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Chapter 1

Sissy Training

As I ran down the street, huffing and puffing, sweat raining down from my forehead, I couldn’t stop thinking of that fateful day that had changed my life forever. The day I met Scarlett and Ruby and started my training with them. More specifically, I couldn’t stop thinking about when they had tied my hands behind my back and made me suck a dildo, insisting I learn how to suck a cock.

I was hesitant to begin with. I had never thought I would ever suck a dick or anything that looked remotely like one, but they promised me that they would transform my flabby, overweight body into one in top physical shape. They said that by the end of their ten training sessions, my body would become slender and sexy. After a life of being out of shape and lacking the confidence to talk to women, I found myself willing to do more than I ever thought I would which not only included sucking on a penis-shaped dildo, but also allowing Ruby to finger my asshole and committing to partake in their sissy training program which I had accidentally sign up for.

When I had read a classified ad for “training for sissies” I had thought it was training for wusses and weaklings; Men like me. I had no idea it was training men to become “sissies”. I still wasn’t sure what becoming a sissy would entail, but as long as they got me in shape, which Scarlett guaranteed, then I couldn’t go wrong.

So here I was running down the street, working on the daily cardio that Scarlett required I do every day. Today was my sixth straight day working out which was by far a personal record. In just this short time I had already noticed improvements from my work outs as well as from adhering to the special diet that my trainers had provided me. I was already able to run longer, had more energy, and was generally happier. I was even pretty sure that I had lost some weight. These were all very encouraging and as I was scheduled to meet with my trainers again tomorrow, I was hoping that they, too, would be satisfied with my progress so far.

Although, with my growing confidence that I would meet my fitness goals, part of me wondered if I really needed to go back to my trainers now that I had started and was doing so well. Part of me believed that I could continue my training and could lose the weight on my own and if I did, then I wouldn’t need to endure their sissy training. However, another part of me knew that their presence in my life was the real driving force for me working out every day this week. This was because I was afraid of how they might punish me if I didn’t. Ultimately, I knew I needed that fear to help drive me to accomplish my complete transformation.

The other reason I needed to stick with my sissy training was because Scarlett made me lock my dick in a chastity cage and collected the keys from me in order to start our first training session. She said she would hold on to them until she deemed me worthy of getting unlocked. That aspect also frightened me because it was so open-ended. I had no idea what I would need to do or accomplish to be deemed worthy of getting my dick unlocked.

I really hoped it wouldn’t take much because after having it locked for six days straight so far, my balls were already starting to ache. I couldn’t fathom how men wore these cages for long periods. Never in my adult life had I gone more than a day or two without orgasming and these six days so far had already having an effect on me. I was hornier then ever and often found myself having odd daydreams and fantasies; ones that I had never had before.

At the same time, just has my trainers had told me, I found myself without the distraction of my dick and jerking off. Saving that time gave me all the time I needed to both workout and make myself healthy meals. It also gave me time to keep shaving my body, which was the first requirement my trainers gave me when I first contacted them.

Between shaving my body, having my erections denied by my new chastity cage, and my daily workouts, it was hard not to constantly think about my first session with Scarlett and Ruby. Even more, it was hard not to think about my next session which would be tomorrow. Would they call me Danielle and make me crawl around and beg again? Would they make me suck the dildo again? Would they finger my asshole again? Or would there be something new?

What really worried me was how much I had enjoyed my first session and how much my thinking back on it aroused me. Not knowing the full extent of what this training would entail or how far it would go concerned me as well. When I looked up “sissy” on the internet it said it was an effeminate man - were they planning on turning me into a woman?

As I returned home from my run, drenched in sweat, I still felt invigorated despite my worrying. I had decided that I would continue going to my training sessions as long as it took me to meet my personal goal or until I reached my limit and could no longer do what they asked of me. Even though that worried me, too. What if I wanted to do everything they asked of me? What if I liked becoming a sissy? Would losing weight be worth it to have my whole persona changed? At the same time, if I so easily changed, then maybe it was all meant to be. Maybe I really was a sissy deep inside, ready to come out.

