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Chapter 1

Final Week

This was it, my final session of sissy training; my last class with my mistresses, Scarlett and Ruby. Would completing my final training session with them be the end of my sissy ways or the beginning of an entirely new lifestyle?

I was amazed by the transformation I had already accomplished in my first nine weeks with my trainers. I had lost far more weight than I had expected and toned my body at the same time. While my waist wasn’t as slender and beautiful as my Ruby and Scarlett’s nor my ass as plump and perky, I had made a lot of progress and could definitely see a difference in both regards.

Most importantly, I was happy and feeling more confident in my own skin every day. Perhaps my boost in confidence was from my weight loss or perhaps it was from learning to accept being seen in public wearing bright pink women’s workout clothes and dresses. Or perhaps it was what Ruby had told me during my sixth training session, when they had first made me dress up as a sissy maid. She had told me that the root of all of my issues was my tiny dick. She said that all “men” with tiny dicks should be sissies; it was their natural role in life.

Based on my own rapid transformation from a normal guy into a cock loving sissy, I couldn’t help but agree with her. Those words were what finally helped me come to terms with what I was. And helped me agree to suck my first real cock.

Feeling the warm cock inside my mouth was life changing. I would never forget the feeling of it moving in and out of me, the taste of it, or how it grew harder and bigger just before it burst cum in my throat. Just thinking back on it made my tiny dick swell up and push against the chastity cage it was locked inside.

In the three weeks since that day, they had each week made me dress in my maid’s uniform and clean a stranger’s house. It was never the same house and never the same man, but the men were always well endowed and horny. My mistress was also different each week as they alternated who would lead my training. Though the men clearly preferred my mistresses to me, none of them seemed to have any opposition to my involvement.

As each week passed, I was growing more confident with my cleaning abilities and even found myself dressing up and practice in my own house during the week. Each time they would make me clean while the man was out of the house and when he came home, he would review my work. And each time they would let the man fuck them before I could get involved. They made me watch, telling me that it was important to see how a woman was fucked. Each mistress showed me different positions including doggy style, jockey, leg-on-shoulders, and reverse cowgirl, and each time they reminded me how much I wished I was in their position.

They had yet to let me be in that position, however. Still, the most they would let me do was suck the man’s dick after he fucked them, but even that was hit or miss depending on the week and depending on the mistress. During my first maid training with Scarlett, the man, Adam, hadn’t been overly impressed by my cleaning so she never told him to stop fucking her and he eventually came inside of her. “Cock is only for good and obedient sissies,” she told me.

The next week was with Ruby again. Ruby had started out as the stricter mistress who loved to smack me with her leather riding crop as her method of training, but lately, she had become a little more easy going. I think this was because, unlike Scarlett who thought obedience was the most crucial component for me to learn, Ruby trained me to desire and long for more cock. Or at least she loved to watch me get pegged and suck cock. Either way, she was more forgiving with any slip ups with my cleaning efforts as she wanted me to have my real sissy experiences. So on her next session, she once again allowed me to suck the man’s cock to completion. This time though, she kneeled right next to me and told me what a dirty cock whore I was over and over again. And I loved it.

The next week, which was last week, was again with Scarlett. As usual, she had me meet her at an unknown man’s house and again she made me clean it. This time, however, I did not disappoint as I rushed through the house, cleaning as much as I could, the best that I could. When the man returned home, he was amazed by the transformation of his house and Scarlett was impressed with my work. This time, instead of building him up by letting him fuck her, she let me have the full experience in my mouth while she fucked me with a strap-on. It definitely took longer, but it was worth it for the feeling of pride that I achieved by building him up from start to finish and making him cum. Somehow, his load even seemed to taste sweeter for it.

Getting fucked at the same time as giving a blow job wasn’t exactly a new experience as my two mistresses had made me do it before when they both wore strap-ons, but it was a new experience to have a real man and a real cock involved. It was so sexy and arousing to get my ass pounded while I had a real cock in me and I came so close to orgasming. I wished he could have lasted a little longer and let me suck him more, but after he unleashed his load in me, he pulled his cock out and put it away while Scarlett did the same with her dildo.

