one.

✽ ✽ ✽

Kelli tied me to the chair, and used duct tape to cover my mouth. As much as I tried, I couldn’t speak, and that was the whole point. She didn’t want pig me complaining and screaming. What she was about to do to me wasn’t going to be pleasant.

And yet, I felt I was getting hard. I never had such a realization before now, but I actually liked being treated like trash. Kelli was damn good at that, and there really was nothing I could do impede her from continuing her plans.

Not only was I weaker mentally, but she was also taller and stronger. Her arms were thicker than mine. I always was a skinny, frail young man, and that was probably one of the reasons why so many women didn’t even bother to glance at me when I tried to talk to them.

“There. You won’t bother me anymore. Normally, I would make you take a shower before doing this, but since you’ve been an asshole my whole life, I don’t feel like going easy on you.”

She grabbed a razor and held it menacingly at me. “It’s time to start this.”

She went down on one knee, and started to shave off my leg hair. She had already undressed me, and that happened so fast it took her no more than a minute to leave me fully naked.

I focused on the razor as she worked to shave off my leg hair. I knew more or less what her purpose behind that was, and I was actually getting hard as the transformation continued. My dick was standing so erect, and if this thing continued with the same intensity, it wouldn’t be long before I was cumming again, but this time without masturbating myself.

Her eyes noticed my hard cock, and she couldn’t help but giggle. “No wonder you never had a woman your whole life. Guess what, now you will finally become one.”

And just like, she confirmed my fears. She was going to turn me into one of those sissies. I watched videos featuring them on many porn sites, and I felt a strange connection to them. I didn’t want to admit this to myself, but what Kelli was doing to me, despite how horrible it was, felt right.

She finished shaving my legs, and then proceeded to do the same to my balls. There was nothing sexual about that, even though she was the first woman to ever get this close to my scrotum.

She shaved off my pubes, and her face was still expressionless. It was the cold kind of hatred that permeated her heart, and she wasn’t about to have any pity for me. I could complain and struggle, but not only would those things only make everything worse for me, but I was also actually enjoying this transformation.

To be a sissy like them... I couldn’t imagine that it was finally happening to me.

Kelli shaved off my armpits and the hair on my butt, and that was it. She was done and other than the hair on my head, I was hairless. The air that surrounded me felt colder, and despite how odd my current situation was, I was certain the right thing was being done to me.

All this time thinking I would be with a woman, only for then to finally figure out I was not a proper man after all.

“Time to apply your makeup and you will look like a lady in no time.”

Kelli grabbed her box with her makeup items in it. Concealer, lipstick, and so many other things that I didn’t know the name of, but which would all certainly be used to continue this humiliation.

And it was a proper humiliation. I felt ashamed of what I was being transformed into, despite liking it at the same time. My dick was hard, but who said I could control what I was feeling about this?

This transformation was like finding my calling.

She applied the makeup and didn’t bother telling me what items she was using, what they were called, but I knew why she acted that way. This transformation was happening only once to me, and once it was finished, I would be a sissy for the rest of my life. My little dickie throbbed at the thought of that.

Kelli allowed me to look at myself in the mirror for about five seconds only, but it was enough to understand I looked like someone completely different now. She didn’t even bother to look at the finished product that was my face. Kelli probably knew she did a good job, considering she used makeup every single day, even when she didn’t have an important meeting to attend.

Once she was done applying makeup on me, she covered my mouth again with duct tape so that I wouldn’t have the chance to say anything, not that I would. I didn’t want to give her even more reasons to hate me.

And when she put the wig on and I felt we were almost done with this, I finally cummed. I couldn’t contain my urge any longer. Orgasm had been building up this whole time toward an explosion that shook my world. I had not cummed like that in a very long time. This whole transformation was so much better than sniffing her underwear.

But then Kelli slapped me twice on my face, and also spit on me. She didn’t want to see me cumming, much less so when she was this close. I wasn’t thinking about her, but she probably thought I was when I blew my load high in the air.

The surrounding air was soon tainted with the odor of my sperm, and Kelli was just about close to being done with me. She made me stand up after untying me from the chair, and then put the wig, which fell off, back on my head and forced me to wear women's clothes.

She didn’t forget anything. Even the chastity device and a butt plug she forced me to wear and have inside me, respectively. I wouldn’t be able to touch my dick for the foreseeable future, and despite that being part of the punishment, it helped to turn me on once again.

The pressure of the butt plug inside my anus was great, and it made it feel so full. I was straight, but in the hour that it was taking her to feminize me, I began to think about what it would be like to have a man’s dick buried deep into my asshole.

Maybe something for later that was, though.