I couldn’t tell what the future would hold, but I knew I would take the next step in my adventure tomorrow.


Chapter 2

Second Session

The next morning I woke up early to get a clean shave of my body before heading to my second sissy training session. When I had finished, I returned to my bedroom to see my sissy uniform laid out on my bed and ready for me to put on. Before I had left my first session, Ruby had instructed me to take my bright pink uniform home and to be wearing it when I arrived for my next session. I was floored that she wanted me to wear this bright, girly outfit in public, but by that point I had already learned my lesson and knew better than to argue or question them. So I got dressed in my bright pink thong, leggings, and sports bra.

I was surprisingly delighted when I put them on. I noticed that they fit a little better this week which gave me a surge of energy and confidence, helping me feel good about wearing such an outfit. However, despite feeling better in them and Ruby’s requirement for me to wear this outfit, I knew there was no way I could allow myself to be seen wearing it in public. I found solace in the thought of wearing baggy pants and a sweater over my uniform and ultimately, that was what I decided to do. Once I was completely dressed, I packed a bag with healthy snacks and water and made my way out.

Living in a big city, I didn’t have my own car so I took the bus. Anxiety coursed through me the closer I got to the training venue. Both in the bus and on the bustling streets, I feared that people would be able to tell what I was wearing underneath my baggy clothes. I hid my face under my sweater’s hood as I exited the bus and walked towards the stairs leading to the underground facility.

When I finally saw the stairs, I hurried down them and out of public view, I quickly pulled off my pants and sweater and stuffed them into the duffle bag I had brought with me. Feeling very exposed, I quickly ran down the remaining steps and knocked on the door, hoping to not be seen by anyone passing by. I was shaking in fear of being discovered as I waited for the door to open.

The eye slit harshly jolted open and I saw dark eyes glaring through. The eyes scanned me and then quickly disappeared as the slit slammed shut. I could hear the door’s locks unbolting on the other side and soon the heavy door groaned open and a hand ushered me to come in.

I hurried inside the dim room, hearing the door slam shut and lock behind me, just as I had last week. Ruby was waiting just inside the room and Scarlett joined her once the door was closed. They were both wearing similar outfits made of black leather along with tall black stilettos and crimson red lipstick. I was so nervous the last time I was here that I hadn’t noticed how beautiful they were. They were gorgeous. Just the sight of them drove my dick to swell up and press against its cage.

“Good morning,” I said with an eager smile as I stared at my two trainers.

“Welcome back, Danielle,” said Scarlett as Ruby approached me. Ruby was holding a tape measure which she wrapped around my waist.

She returned to stand next to Scarlett as she said, “She’s lost an inch.”

“Very good, Danielle,” Scarlett said. “And you came wearing your uniform as instructed. Although, what’s in this bag of yours?”

I felt nervous that they would check and find the clothes I wore over my uniform. “Just snacks and water. I try to stay hydrated whenever I workout,” I said, telling a half truth.

Scarlett glanced at Ruby and nodded her face towards my bag. Ruby walked back up to me and grabbed it. I resisted the urge to hold on. She quickly unzipped it and dumped out the contents. My water bottle and snacks fell to the ground along with the baggy pants and sweater that I had worn over my uniform.

Ruby collected the pile of clothes and stuffed them back into the bag before returning to her position, bag still in her hand and my food and water still on the floor. “Are you trying to deny what you are becoming?” she asked me.

“What I’m becoming…? It’s only been one class. I’m not sure I would say that I’m becoming anything yet…” I said hesitantly.

Scarlett’s eyes squinted as she glared at me. “Then we have a lot of work to do today to convince you otherwise,” she said. Something about her words gave me chills. I was already worried about what they would make me do today, but now I may have amplified their plans for me. “Please dispose of those man clothes, Ruby. Danielle will not have any need for them today.”

My stomach sank at the thought of the bus ride home wearing this bright pink set of women’s clothing. I would need to think of a way to cover up before then. For now, I just nodded my consent to Scarlett and watched as Ruby left with my bag of clothes.