I was so pent up after that experience. I would have done anything to be allowed to cum. I thought about begging for more, for anything that would give me a chance, but I knew that such an act would be unbecoming of a sissy and that they would make sure that I wouldn’t cum if I were to beg for it. So instead, I held in my cries and longings for more and I iced my aching balls when I got home.

Those experiences all lead me to today, my tenth and final session of sissy training. Would this be the day that they finally let me complete my sissy training and become a full fledge sissy?

I could only hope so.


Chapter 2

Arriving for the Final Test

Unlike the last four weeks in which my mistresses provided me with an address where my training would take place, this week, my final week, they instructed me to return to their old training facility where I had gone during my first five weeks of training. And this time they did not want me to wear my sissy workout clothes nor my sissy maid uniform. Instead, they told me to go out and purchase a new outfit; an outfit that I deemed would be acceptable for a sissy to wear. They said that a true sissy would need to be able to pick out her own clothes and be able to buy it for herself out in public. I knew they were right.

Luckily, after weeks of wearing women’s clothing in public, even if sometimes only around a single driver or two during my taxi rides, I had grown much more confident with my being a sissy and I wasn’t worried about buying clothes in front of people. I did, however, need to think hard about what to buy because I knew it was likely my first part of my final test and would be harshly criticized by my trainers. The outfit I chose could make or break my final class.

In the end, I decided on an outfit that I absolutely loved. It was a flouncy light pink dress with lots of lace trim. It was made puffier by the white petticoat I wore underneath. Below that I wore a matching bra and panty set, both black and lacy, a new, smaller waist trainer, and a black garter belt that held up sheer black thigh high stockings. I also wore my usual black high heels to complete the outfit. The feeling of the garter straps along my butt cheeks, the silky smooth stockings on my hairless legs, and the cheeky panties hugging my butt were to die for. So much so that I had worn my new outfit every day since I bought it.

The outfit was a lot like the one they had me wear during my second training class, so I figured they would approve of it. I knew I was kind of cheating by copying an outfit they had picked out for me, but when I saw it, I couldn’t resist buying it and having it for my own. I did change it up from what I normally wore, however. I decided to go rogue and buy myself a bleached blonde wig with brown roots that matched my own hair. When I saw the bright blonde colored hair on my head it instantly made me feel sluttier. To complete my look I applied my own makeup as they had taught me many weeks ago.

I wore the whole outfit now as I knocked on the heavy metal door, asking for entrance into my mistresses’ domain. As always, the large slit at the top of the door opened and I saw Scarlett’s eyes gaze out at me. After all these weeks, it didn’t take long for her to recognize me and open the door to let me in. I strutted inside with my back tall and proud as I acknowledged the transformation I had truly made in the last month since I had been here.

“Welcome back, Danielle,” Scarlett said as she walked passed me and into her normal position in front.

“Thank you for seeing me again, Mistress,” I replied. I noticed that Ruby wasn’t with her as she normally was when we met here. I glanced around the room and thought I saw some movement in the back. Ruby was always up to no good when she was off by herself. I would likely soon find out what she was up to.

“As I’m sure you are aware, today is the last session of our original contract. If you long for more training, then I’m sure we could work something out, but I have a feeling you may no longer need us after today,” she said.

I smiled at her as I said, “Either way, I will always remember what you’ve done for me and I will remember you fondly.”

Scarlett grimaced at my words. “You really are a sissy,” she spat out.

I knew it was meant as an insult, but I couldn’t help but laugh which only caused her face to shrivel up more in disgust.

She began circling me as she inspected my outfit. She bounced her hand on the pouffy dress, inspected the firmness of my waistline, and took a close look at my makeup. “I approve of your choice of dress, but let me see what’s underneath. Take it off,” she said as she stood in front of me.

I reached around and unzipped the dress, letting it fall off me and down to the floor to expose my petticoat and lingerie. I decided to play it safe and pull down my petticoat as well so she could see all of my undergarments. Again she walked around me inspecting my clothes. This time she pulled at my garter straps, inspected the tightness of my waist trainer, and felt up my now perkier ass.