Even the bra she made me wear added volume where I didn’t have it. I looked like I have two proper boobs, though anyone curious enough to touch them would find they were fake.

With the heeled sandals on, she stood in front of me and said, “the final stage of the punishment is about to come.”


Chapter 3

Kelli made me cook and bathe her, even with the chastity I wore and the butt plug that was stuck deep inside my anus. Walking was difficult because of those things, and also because of the heeled sandals I wasn’t accustomed to.

She made me work for her for weeks, until one day she said, “This is the last stage of the punishment, and I’m sure you will enjoy it.”

A couple of minutes later, her huge, Amazonian-like friend strode into the room. She was so big I felt like I was even shorter than my real height. I kind of tried to protect myself against her, but she grabbed me and removed my clothes off me in a matter of seconds.

“Name’s Debora. Nice to meet you.”

Just as with the lady of the house, she was probably twice my age. She had a commanding attitude and no-bullshit look on her face. She didn’t just grab me and began to push me toward my bed, she was treating me like a rag doll. I probably weighed nothing to her.

She pushed me down onto my bed and was on top of me in a matter of seconds, her huge presence more than enough to make me feel as if I was drowning. I tried to breathe, but only felt my lungs working without any air to suck in.

I also felt the whole room getting so hot I thought Kelli had turned off the AC only to piss me off. Debora kissed my cheeks, my neck, my skinny chest, and my abdomen before reaching the chastity cage.

She checked it with her hand, but she wasn’t about to take it off me. She was happy with me the way I was, and she wasn’t going to change that any time soon.

I felt her breasts sliding and rubbing against my face and chest as she continued her assault. I could also feel and see her curves, and how her whole body shifted while she dominated me. I was so vulnerable I couldn’t even move an inch.

Despite still being a man by nature, she was the one on top, the one commanding everything, and that turned me on so fucking much. I couldn’t help but feel my dick pressing and straining against my chastity cage.

She turned me around with ease and proceeded to caress and feel my butt. The chastity cage, despite going all around my waist, left her enough room to explore the skin of my ass.

And she dominated that portion of me with ease, forcing me to whimper and moan at the same time. The avalanche of emotions was so tough to control, and I was thinking I was going to cum, once again, without someone or me ever touching my dick.

With force, she plucked my butt plug out and tossed it behind her head. She used her hands to move my legs apart, and then stuck one finger inside my anus before muttering, “So open and ready for me.”

Ready for her? Oh fuck, she wasn’t about to do that, was she?

And she stuck another finger in, and another and another. She couldn’t put her whole hand inside my hole, but I was sure she wanted to do that. I felt how hot her hand was and wished that it was actually the cock of a man.

Maybe that would happen another time, maybe.

She rotated, slid and rubbed fingers inside my rectum. I moaned her name louder and couldn’t help but also feel my toes curling. Debora knew what she was doing, and she also knew how to bring me closer to my orgasm. It wouldn’t be long now before crossing the point of no return again.

She removed her fingers and bent down until her tongue could touch my orifice. She slid and rubbed it along its ridges and furrows, preparing me even more for her sure-to-happen invasion. She wasn’t just going to fuck me, she was going to own my ass for herself.

Despite my whimpering, there was nothing I could do to make this easier on me. Debora was going to be hard on me, and she wasn’t shy of showing she was the Alpha of this moment we were sharing.

Out of nowhere, she grabbed a key and unlocked my chastity cage. I finally felt free after weeks of being treated like trash, but it was only a momentary feeling. Debora also grabbed her huge strap on, which she put around her waist after getting undressed. Those things happened so fast the clouds barely moved in the sky.

And upon looking behind my back, I noticed Kelli standing by the doorway, looking at us with genuine interest, her hand stuck underneath her pants as she rubbed her clit. She was enjoying all of this, and it was probably the best moment of my humiliation for her.

Debora didn’t use lube when she pressed her plastic strap-on into me and plunged deep into my boypussy, the mushroom-like head of her instrument touching the wall of my dark tunnel. I couldn’t help but scream and proceed to moan her name so loud I was sure the neighbors probably heard my voice.

And even though she was grunting, her thrusts were certain and powerful. The bed creaked with our movement and despite being at this for so long already, Debora wasn’t sweating. I was sweating like a pig, but not her. She had so much energy to burn here with me.

It wasn’t long before my ass felt extremely sore. But Debora continued to slam me against the mattress, and the bed didn’t stop its very loud creaking. Meanwhile, Kelli continued to masturbate herself until I heard her loud moan. She just orgasmed while watching me having my ass eaten by an Amazonian-like woman.

Debora also fingered herself while she slammed deep again and again into my ass, and then her whole body shook when her explosion happened. Likewise, this whole time I was building up another wave of pure orgasm, and when it exploded, I soaked a good portion of the bedsheets with my sperm.