Scarlett continued by asking for an update on my last week’s worth of exercise and diet. I was honest with her as I was proud of my progress and my dedication thus far. She, too, was impressed. She concluded her review with a surprising question. “Did you notice any new urges this week? Any recurring fantasies?” she asked me.

My mouth suddenly went dry. I didn’t want to lie to her, but I also didn’t want to speak the truth aloud. I opened my mouth to talk, but nothing would come out.

“Well? Speak, sissy!” Scarlett hissed at me.

I sighed as I looked away from her. “I’ve often thought about sucking the dildo again. And the feeling of Ruby’s finger inside of me,” I admitted, feeling ashamed to do so.

Her normally placid face grew a wide smile and a devilish look appeared in her eyes. “You have these fantasies, but still you deny what you’re becoming? Shameful,” she said. Her voice was angry, yet the smile on her face never wavered. “Nonetheless, that is good to know. By the end of our session today, you will have experienced enough to understand what you are. It will be undeniable.”

I forced a deep swallow of my dry throat and tried to return a smile to Scarlett. Deep inside, however, I was terrified that she was right. That I would soon learn my truth. And I wasn’t sure that I was quite ready for that.


Chapter 3

Working Out Like a Sissy

“First we will teach you new exercises to help perfect your new sissy body. It’s not enough to just lose weight to be skinny, you must be fit and flexible. Most importantly, you must have a round and plump butt to complement your slender waist. Those two aspects are exactly what we will be working on today,” said Scarlett as she led me towards the side of the large room.

To my surprise, there actually was some workout equipment after all. I saw several rolled up yoga mats as well as some dumbbells stored on racks against the wall.

“Roll out a mat and stand over it so that your knees are aligned with your shoulders,” she instructed.

I grabbed a pink yoga mat and rolled it out on the floor. Then I stood over it and positioned myself as she had told me, facing her.

“Good, now stick your butt back and down, dropping it as low as you can with your arms out in front of you. This is a squat. These will help firm up your ass,” she said.

I followed her instructions and wobbled my way down into a squat.

“Now push back up with your legs.”

I did as I was told.

She nodded in approval. “Now continue,” she ordered me. “Lower.”

I continued doing squats and quickly felt my muscles burning and sweat beading on my forehead. I quickly wanted to stop, wanted to take a break, but Scarlett stood in front of me, her arms crossed, and gave me no sign to do so. I knew that stopping before she gave permission would likely result in a punishment so I kept going, knowing that I would be very sore tomorrow.

Finally, she stopped me. “Enough. Now get on your back with your knees up,” she ordered me. I followed her orders and once I was in position she stepped over me. “Now thrust your hips up at me as if you were trying to fuck me with your pathetic male genitals. These are called glute bridges.”

I started thrusting my hips up as she instructed. She corrected my form as needed as she continued to stand above me, displaying her power over me. When she allowed me to stop, she had me get on all fours to do donkey kicks. Afterwards, I went back to standing to do lunges.

After finishing my set of lunges, I already felt exhausted. I wanted to quit, but I also felt invigorated that I had a trainer helping me transform my body, pushing me past my comfort zone and making sure I followed through.

“Next we will work on your waist,” Scarlett said. “Just like women, sissies should have an hourglass figure. While you’re still far from that, we will start laying the foundation for you. Get back on your back.”

I again laid down on the yoga mat on the ground to await instructions. The next set of exercises was even harder. The first exercise she had me do was bicycle crunches which quickly caused my abs to burn. Next were Russian twists, followed by heel touches and dead bugs. The pain in my abs burned greater with every effort. I wanted to curl up in a ball and grab my aching stomach, but Scarlett’s glare prevented me from doing so.

“You should feel your muscles burn on both sides of your abs. We are focusing on your obliques to give you the best and tightest curves,” she told me as I worked out. I wasn’t sure what kind of curves I would get, but I figured any curves I achieved would be better than my current stomach folds.

By the time I was done, my whole body hurt, I was out of breath, and my bright pink workout clothes were soaked with sweat. I sat cross legged on the floor with my head facing the ground as I caught my breath.