“Very good, Danielle. You have picked out a very good sissy outfit. We may proceed with your final training,” she said once she was back in her position. I reached down to grab my dress and put it back on but she quickly stopped me. “There will be no need for that, Danielle. You may leave it here to put back on when you leave.”

I obeyed, letting go of my dress as I stood up tall, wearing just my lingerie.

“Today will be your final sissy test. The test that will determine if you truly have it in you to commit to the sissy lifestyle. Do you think you have it in you?” she asked me. She had a very intense tone to her. It was clear that she would be taking today seriously.

I nodded. “I believe I do, Mistress,” I replied confidently.

“Very well. Then let us proceed.”


Chapter 3

The Disgraced Sissy

We walked towards the back of the room, towards the bed I had formed so many memories on. The bed where I had sucked my first dildo. As we progressed, I could better make out the movements I had seen earlier. It was indeed Ruby, but she was with a man. He was shirtless and his arms and legs were tied up on an X-cross. As we walked closer, I could also see that his face was completely covered by a leather mask.

What’s this guy’s deal?

I tried to keep my attention on Scarlett, but Ruby started yelling at the man, “You pathetic failure! You dare call yourself a sissy? You’re a disgrace to yourself and to us!” There was a loud smack as she hit him hard with her leather riding crop. The man groaned loudly in response.

“Don’t mind him,” Scarlett said to me as we walked by. “That’s one of our former students who has been returned to us by their master.”

I was confused by her statement. “Why was he returned?” I couldn’t resist asking.

She stopped walking and turned to glare at me. “Not that it’s any of your business, but they neglected their responsibilities. They thought being a sissy was all about the pleasure. The dressing up. The cock. They refused to be obedient and subservient and were thus useless to their master and a disgrace to us and our training.”

“Oh,” I let out. I couldn’t imagine being so undisciplined. I knew my mistresses would never allow me to be. How did this man make it through his training only become like this? “What’s going to happen to him?” I asked, prodding for more information.

“He’s being discharged as a sissy. We’re removing his chastity cage and will push him back towards his old manly desires before blacklisting him in town. No self respecting master will accept him into their home again,” she replied.

Hearing her mention the removal of his chastity cage made me suddenly aware of mine. I had been wearing it for ten weeks now. After the first few weeks, it began to feel like a new part of me and I often forgot I was wearing a cage around my dick and that I had a dick at all.

Part of me wondered if after completing my tenth training session they would unlock my cage and let me go on my way. This possibility of having my cage removed was something I had been reflecting on over the last week. Ultimately, I determined that I didn’t want it to happen. I was happy with my current life and now believed that having a penis would only help me fall back to my old, miserable lifestyle. To lessen my chances of having my cage removed, I decided that I wouldn’t even mention the possibility today.

Scarlett started snapping her fingers in front of my face and I realized that I was staring at the man as Ruby continued to hit him. “Is that what you want, Danielle? Do you want to become an embarrassment and have your cage removed?” she asked me pointedly, clearly annoyed at my distraction.

I shook my head adamantly as I said, “No! Of course not, Mistress.”

“Good, now go kneel down next to the bed!” she demanded.

I hurried over to the bed and kneeled down in front of it as she instructed. I watched as she walked to her cupboard and pulled out her largest dildo and returned to me. She stuck it down on the bed, in front of my face and said, “Before we begin your test, you will practice your sucking for me one last time. When I watched you last week, I noticed some sloppiness with your technique that I wish to improve upon.”

I was a little disappointed that we were back to having me sucking on a dildo on my last day, but I did as I was told. It was hard to put my full effort into it, but I tried my best. All the while, Scarlett gave me feedback on my sucking technique. She told me to rotate my mouth as I went down and pulled back up, to spend more time focusing on just the head, and to never be afraid to use excess saliva.

I took in her advice, though I found it increasingly hard to block my mind from the man being punished nearby and the doubts suddenly growing in my mind.