Debora’s release also coated my bedsheets with her cunt juices until they were wet like mud. She, then, eased herself out of me and plopped down beside me. My whole body was shaking, and it took me two minutes to finally get my bearings back.

But when I was going to lie down by my Mistress, Kelli grabbed me and put the chastity cage and butt plug back where they were. “You will always be a sissy from now on.”

And that day turned out to be like many of the ones that came after it.


Sissy Backdoor

Chapter 1

If they thought I would ever control myself, they were wrong. I was in love with all of them. Powerful, tall women that thought they could control the world. I was so short compared to them, and they didn’t pay attention to me, unless I did what I was about to do again. Then, in that case, they chased after me with their hands holding their purses as they tried to hit me with them.

They were all taking a shower together now. Who were they? Soccer players. They were women who thought they could beat men at their sport. Little did they know that physicality made a lot of difference in the sport, not that such a thing mattered right now to me.

I was only concerned with doing this and showing them that they couldn’t control me.

Slowly, but surely, I opened the door which they didn’t lock. I could feel the steam coming over to my face and hear the water coming out of their showerheads. They would be shocked and scream when they found me sneaking up on them, but that was okay, as long as I managed to get a sneak peek of their naked bodies, and steal their panties and run away to my home.

Once the door was open enough for me to get inside, I hurried forward. I heard them screaming and shouting obscenities, and then turned around so that my back was facing them before proceeding to lower my pants so that they could all look at my ass.

They still screamed and shouted, but didn’t do much else. It always took them some time to calm down a bit and understand what was happening. These women were so predictable. I bent forward a little and wiggled my ass to them. They screamed louder and I chuckled so much I thought I wouldn’t be able to control myself and do what I came here to do.

I pulled back up my pants and headed to where they kept their used clothes. Their screams were dying down, and I needed to hurry. I rummaged through their soaked clothes until I found what I came here looking for.

There were three women, and three pairs of panties. I held them in my hand and rushed over to the door. Before I could get there, though, they got themselves in front of me and made me stop to a halt.

And I knew I was fucked now. If I couldn’t escape them, then for sure they were going to punish me. I wasn’t only shorter - I also knew I didn’t stand a chance against these three Amazonian-like women in a fight.

They stared at me like they wanted to kill me and one of them said, “You are not escaping us this time.”

Another spoke, “And we have just the thing to punish someone like you. You have been a nuisance to us for months.”

The last one said, “Put our panties back where they were and come back to us like the good little puppy we will turn you into.”

My hands shook. I couldn’t escape them now. I should have realized that this would happen one day. I obeyed them by putting the soaked panties back on the heap of clothes on the bench and walked over back to them with my head hanging low.

“Now, start stripping.”

“What?!” I asked after snapping my head up to meet their cold eyes.

“You heard it. Start stripping and don’t complain. The punishment is only starting.”

I knew who they were. The middle one’s name was Antionette, and the other two were named Jennifer and Clara. They knew my name too, but not where I lived. I was sure that was going to change soon enough, though.

Antionette went over to sit on the bench. They were all naked and their bodies were wet with the water they were using to take their showers. She slapped her thigh slightly after she sat down, and that was my cue to go over to her.

“Lay down on my thighs and show me that ass. Jennifer, grab me a tennis racket so that I can punish this little idiot.”

Oh shit, she was going to spank me?! Despite having that realization, I felt forced and coerced to lay belly down on her thick thighs.

I tried to jerk free from her, but her confident and decisive hands kept me laying down on top of her thighs. No matter how much I struggled, I couldn’t slide off her one inch, and I soon gave up once she slapped my ass with her hand. She used a lot of force and my ass began to sting.

“Hush, Carlos. You will enjoy this and frankly, it’s about time someone taught you some manners.”

Jennifer came over with a tennis racket in her hand. She was smiling as the devil would. Carla was no different in that regard.

“Please, don’t spank me! It would hurt too much…”

Her hand began to caress the region of my butt where she slapped me seconds ago. “Don’t worry, Carlos. I’m sure you will like this. You are a fucked up little man, but we are about to change that.”

There was something about the way she said that which made me… agree with her. I couldn’t quite believe what my mind was thinking, but she was right. I was a wild man who never had sex in my life, couldn’t date a woman, never hugged one, and maybe being submissive to them was my calling all along.

And the spanking soon started, one slap after the other as she used the racket to punish me. I tried not to scream, but after the fourth hit, I couldn’t contain it anymore. I didn’t shout any obscenities, but I screamed and also did... actually feel turned on. I couldn’t even comprehend what was happening to me.