“That was impressive, Danielle. You showed me your resolve and dedication to improve. Both of those are good to have because you will continue to do these exercises daily. You will alternate between your butt and waist workout sets each day,” said Scarlett, with a glimmer of satisfaction in her tone.

I looked up at her and nodded my agreement. “Yes, Scarlett,” I said.

She shook her head. “It is Mistress or Mistress Scarlett, sissy. Do not make that mistake again,” she ordered.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Additionally, we will be sending you home with a waist trainer that you must wear as much as possible. It will help your waist shrink even more while you’re not working out.”

I nodded, too tired to speak another word. If I could wear something that would make me drop down in size without working out, then I was all for it.

She continued, “There will be other clothes we will request you to wear more, but we will explain that later. For now, you need to freshen up and then get dressed. Behind the dressing divider is your next outfit.”

I turned to follow her glance to the divider in the corner of the room behind me. It was where I first had put on this pink outfit last week. I was nervous what they would make me wear next, but also a little excited. I let out a large puff of air and mustered out, “Yes, Mistress.”

Scarlett nodded at me and then walked away. I turned back towards the divider and started to make my way over, growing more anxious with every step.


Chapter 4

Dressing Like a Sissy

Behind the divider was a rack holding serval garments. Right away I could see that they would be sticking with my current outfit’s theme as there was a large, bright pink dress hanging from the rack. Seeing the dress gave me mixed feelings. While I was already wearing a thong, leggings, and bra, those were at least athletic. Wearing a dress really took things to another, more feminine level.

There was also a chair holding several items as well. I was happy to see that it contained a fresh pair of underwear as my thong was moist with sweat. I undressed and set my outfit in a neat pile to the side of the chair and then put on the new panties. They were black and unlike the thong, they covered my entire ass this time. I was a little disappointed that they weren’t snug in my crack though.

Beneath the panties on the chair were a pair of sheer black thigh highs. I picked them up then sat down on the chair so I could put them on next. The feeling of the stockings on my hairless legs was so soft and smooth; I was surprised by how much I liked how they felt. The last item on the chair was a black bra which I slipped on and connected in the back. It was smooth like the panties and had small cups with lots of padding, giving me the resemblance of having boobs.

With my undergarments on, I stood up and examined the clothes hanging from the rack. Besides the pink dress there was also a white petticoat and a tall, stretchy black band that I assumed was the waist trainer Scarlett had told me about. I took it off the hanger first and wrapped it around my waist. I pulled and stretched it across my stomach until I could connect the hooks all the way down. Each connection made the band tighter and tighter. I could feel it constricting my stomach and I knew it would be giving me a more slender appearance.

Next, I grabbed the dress. It was large, puffy, and covered in bows. I unzipped the back and stepped through the dress before pulling it up and putting my arms through the frilly sleeves. I reached around and zipped the dress up. Finally, I took the petticoat and slipped it on under the dress. It made the dress perkier and gave it a nice bounce.

Sheesh, women wear a lot of clothing! That was a lot of work, and is very uncomfortable.

I could still feel the waist trainer compressing my midsection and was already regretting clamping the hooks on the tightest option. I had made it tight in an effort to impress my trainers if they checked. I tried stretching it out with my fingers a little before I made my way around the divider and back towards Scarlett.

As I walked back to the middle of the large room, my dress and petticoat swished back and forth with each step. I could also feel my dick starting to swell up in its cage and for a good reason. I was starting to really enjoy the feeling of this outfit.

Ruby and Scarlett were waiting for me in the middle of the room, both with their hands behind their back and Ruby with her riding crop tucked under her arm.

“How do you feel, sissy?” asked Scarlett as her eyes surveyed my outfit.

I looked down at my pink dress and the large bow over my chest. “I think I’m starting to feel like a sissy,” I laughed. “Or at least look like one.”

The women nodded their approval. “It’s good that you can finally admit it,” said Ruby. She stepped towards me and pulled out her arms from behind her, extending them to me. In each hand was a tall pair of black high heels.