Do I really want to become a sissy? I somehow thought I had to become one, but now I see there’s a way out. I’m already in better shape than I could have ever dreamed of… I could maintain that and stop this training for good.

I was torn. Coming here today I was so proud of myself for completing my training and discovering myself, but suddenly I was doubting myself and my discovery. I didn’t know what to do. For now, however, I had to hope that the rest of my training session would help me discover my true path and desires.

Eventually, Scarlett told me to stop my sucking. “That’s enough, Danielle. It’s time for your final sissy test, but if I’m to be honest, I’m a little concerned with your motivation today. Are you alright?” she said.

I looked away from her, unable to tell her the truth of my now mixed emotions. “Yes, Mistress. I’m just nervous for my final test and what will happen once my training has been completed,” I replied, covering up for my absent mind.

She nodded at me. “That’s understandable, Danielle. Just because your training ends with us today doesn’t mean that your journey as a sissy will end. If you pass your test, we will help you find a master suiting your skills. To be honest, I believe you will be a highly desirable sissy.”

I smiled at her, appreciative of her kind words. “Thank you for saying so, Mistress,” I said.

Surprisingly, she returned my smile and then prompted me to stand up. As I did she said, “Your final test begins now.”


Chapter 4

Final Test

Scarlett led me away from the bed and towards her now disgraced former student. He was still chained to the X-cross with a black mask covering his face while Ruby shouted at him.

If this is the only way out… well, it looks terrible. When will they let him go?

When we approached, Ruby turned to us. “Ah. Hello, Danielle. Have you come to see what happens when you dishonor yourself as a sissy?” she asked.

I looked at Scarlett who answered for me, “She has indeed. And to aid us in his retirement ritual.”

I heard cries coming from the man as he shook his head vigorously. They were muffled by his mask, but it sounded like he was begging for them not to do it, to let him remain a sissy. Ruby quickly hit him with her riding crop again to silence him.

Her hit drew my attention to his body, which was red from the many hits from her crop. He was slender with a hint of feminine curves.

Overall, he was more womanly than masculine, a clear sign that he had indeed gone through sissy training.

“What’s is the retirement ritual?” I asked nervously.

Ruby grinned at me. “I’m glad you asked,” she said. She reached her hand into her bra and pulled out a small silver key. I instantly recognized it. It looked just like the key I had used to lock my chastity cage.

She lowered herself down to one knee in front of him and pulled down his pants to his knees, exposing his small pink chastity cage between his legs. The same cage that I was wearing.

He started squirming and shouting which once again caused Ruby to smack him with her riding crop. “Quiet!” she shouted at him.

He settled after being hit again, but I thought I could hear him crying from behind the mask. I could feel myself shaking as I watched the scene play out. I actually felt nervous for him.

Ruby returned her attention to his chastity cage, bringing the key up to it. She stuck the key in, turned it, and removed the lock. The cage quickly came apart and she aided its removal by taking the cage off of his shriveled dick and pulling the ring off from around his balls. His dick looked small and pathetic. Shriveled and sad.

Scarlett gasped at the sight. “What a tiny penis for a man. What woman would ever want that?” she said emphatically.

The man’s head slumped and shook is sorrow. I couldn’t help but wonder if that’s what his dick looked like before wearing the cage or after, and if that might happen to mine if I stayed locked up.

Ruby started flicking it with her finger. It appeared to unfurl a little, but it had a long way to go before it actually resembled a decent penis. “Can you even call someone with this pathetic of an appendage a man? But then, if he’s not a sissy either, what is he?” she said as she continued to play with it.

Scarlett laughed as she said, “Shall we see if it still works?”

“Most definitely!” exclaimed Ruby.

Scarlett turned towards me, a jovial smile on her face. “Danielle, go give it a good sucking, won’t you? Let’s find out if this penis can still manage to get an erection.”

I was surprised by her sudden request at first, but then realized that I shouldn’t be. This was my final sissy test, of course I would be sucking a man’s dick today. I walked over and kneeled in front of him, my face inches away from his dick. My hand reached out and grabbed it, trying to pull it out more to have something substantial to put in my mouth. There wasn’t much else so I knew I just had to go for it as is.