And I submitted myself to what they wanted to do to me so fast I couldn’t recognize my former self anymore. And now, it seemed I was finally going to do the thing I needed to complete my life.

Once the spanking was done and they made me tell them where I lived, I knew I was in for a treat. This was going to be painful and great at the same time. Just the sort of thing I needed…


Chapter 2

Someone needs to be feminized today was one of the things they said as they drove me to my home. They got dressed, of course, and now I was the only one naked. It was still all worth it, though. I was able to see their pussies on full display in the communal shower room.

They took me to my home like they didn’t care about me at all. They were rough as they shoved me inside and closed the door shut. If someone were unlucky enough to hear what they were about to do to me, they wouldn’t be able to save me - not that I needed any saving.

Jennifer and Clara rushed over to my bathroom, where they filled the bathtub with water and put me in it. They were rough before they started to bathe me. It had been a long time since someone did that to me. Ever since my family learned I couldn’t control my feelings for women and kicked me out of their house because they caught me stealing their panties, nobody ever bathed me again until today.

And what they were doing to me was so fucking great it made me hard in an instant. Jennifer and Clara laughed their ass off, making me curious as to why they had that reaction. I eyed them and all they could say was, “You are so small it’s no wonder you never had a woman before in your life.”

I was humiliated, and despite knowing they were right about me, I kind of wanted to kill myself. I always ignored the thoughts that came every night where I remembered I would never be good enough for them. I wasn’t tall, muscular and confident enough to be a proper man.

And so, when they told me this, it resonated with me in such a way that made me glad that this was happening, “You will become a sissy, a fake woman, and you will finally have women who love you, though you won’t be the dominant party in your relationship with us.”

Once they took me out of the bathtub and toweled me off, they readied themselves to shave me. They had a bottle of shaving cream in one of their hands and a razor in another. This was going to be tough. I didn’t have much body hair, but what I did, I treasured.

“Don’t cry and don’t scream,” they said while their eyes ignored my erection. I was so hard and my orgasm kept on building up. It wouldn’t be long until I was creaming all over myself without even touching my dick. I knew this, but I reminded myself once again: I was a pathetic little man.

They shaved off my legs, armpits and even my balls and ass. It was all being done so that I would look just like a woman, and I even had a pussy now. “Boypussy,” Jennifer corrected me while containing a chuckle. Clara, meanwhile, didn’t hold her chuckle like her friend did and then started to laugh so loud she ended up excusing herself out of the bathroom.

Once they were done shaving me and the air felt unnaturally cooler around my body, Jennifer grabbed my hand and took me to my bedroom, where I had a desk and a mirror over it. I just liked admiring my face in the mirror whenever I had the chance. Despite being a pathetic little man, I had a babyface that few men like me in the world had. I was over 21 and still looked like someone who didn’t even hit puberty yet. My gene pool didn’t favor me much.

The next part involved dressing me in women's clothes. They used what they could get. Antionette had gone over to her house and brought some pieces from her dresser. I was mesmerized. I would finally be able to dress something that a woman wore.

She gave me a clean pair of panties, knee-high socks, heeled sandals and a pink dress and a white bra for me to wear. I was impressed, shocked and almost thought I was going to pass out while dressing those things. It was my calling and I knew that like I knew the back of my hand.

They were done dressing me up before I could even admire my transformation. Not much time passed since it all started, I learned when I checked the clock on my phone. And looking at myself in the mirror now, I knew I looked fantastic.

Just a couple more things to add to my transformation, and not even women would think I was once a man.

Jennifer, Antionette and Clara couldn’t contain their happiness and thus celebrated by eating most of the food in my place. I didn’t have money to buy more, but I didn’t worry about that. I was going to become their pet and live with them. I was going to work for them as their maid, they eventually said while they got drunk with my beer cans.

Clara was the only one with me now. She readied a box of makeup next to me and made me sit at my desk again. She applied and used everything in the box. Lipstick, concealer, brushes and so many more brushes that it was hard for me to keep track of them. Once they were done, I looked so different I might as well have become another person altogether.

They then found me a wig that was so difficult to take off my head I was sure it was part of me now. I looked at my reflection in the mirror with all the girls behind me and their smiles were indicative enough of what was going on in their minds.

They still had plans for me, and all this humiliation was far from over…


Chapter 3

They took me to a nightclub in town. It was mostly dark and there were so many men and women in there I could barely walk from one point to the other. I did catch some men looking at me with interest in their eyes, but they didn’t approach me. Even though the place wasn’t illuminated well, I was sure that those people wouldn't have thought I was once a man even if we were outside and the sun was high in the sky.