The sight of the heels filled me with dread, but I reached out and took them from her. I stared at them in my hands for a moment while the women remained silent. I knew they were expecting me to put them on, but I felt like I needed to build up the courage to do so. It was another step towards becoming a sissy, and I was worried that I would like it.

Ruby cleared her throat and I knew that was her way of telling me to hurry up and put them on. I raised my foot and slipped my first heel on and then set it down and balanced on it as I slipped on the second one.

I looked up to see a grin on Ruby’s face. “Now you are dressed like a sissy,” she said. “Now follow me. I will teach you how to walk like one.”

Scarlett walked off towards the bed in the back of the room while Ruby started strutting in her stilettos in front of me. She took about ten steps and then swiftly turned to face me. “Now you,” she ordered.

I took several wobbly steps towards her as I kept my eyes on my feet. When I stopped to regain my balance, I looked up to see a look of disgust on her face. “You’re the most pathetic man we’ve ever trained,” she spat out. “Keep walking. You will keep going until you can strut with confidence.”

This time she waited for me to walk and then followed closely behind. Every time I wobbled or lost balance she would smack my ass with the leather riding crop she always carried with her. I was becoming better at suppressing my cries of pain, but after several hits, my ass was starting to throb in pain. But, ultimately, it was a great motivator and helped me learn to walk in the heels faster than I had expected. And once I could confidently walk in them, I could then learn to strut in them.

Ruby again showed me her desired strut, her posture tall and powerful with her chest extended forward as she swayed her hips from side to side. I felt silly when I first tried it, but Ruby quickly smacked me and corrected my posture. Soon I fell into a grove and started feeling sexy and powerful myself as I paraded around in the tall heels.

“Very good, Danielle,” Ruby said, approving of my sissy strut. “You are quickly becoming a promising sissy.”

I gave her a smile and nod in appreciation of her words. Hearing her approval filled me up with pride and for a moment, I forgot my primary goal of getting in shape. My interest in becoming a sissy was quickly growing.

She continued, “Scarlett is ready for your next lesson. Go meet her at the bed.


Chapter 5

Orgasming Like a Sissy

I made my way towards the bed as Ruby followed close behind. As I approached, Scarlett was standing beside the bed waiting for us. She was still wearing her all black leather outfit, but I could see that she was wearing some black straps over her crotch. Her hands where behind her back, clearly hiding something from me.

“This will be your last training for today, but it will be far from the last time you are trained this way,” she said. I looked around for clues as to what my training would be, but didn’t see anything.

I bet she’s hiding a dildo behind her back. I wonder if she’s going to make me suck it again. That wouldn’t be so bad.

She moved her hands out in front of her, revealing the dildo in her hands, just as I had expected. “A good sissy must learn to be receptive of any and all sexual requests from their master or mistress. Last week we practiced using your mouth to please a cock. This week you will learn to please a cock with your sissy pussy.”

Sissy pussy? What is that?

I wanted to ask what she meant, but was afraid that she would punish me for talking back or arguing. Luckily, the look on my face must have expressed my confusion so she clarified. “Your sissy pussy is what used to be your butthole,” she said. 
I eyes opened wide in shock at her explanation. At the same time, I felt Ruby’s riding crop poke me in the asshole as if to make sure I knew what they meant. I clenched my jaw tight, trying to fight my urge to say no or argue. It took every ounce of self control I had.

Ruby walked in front of me to join Scarlett. “She is quickly becoming a very obedient sissy, Scarlett,” she said. Scarlett nodded her agreement. “Maybe we should both participate in this training.”

Scarlett gazed off into the distance with a pensive look on her face. When her focus returned she looked at Ruby and said, “Normally this would be premature, but in this case I agree with you. We shall quickly discover just how obedient she is. Go prepare yourself and meet me at the lounge.”

My eyes darted back and forth between them as they talked, wondering what they were talking about. It sounded like they were escalating my training which made me nervous, especially since it already involved my asshole. When they had finished, Ruby walked away.

“Are you ready to begin your training?” Scarlett asked me.