I leaned forward until my lips brushed against his penis. As I opened mouth wide and let it into my mouth, more whimpers came from the mask above me. I ignored his cries and started sucking on his dick. Normally, I would have moved my mouth back and forth along the shaft, but it was still small and soft so I just sucked on it at first. I pulled my mouth back and used my tongue to lick the head in a circular motion.

I could feel it starting to get excited and as it did, so did I. I put my hands on his inner thighs and rubbed them. I could feel him shiver with sensitivity as I let one hand drift up and grab his balls. They were heavy and I could tell they were full of cum, ready to be released.

His dick was starting to come to life now, growing larger in my mouth. It was soon big enough to let me move my mouth along it. My own dick tried to grow along with it, but as usual, was denied by its cage. The more I sucked and licked his dick, the bigger it grew. Soon, his dick was hard and, surprisingly, was a decent size. Easily enough to stuff my mouth.

The man’s cries turned to moans. I wasn’t sure how long he had been wearing his chastity cage, but I could only imagine how sensitive his dick was after being locked up for weeks, months, or even years. I wondered how it would feel again to have lips on my dick. But then again, I had wondered that long before I wore my chastity cage.

I was really getting into it now, turning my head as I went up and down on his cock and slurping up my excess drool. I couldn’t move my mouth fast or hard enough to satisfy my craving. I needed more. My hands reached around and grabbed his ass and I pulled it towards me, helping him to fuck my mouth.

I let out a moan as my dick throbbed in its cage. It felt so good to be sucking cock again. I couldn’t believe I had ever doubted my destiny to be a sissy. I clearly was meant to be one.

Heels clicked behind me on the hard cement floors and I felt a pat on my head. “That’s enough for now, Danielle,” Scarlett said.

I didn’t want to stop, but I obeyed my orders. As I pulled my mouth off of his dick, my tongue ran wild along it, licking every last bit of it as a parting gift. With my mouth now empty, I looked up. The man was breathing heavily and Scarlett was grinning at me.

“Well done. You’ve passed phase one and shown us that this pathetic penis still works. Now we can begin phase two. Do you think you’re ready?” she said to me.

I was more exhausted than I had realized so I just nodded my answer to her as I caught my breath.

Scarlett let out a chuckle. “You’re going to love phase two,” she laughed out.


Chapter 5

Graduation

“Stand up,” Scarlett ordered me. I did as I was told, standing up to face her and breaking my attention away from the cock I had just been sucking. “The next phase of your final test is one that I know you have been longing for. If you successfully complete it, you will have completed your training to become an official sissy.”

I nodded my understanding as I waited for more information. Ruby took the pause as a chance to approach us. Her arms were crossed and she had her normal devilish grin on her face.

“Congratulations, Danielle. You finally get to have a real cock in your ass,” she said.

Scarlett shook her head at her, annoyed. “If you want to be crass about it, then yes. That is what the final part of your test will be,” she said to me.

I felt my breathing growing heavy again despite it having just calmed down. Scarlett’s lips were moving, but I couldn’t hear anything. I was lost in my own thoughts.

This is it. After weeks of teasing it, they finally want me to be fucked by a man. There’s no going back after this. Can I really accept this? Can I really let myself get fucked?

“Well, Danielle?” she said loudly, snapping me out of my thoughts.

I shook my head to clear my mind. “I’m sorry. What was that, Mistress?” I said nervously.

She glared at me as Ruby took the opportunity to smack my ass with her riding crop. “Daydreaming about it already, are you?” she teased. “I will not repeat myself again so listen close. But first, don’t you dare let that dick go soft again.”

I looked down and saw the man’s dick starting to go limp. I reached down and started stroking it. It was still wet with my saliva which help me rub it easier.

“Very good,” Scarlett continued. “You are to use everything that you have observed and learned from watching Ruby and me get fucked over these last several weeks. You are to fuck this dick until it cums. Do you understand? To become a true sissy, you must make a cock orgasm inside of you. You must want it that badly.”

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

Ruby extended her hand which was holding a bottle of lube. “You’re going to need this,” she said.