Once the party was over, I was the one who drove back home. I didn’t drink a lot and was shy during the whole time I spent at the party. I didn’t want people finding out I was a sissy, despite the fact I felt flattered because of all the eyes I caught looking at me.

My Mistresses - they demanded that I should refer to them using that term only from now on - were so drunk they stumbled their way to my bedroom. They all slept together, and I didn’t have a choice but to sleep on the floor, next to the bed.

I must have overslept. The next morning, my Mistresses were already awoken and talking among themselves so loud my ears hurt. I winced as I headed over to them, and they made me clean the dishes and cook some other things for them.

Once they were done having breakfast, they didn’t even offer me some of it and I was left hungry. I didn’ worry or was bothered by that, though. I knew that I was way below them.

It was the afternoon now and they were tired. However, with the way they were looking at me now, making me feel so uncomfortable, I knew they had more plans for me.

“Come sit with us, Carlos,” Antionette said as she padded the empty seat that was between them.

I went over to the couch and sat down on it, and seconds after, I was assaulted by so many hands and mouths I didn’t even know what was going on. One hand was stripping me naked, another feeling my legs, and another was making my hair all messy.

It was a confusion and all I could think about was how great it was. Never before did I have so many people caring and paying attention to me like this. It was like I became a toy they could never have until now.

One mouth kissed me, and I tried to breathe properly, but couldn’t. I could breathe just enough not to die. Another mouth was kissing my now shirtless chest, and another pair of lips was all over my legs, delivering passionate pecks on it.

Everything became a blur to me. I tried to open my eyes, but something always happened that made me close them again.

My dick sprung to life and one of them gripped it with her hand. Who did it? I didn’t know and couldn’t open my eyes to find out the answer. She enveloped her soft lips around my cockhead and made me cum in a matter of minutes.

Then, she spoke and I couldn’t make out from her voice who she was, “Couldn’t even last a minute. Shame.”

They all burst out laughing and then they turned me on the couch until I was kneeling on it and my ass was facing them.

“Quick, grab the thing,” one of them said, and her voice looked weird and unnatural. I knew that I was the problem, though. I was far too nervous to think clearly right now.

One of them hurried back over to us and I heard her handing the other just behind me the thing she brought. Then, I heard her putting it around her waist seconds before it began to press against my asshole.

Or boypussy, as they liked to call it.

She pressed it with more force and penetrated me with relative ease. Her thrusts started and they were raw and painful. The pain was so intense I almost passed out. What kept me conscious was the pleasure that built up each time she finished a thrust cycle.

I heard all my Mistresses moaning loud enough to catch my attention when they orgasmed at the same time. Likewise, I climaxed and made my dick shoot my cum again, which was something I hadn’t done in years since finding out what masturbation was.

Once they were done with me, I felt my butt sore, but one of them grabbed me and put me in between her legs. I heard her command only, “Lick” before she forced me to stick my tongue out and begin to worship her damp pussy.

I felt and tasted her orgasm, and brought her to cum all over my face while her whole body shook. “My turn now,” one of her friends said before she took her place and made me bury my face in between her legs.

I licked and tasted her moist cunt until she orgasmed all over my face like with her friend. I couldn’t even open my eyes and I feared I would be able to do so only weeks after today.

The last one took her place and made me force her to climax all over my face like her friends did. Her body rocked and let out a primal moan that shook my core. Once again, I cummed and was shocked that it happened for the third time in a row.

Then, when I laid my back on the floor and thought it was over, one of them, and I knew that it was Antionette this time, bent over to me and said, “Someone needs to keep his little dickie in check, it seems.”


Sissy Wishes

Chapter 1

Oh God, I was so tired of her. My boss was an asshole. She was the worst human being on this planet, and I found myself wanting to strangle her. I knew I should control myself, but I was a factory worker and she was doing her worst to piss me off.

I worked at the production lines, building more and more boxes to be delivered to other companies. Not the best of jobs and it didn’t pay me well. It just didn’t help things that my boss was so willing to humiliate me.

Oh, there she was coming again. Heading my way, of course. With a devilish smile on her face. She wanted to spout her same shit again.

When she reached me and stopped, I shuddered. Her devilish eyes were all over my body. Her name was Shannon and everyone in here respected her. Nobody stopped working because she got down from her office and was now with us, but I could sense it in their eyes, their respect for her and how they all wished to please her because that could mean a raise or something of the sort.

“Ben, how marvelous you look right now. You are the perfect specimen for what I have in mind.”

While I still worked building the boxes, I said, “Whatever you have in mind to tell me, I’m not interested.”

She sighed. “You are not helping me. I have something in mind that might boost the morale of everyone in here, including you.”

I scoffed. “If you think I will magically become happier in here, you have got something coming your way. I’m not going to change my mind about this place and you.”