I took a deep swallow and nodded. “Yes, Mistress,” I choked out.

“Follow me,” she said as she walked away from the bed. We followed the wall down the side of the room to an area that was setup to mimic a living room. After seeing it, I turned around and glanced around the large room, suddenly realizing that it contained different areas that were decorated to simulate the different rooms of a house.

The mock living room that we were now in had a leather couch as well as two leather seats. Between them was a coffee table and in front of that was a large television. Scarlett walked in the middle and then turned to face the first seat as she pointed to it.

I walked to the chair and started to sit down on it, but abruptly stopped when she yelled at me, “I did not tell you to sit!” I stared back at her in shock and slowly pushed myself back to standing. “Never presume, sissy. Always await instructions.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I muttered in shame.

“Kneel on the chair with your stomach over the top,” she instructed. I did was I was told, feeling awkward as I balanced myself on the back of the chair. Scarlett walked to the other side of the seat so that we were facing each other. While she walked, she attached the dildo to the harness around her hips and let go, letting it dangle in front of her as if it was a dick. “You will begin by practicing your oral skills on me.”

That doesn’t sound so bad.

She stepped forward so that she stood right in front of me, the dildo hanging in front of my face. I knew what she wanted me to do, but I looked up at her, awaiting her command.

“Suck it,” she ordered me.

I kept one hand on the chair to balance myself as the other wrapped around the base of the dildo. I leaned my head down and let it slide into my mouth. Feeling the dildo inside of me felt familiar, even though I had only experienced it once before. My mouth picked up where it had left off last week, eagerly moving up and down the shaft of the cock shaped dildo.

I remembered my breathing practices from last time, breathing through my nose while my mouth was filled, and it typically was. Saliva was building up in my mouth as I salivated. The excess saliva drool out as I slobbered on the fake cock.

I continued taking the cock deep in and out of my mouth, letting it fill my throat just a little more each time. Occasionally, I looked up at Scarlett who would give me nods of approval.

“Take a break,” she eventually ordered me. I felt sad to have to stop, but I looked up at her as I pulled my mouth off of the dildo. I heard heeled footsteps approaching behind me, but found it hard to keep my eyes off the fake cock in front of me. “That was a good start, but now your real lesson will begin.”

I finally allowed myself to look behind me. Ruby was standing between my legs and also had a dildo hanging from her crotch. In her hand was a bottle of lube.

I almost forgot that they wanted to fuck me. Do I really want to let them do this to me? Do I even have a choice?

I felt my asshole quiver at the idea, as if telling me it wanted it. I had liked the feeling of Ruby’s finger last week so I couldn’t imagine that I wouldn’t like this as well.

I heard Ruby squeeze the bottle of lube and then felt the touch of her cold, wet finger on my asshole. I closed my eyes tight, expecting her to penetrate me, but she was just brushing her finger up and down my crack, teasing me. My body shivered in anticipation with each passing stroke of her finger. Finally, she squirted more lube directly onto my asshole and pressed her finger through it and inside of me.

My dick was starting to grow in its cage, enjoying the feeling of being penetrated. I groaned as she penetrated me for the second time, her finger quickly moving deep inside of me. Once she had pressed it in up to her knuckles, she slowly pulled it all the way out, leaving me empty. But then I opened my eyes and realized that I wasn’t empty, I had started sucking on the head of the dildo, unprompted. I looked up at Scarlett and she grinned at me.

The bottle of lube squirted again and I could hear Ruby slathering it on the dildo. “Don’t worry, sissy. We’re starting with a small dildo today,” she said.

I again felt something wet on my asshole so I closed my eyes and pressed my mouth down firmly on the dildo to brace myself. When the dildo finally pushed its way in, I lurched forward, and let out a mumbled grunt. As Ruby continued pushing the dildo deeper inside of my ass, Scarlett started doing the same with the dildo in my mouth. Both women filling me full of cock at the same time.