I took the bottle from her and looked back at the dick. The dick that would end my sissy virginity. I squirted some lube on it and slathered it around, stroking it more to make sure it stayed nice and hard for me. I turned around so that my ass was facing it and pulled down my panties as far as I could, just to the top of my thigh highs as the garter belt blocked them from going any lower.

I inhaled a deep breath and let it out as I reached around and grabbed the man’s cock. I realized at that moment that I didn’t even need to think about the various sexual positions my mistresses had shown me, I instinctively knew exactly how I would take cock.

I did, however, think back to my second session when Scarlett first taught me sissy workouts. The first exercise she showed me was a squat. While I didn’t need to get as low as a squat would normally take me, getting into the right position would be exactly what was needed. So, just as if I was starting a squat, I pushed my ass back towards the cock as it pressed against my asshole, using my hand to guide it. I kept pushing until it finally popped in. I gasped at the sensation of being penetrated while the man behind me groaned.

I did it. I finally have a cock in my ass. But now what? He’s not going to do anything…

Now I recalled the first time I watched Ruby get fucked. She was on all fours as the man, Keith, fucked her doggy style. She had started pushing back on his cock to help him fuck her harder. So that’s what I would do, too. I pushed my ass back, letting it consume his cock until I felt his skin on mine.

It felt strange, but in a good way. It wasn’t as long or thick as the dildos that my mistresses had trained me with, but it was real. I could feel it squirm and pulse in me.

I moved my ass forward, up the shaft of the cock, and then pushed it back again. I continued up and down, bouncing on his cock. The man moaned each time his dick filled my ass and I pressed back against his hips, making sure it all went in.

My knees were starting to ache so I stood up straight with his dick all the way inside me. I just barely moved my ass up and down on his cock as I ground my ass against him. His moans were getting louder and I could feel the pleasure pulsing through his entire body.

“That’s right. Take that cock, sissy,” Ruby shouted at me.

I leaned back down, wanting to feel it move in and out of me more, and wished I had something in front of me to hold on to. Something I could use to push back against so I could really fuck him. Instead, I placed my hands on my thighs to brace myself as I pushed myself back harder.

My chest was heaving and my mouth was agape as heavy breaths and moans escaped it. I threw my head back and bit my lip as the feeling of the cock pounding my ass grew better and better.

“Ruby, I think Danielle may be our crowning achievement,” I heard Scarlett say.

“I believe you’re right, Scarlett. We may never find a sissy so eager. So devoted to cock as our dear Danielle,” Ruby replied.

“Mmhmm,” I moaned.

They both giggled at my agreement.

The man’s cock felt bigger now. And harder. Its head was swollen and throbbing. I pushed back harder and faster knowing he was close. He started groaning loudly and his body felt like it was convulsing behind me. Then it happened. His dick burst within me. Even though I knew it was coming, the feeling still startled me and made me jump.

I stopped moving and let it empty its load and fill me up. He sighed loudly with each breath he let out. I slowly pulled my ass off his dick and clasped my hand over my asshole to keep his cum inside. I looked at Scarlett and then Ruby. They both had smiles from ear to ear.

“With one sissy’s retirement comes the birth of a new sissy,” Ruby bellowed triumphantly.

Scarlett nodded in agreement. “Indeed,” she said. “Congratulations, Danielle. You just graduated from sissy training. You’re officially a sissy.”

I smiled back at them proudly. “Thank you, Mistresses,” I replied.

Scarlett’s face suddenly turned into a grimace as she noticed my hand on my asshole. “Go clean yourself up before you spill any of that on our floors. If you do, you will be licking it up,” she snarled.

“Yes, Mistress,” I exclaimed as I scampered off towards the bathroom, my hand still pressing against my asshole, hoping not to leak out any cum from within.

I actually did it. I completed my sissy training. Ten weeks ago I didn’t even know what a sissy was and I would have never expected to be willing to take cock inside me let alone enjoy it. What a naive man I was. But now my mind has been opened to a new lifestyle and now I finally have an identity. And I’m finally happy.
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