Her devilish smile widened. “You don’t have a choice. Either come to my office right now, or you will be fired.”

I didn’t stop working at the production line in front of me, but my blood froze. She got me. She always managed to make me do whatever she wished. That was a gift she would never stop taking advantage of.

She turned and headed back to her office, her smile still on her face. She got what she wanted. I followed her and walked like a ghost to where she was. It wasn’t bad enough she had so much control over me. She was also taller and bigger than I was, and I was a man.

I was supposed to be taller and bigger than her. It was supposed to be the opposite. However, my genes weren’t kind to me when I was born. I was skinnier than most men. I was pathetic in every sense of the word.

I lacked confidence. I didn’t have a girlfriend. I never had one, in fact. I wore clothes to make me look manlier and hide how skinny I was, but those things didn’t help to make me feel better. Also, there were so many men in this factory who were who I wished to be and they all knew that, and thus I was their topic for many jokes they came up with.

I opened the door and stepped inside her office. Her smile didn’t leave her face. She rose and came over to me. She studied me for some seconds, and then said, “I need your permission to turn you into a woman.”

I was looking down at the floor, but my head craned upward quickly when she said, “What?!”

“I’m going to feminize you, and I need your permission for that. Come on, Ben. You know you will never be like a proper man. You aren’t a man. You have everything needed to become a sissy. I’m sure you have seen many videos of them on the internet. White and weak men like you turned into fake women because they lack the necessary requisites to date people of the other gender. They all find happiness in accepting they are different.”

I studied her for a second, my whole body feeling weird and shaking as she spoke those words. She hit me hard and deep. She said everything that defined my life. I wasn’t a man. I could be a sissy and a damn good one at that.

The change would be a significant one, but it would be for the better. I would become this company’s sissy, and that would indeed boost the morale of the other workers. I would be shared among them.

My asshole expanded and contracted as I thought about those things. It wouldn’t be easy. The transformation could not be pleasant, but the life of a sissy could be what I needed to feel right and happy.

Without lifting my head, I nodded, and then she jumped slightly multiple times while she clapped. She was so unlike her normal self for a couple of seconds there. “It has been decided, then. I’m finally going to have a sissy. This company will make so much more money. My workers will finally have a free slut for them to fuck over and over again.”

And I would finally stop being a virgin. They would take my virginity from me. I would be used and violated in ways I never thought possible. It was going to be like in those old and hardcore porn movies.

I shouldn’t have watched sissy movies ever in my life. I knew what was going to happen. I wished I was innocent enough to have the courage needed to tell her now that I would rather be fired than to become sissy.

The gleam on her eyes... She knew what she was going to do. She knew every single step, and when she guided me to a hidden door inside her office, I also knew she had planned for this for a long time.

My eyes landed on the changing and transformation room, and I found myself happy this was happening…


Chapter 2

When she looked at me, I knew she had it all figured out. Her eyes scanned my body, and I knew she knew what to do. Oh gosh, this was going to be horrible. I could already feel how the transformation was going to be anything but a pleasant one. Despite being a pathetic little man, a man was everything I was my whole life so far.

“Come on, take a shower. I need your body clean before I can touch it. I don’t want to touch something dirty.”

“What?!”

“I said I need you to take a shower right now. Don’t make me repeat myself again.”

Her eyes were filled with determination and a bit of annoyance. I saw the shower booth at the end of the room, and headed there while taking off my clothes. I felt a bit awkward and shy to do something like that in front of her, but I didn’t have much of a choice. It was either that or forcing her to get angrier at me.

I took a shower and hoped I was being fast enough. I didn’t want to make my Mistress feel angry right now. That was the term I should use, right? She was my Mistress. That’s what sissies in the movies called their dominant female partners.

When I stepped out of the shower booth, she already had her box with her shaving things open and ready to be used. She held a razor in her hands, and on a table, she had a bottle of shaving cream. It was of the same brand I used to shave my beard every three months.

She looked at me with impatient eyes, and I hurried over to get to her. “Sit down and don’t complain,” she ordered and I obeyed. I felt very shy in front of her right now. I never had a woman stand before me while I was naked.

I couldn’t help but feel my dick harden when she got to one knee. She was going to start with my legs. Her eyes examined my dick for a couple of seconds, and I thought she was going to laugh. She didn’t. I was happy she didn’t make fun of me even more. I could never live with myself if that had happened.

My very small cock was oozing pre-cum, and it pulsed a couple of times when she gripped one of my legs and started to shave off my leg hair. Her hand was soft. Impossibly soft. Behind all that shit that defined her tough persona, I could see and feel she was a gentle woman. If I were a better and virile man, maybe I could have had a chance with her.