I gagged as Scarlett pushed the dildo deeper in my mouth than I had taken it before. I was able to recover as she and Ruby both retracted the dildos at the same time. But then again they pushed them in, synchronized. They continued fucking both of my holes at the same time, increasing in speed and power as I let out muffled moans and groans.

My breath was getting heavy and labored from having the dildo in my mouth so much. I grabbed the shaft and pulled it out of my mouth and then starting licking it up and down. I looked up at Scarlett to make sure she wasn’t upset by my stopping her from fucking my mouth, but she once again gave me an approving nod. When I had caught my breath, I greedily took the dildo back in my mouth and Scarlett resumed fucking it.

The women’s pacing was thrown off now as Ruby had grabbed my waist and was forcefully pulling it back onto the dildo as she thrust forward. There was a wet smacking of lube and sweat as my ass cheeks hit her crotch which let me know that she was putting it in as deep as she could. Part of me wanted more though; it just wasn’t filling me enough.

My dick was throbbing in its cage now. I couldn’t believe how aroused and excited I was by having both of my holes filled, but I couldn’t deny it. In just a matter of hours, these women had turned me into a cock loving sissy. And I was grateful for it.

Ruby started thrusting even harder now and I released a loud moan each time it pounded deep inside me. I had to stop trying to suck the cock and just kept my mouth open and tongue extended as I let Scarlett do was she wished with it. I felt like a cock zombie, unable to do anything but take cock.

Suddenly, I could feel something building up in my dick as it started pulsing.

“You’re such a good cock slut, Danielle,” Scarlett said.

“That’s right, she can really take cock. I should have started with the big dildo,” said Ruby.

“Mmhmm,” I groaned as they continued. Suddenly, I felt my dick pulse again and I let out a loud moan as cum shot out. My body relaxed and my breath grew deep as it continued to pump out.

Scarlett soon stopped her thrusting. “Ruby, I think our sissy orgasmed,” she said.

Ruby gasped. “We’ve never had a two week old sissy cum in her cage before. She really is a natural. She was getting so much pleasure by taking our cock,” she exclaimed as she pulled the dildo out of me.

I remained hunched over the chair, my eyes closed and head facing the ground. Scarlett placed her fingers under my chin and lifted my face up. I opened my eyes and she stared into them. “Aren’t you going to thank us for unleashing your inner sissy?” she asked me.

“Thank you, mistresses,” I let out between breaths. “Thank you so much.”

“You’re welcome,” she said with a grin on her face. “Now clean up and we’ll see you next week. And don’t forget your exercises.”

I suddenly couldn’t wait to find out what my next session would entail.
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Andrew has a hopeless crush on his sexy stepsister, Tracy, who loves teasing him to get whatever she wants. After she catches him wearing her clothing, she decides it is time to transform her stepbrother into her stepsissy and use him as her tool.

To accomplish this, Tracy has a plan to get Andrew to wear a chastity cage and dress up in women’s clothing under the pretense of sex. Andrew, eager to finally bed the girl he has had a crush on for years, falls for her plan and hands his stepsister the key to his chastity cage. After surrendering his key, he quickly finds out that Tracy has a lot more planned for him than he could have ever imagined and he’s powerless to stop it.

After successfully using Andrew to sign a client to a lucrative contract, Tracy ramps up her sissy training, teaching Andrew the pleasures of a sissy lifestyle. However, when she think’s he is ready for another outing with a more dominant client, she learns that Andrew has not yet committed to his sissy life and has to call for backup from Andrew’s stepmother, Rebecca.

Rebecca unveils a plan for her daughter to drain the last bits manhood out of Andrew and complete his transformation to be their sissy.

Cucked Abroad: The Making of a Cuckold

Steve and Becky have a problem. Steve is just too small to satisfy her sexually. They try pills, pumps, and chastity cages to improve their relationship and nothing works. 

It soon becomes clear to Becky that her relationship is never going to satisfy her the way she needs. She needs more and she knows exactly how she will get it.

With Steve still locked in his chastity cage, she informs him that when she’s overseas for her friend’s bachelorette party weekend, she will be on the hunt for the one, big thing that has been missing from her love life. 
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