But that was a thing of the past now. I was destined to become a sissy.

She shaved off the hair of one of my legs, and then moved on to the next one, the razor sliding up and downward slowly as she worried not to cut me. The razor was super sharp. I could feel that and it was clear as day.

My dick twitched as she continued to shave off my hair. My balls looked tight and the opposite of loose. That was their normal condition, how they always looked.

She brushed the sweat off her forehead and then said, “You have got more hair than I thought you would.”

I was naked before her and the only thing she could say was that. I was shocked and had to hold back the urge to burst out laughing. That was such a random comment and she said it with her usual tone. Shannon couldn’t stop making me feel so aroused for her. She was a dominating and striking woman all the time. That’s who she was. She didn’t need to fake anything.

She shaved off my balls and the rest of my body, and my pre-cum oozed like a broken faucet when she was working her razor on my scrotum. Her hand was even coated with some of my essence. She brought it over to her mouth and licked it clean. Wow, I never thought she would ever do something like that.

And it was enough to bring me over the edge and cum before she could move on to the next part of the feminization process. She rose to her feet and with her fists on her waist, she waited until I finished climaxing.

She slapped my face a couple of times to remind me where I stood here and who I was to her. She walked over to a dresser and got from it a chastity device. It was made of plastic and it wasn’t one of the most hardcore ones.

She locked it around me and said, “Now, that thing won’t be an issue anymore.”

For sure, I wouldn’t be able to touch my penis for a long time. That’s what I felt and knew when she did that. I should have felt pissed off, but she treated me the way someone like me deserved. I was below her.

She brought me some sissy clothes. I rose to my feet and studied them. I knew what she was going to make me look like. Not like a sissy maid that was so common in many porn movies, but like a flight attendant.

I was happy and felt a little humiliated that I was going to be turned into that. I didn’t have a preference, so I didn’t make any comments. “Come on, get dressed. I need to do my nails right now.”

And with that, she got a chair, sat near a desk and started doing her nails. I had studied women's clothes for a long time and I knew which piece to put on first. I put the thigh-high socks, the white laced panties, the red heeled sandals, a corset, a white laced bra, and a red shirt and also a tight skirt that fit so well around my thighs.

Shannon came back and painted my face with her makeup. She didn’t use a lot of items for that. She used some lipstick and some other things to make me stand out a bit more. I was a pale guy and her short work on me changed my looks as much as everything else that came before did.

She then put a wig on my head. It had short hair that was ear-length. The color was black and the texture was so much better than my natural hair. “Once you grow accustomed to the new you, you will be able to replace the wig with your own hair and not have to use it anymore.”

I looked at myself in the mirror. The finished product. Shannon went back to doing her nails. I thought she would want to look at who I had become, but maybe she didn’t need to. I looked back at myself in the mirror, my reflection, and although I felt humiliated, another part of me told me something else.

This was my calling.


Chapter 3

Shannon kept me locked for weeks. She said she was preparing me for my first presentation, when everybody would share me among themselves and everything would be great and I would have my first time with all the men and women that worked here.

Meanwhile, I was tied to a bed. I couldn’t move one inch any of my limbs. I thought she would leave me here alone for more time, but then she opened the door. I was surprised she came today of all the days she could have shown up. What was in her mind right now?

She wore a very revealing dress that drew my attention to it the moment she showed up here. Her hair also looked shinier and better than her usual haircut. She wore makeup and looked ready to hit a nightclub.

She had a devilish smile on her face, and her body shone under the light coming from the windows. For the first time since meeting her, I felt vulnerable and aroused at the same time. I always felt one thing or the other when she was nearby, but never the two at the same time.

Shannon’s lips parted, “You look so beautiful right now. It’s like you never were once a man. The transformation is long over and I dare say you look so much better than when you were a man. A sissy life is what you deserve.”

She untied me and I didn’t move. Just her presence alone was enough to make me obey her. Also, being tied to this bed for weeks made me weaker. She could manhandle me with ease if she ever needed to do so.

I was still lying down, belly up, when her hand began to caress my now shaved legs. She always came back here every two or three days to shave off the new hair that grew. I just remembered that. My memory was kind of weak now.

Every time she did that, I cummed. I couldn’t withstand being near her when her gentle and determined hands were so close to my little dickie. It was inside the chastity cage, but that did nothing to impede my overwhelming feelings from devouring my mind.

Her hand got her key, and she unlocked my cage, removing it from me a moment later. For the first time since she put it on me, I was free of it. I could see my solidified and dry cum on the plastic internal surface. It was black. All those sperm cells were long dead.

“Come over here,” she demanded after sitting on the bed with her legs spread well-wide for me. She had lifted up her dress and removed her pink laced panties, showing me her folds for the first time.

Like a person who was stepping on another world for the first time, I crawled over to her. She looked majestic and magnificent like that, with her thick legs showing me the way to her nether core.

I felt the warmth of her open legs enveloping me as I crawled forward, and I then closed my eyes and stuck my tongue out. I approached her cunt a bit more, and resisted the urge to embrace her and go crazy all of a sudden. I couldn’t do those things.

I began to lick her pussy, feeling her folds and how they shifted thanks to my tongue. She tilted her head back and moaned. With each moan, she was asking me to continue pleasing her as she deserved. Mistress Shannon didn’t only deserve what I was doing to her, though, but also so much more.

I worked her pussy until she convulsed and orgasmed. I watched dumbfounded as her body tensed before shaking. She shook so much she kind of scared me. I crawled away from her, but then her legs moved quickly as she wrapped them around me and brought me with force to lap her folds once more.

Her released orgasm made her skin feel so much better, so much more succulent, and I couldn’t help but also give her bites that made her whole body shudder in pleasure. As if by magic, she cummed once more, and I couldn’t help but do the same.

My dick throbbed as my sperm exploded out, tainting and wetting the bedsheet. She let out a long and deafening moan when her body began to relax. Mistress Shannon cummed twice in a row, and for a woman her age, that was something she just couldn’t do anymore without someone like me to help her the way I just did.

I continued living with her, and what she said about boosting the morale of her workers was true. I was shared among them like a sex doll would be, and I was cummed on and fucked so many times I lost count.

Still, Shannon kind of monopolized me. She turned me into her personal sex toy, and she forced me to make her cum multiple times each day. It was a taxing thing to do, but also one that made me feel happier.

My life was complete as a sissy.

Don’t go just yet…

Sign-up to my Mailing List and read “Subduing the Woman of the House” for free! Check “Free Story” on the next page for a sneak peek. 


Free Story

Subduing the Woman of the House: Her Last Sigh

Felicia had found and rescued Phil. He had no idea what kind of woman she was when that happened, but over time, he found himself with a huge crush for her. Whenever she was doing the dishes or any other housework, Phil would be behind her checking every inch and detail of her body.

Felicia would have to submit to him one day, that he swore. Phil wanted to ease his member between her lips, pound her cherry with it until she screamed for more, spurt his loads of man juice inside her mouth and make her his.

She will have to kneel in front of him, that old lady…


More Like This

Every Inch She Can Take MEGA Bundle: 16 Filthy Stories of Man of the House, Brats, Hucows, Backdoors and MANY MORE

http://mybook.to/every_inch_bundle

How many inches can you take? With this bundle, your hand will begin to wander, looking for your sensitive core. The more you read it, the more you might find yourself incapable of putting it down.

Enjoy 16 stories of man of the house, brats, backdoors and many more! This anthology has everything you need, and it is one of the dirtiest I have released so far.

There is a warning, though. You better find a solitary place while reading these stories, or else mischievous mistakes may happen…


Ganged, Used and Shared Bundle: 4 Ruthless Tight Backdoor Sharing Stories

http://mybook.to/ganged_so_much

An extreme backdoor sharing bundle that you don’t want to miss. Rear entrance exploration, innocent and petite bimbos, first-time brats, and hardcore man of the house - this collection has all of these things, and so much more! Click on the book and read the first chapter or two; it’s completely free.

Don’t also miss the synopses for the included stories:

Giving Them Her Rear 1

If people were to learn that naughty Lynda let five men gang her from behind, her reputation would be demolished...

Giving Them Her Rear 2

Chris was never the kind of man who wanted a quick taste of a woman. He needed to have it all, again and again, and if any man were to stand in his way, then God help him. In any case, he didn’t have much to worry about that: not many men would dare to stand up against a man as large and dominant as him anyway.

Birdie was virgin, barely-legal, and also completely unprepared for what was about to come her way. She found herself being taken by the Alpha’s dirty wishes for her, and there was no stopping him once things began to heat up.

Giving Them Her Rear 3

Camelia has had wild, forbidden feelings for Don, the Man of the House. She has one plan that she is willing to put into practice, but she will only do so if she can convince Don to invite his hunk friends as well. It’s gonna be tough and rough for her rear end, but she willing to do everything to make Don cross that taboo line.

Giving Them Her Rear 4

Melanie had always had thoughts for Mike that she should not have. Things didn't become better when he invited her to the gym that he likes to go to. Her bodies will touch, and she wonders if she will be able to resist him this time. He is forbidden, but when feelings talk louder than her rational mind, she will do things that she, in other circumstances, would not.
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