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Part 1

Initiation






Chapter 1
Finding a Trainer
As I sat in front of my computer, the blue glow of the screen gently lighting up the otherwise dark room, I looked down at my body. I was instantly filled with shame and disappointment. I had never been into sports or working out and my body was proof of that. I was flabby and weak, and the combination was hurting my confidence and my chances with women.
Lately, I had become tired of being single and alone so I had made a point to be more outgoing and talk to more women. But no matter how hard I tried, it seemed as if I could never get the time of day from them. For this, I blamed my body.
I sighed as I poked my flabby belly and watched as my finger pressed in and then my belly jiggled as I pulled it out.
Why did I ever let myself get this way? I guess it doesn’t matter because I don’t have to stay this way. I can still get in shape.
Despite wanting to get in better shape for a while, I felt like this was my turning point. I knew I could do it.
Maybe I just need a little help. A little guidance. Someone to help keep me accountable.
I decided to look online for a local physical trainer. I didn’t want to go to a big gym and be seen by lots of people as I struggled to do basic exercises or be one of a large group in some fitness class that I could easily just disappear from. I wanted a one-on-one, personal trainer that would whip me into shape. Literally if need be. So I started browsing classified ads to look for exactly that.
At first I found a lot of gimmicky ads. Some promised that they would get you into shape in just one week, some implied that they would provide you with steroids to boost muscle growth, and some were insanely expensive. Finally, I found an ad that appeared to be exactly what I needed. It read, “Training for Sissies! Let us spank you into shape! Must be willing to do everything we say.”
This sounds perfect! They sound like they will definitely hold me accountable and it’s targeted towards wusses like me.
Reading the ad made me excited and gave me a feeling of hope. My gut told me that this was the answer to all of my issues and that these trainers would transform me into a better version of myself. A version that would bring me true happiness.
I quickly sent a text message to the number listed in the ad. I said, “Hello! I saw your ad for training in the classifieds and I am very interested and would love to start ASAP!”
I hit send and instantly felt like a weight was lifted off my back. I was finally doing what I needed to in order to improve myself.
A few minutes later I received a response that read, “Very well. Meet us at 6969 Domingo Blvd tomorrow at 9am sharp. Do not be late.”
Reading their response made me swell up with enthusiasm. I was so energized that I felt like I could get started early by going out for a run this very second. However, just as I stood up, I received another message. “We do not allow body hair in our facility. You must shave before arriving,” it said.
I was taken aback by the second message and had to read it multiple times to make sure I was reading it correctly.
No body hair allowed? That’s a bizarre rule. Is that a cleanliness thing? Or maybe hairless bodies have been proven to perform better for all athletics? Swimmers and cyclists shave their bodies, right? And it seems like most buff guys all have shaved chests. I guess it’s not that weird.
I was still a little put off by the request, but in the end I decided to do it. Devoting my time to shaving my body would encourage me to follow through with the program and show them that I was taking it seriously. The ad did say that I must be willing to do everything they said. Maybe this was an elaborate test as initiation?
Whatever the reason, there was only one way to find out. I hurried to the store to buy razors and shaving cream and then got to work on the first step of my body’s transformation.
✽✽✽
 
When I had finished shaving my body, I was surprisingly tired. And not just because I was out of shape, but because it took a lot more work than I had expected. I turned on the shower to rinse off the remaining shaving cream from my now hairless body. The touch of the water was extremely cold and sensitive, far more than ever before. The sensation of my hands on my bare legs was surreal. They were now smooth and soft, like a woman’s. It was different feeling, but not in a bad way.
While I was at the store, I also took the time to purchase healthy groceries as I was motivated to get a kick start on my new lifestyle. I no longer had time to go for a run or get started working out after taking so long shaving my body, but I figured the least I could do was make myself a healthy meal. So I whipped together a quick salad and while it wasn’t as good as the pizza I had been planning on eating, I knew my body would be better for eating it.
I soon went to bed with my heart racing and my mind swarming with possibilities of what my new trainer would have me do and what their facility looked like. Would I be taking a sledge hammer to a truck tire in an old warehouse that they’ve updated into a gym? Would I be lifting weights in the garage of their house?
I knew I could quickly find out by searching the address online, but I decided I would leave it a surprise. Looking it up now would just give me time to find faults in the location or see bad reviews and then I would never get started. I needed to go in with an open mind.
As my curiosity died down, I finally drifted off to sleep with a smile on my face and hope in my heart that tomorrow would be the first day of my new, improved life.




Chapter 2
First Day
I made my way towards the provided address, anxious to start my first day of training. The street contained a long row of tall buildings, however, the specific address appeared to be located at the bottom of a staircase underneath the buildings.
Walking down the staircase gave me the creeps. It was dimly lit and seemed in ill repair with dirt and trash covering the steps. When I made it to the door at the bottom of the steps, there was no signs or anything letting me know that it was a gym, but next to the door was poorly painted white numbers which matched the address they had provided me.
How do they expect to get new clients when they have no logo or signage advertising their business?
Seeing their lack of signage actually felt good. It wasn’t going to be a popular, crowded gym in which I would feel self conscious working out. I looked down at the black gym shorts and dark blue athletic t-shirt I was wearing and felt ready to begin. So I reached out my hand to knock on the door as I exhaled a deep breath.
The door was old and was made out of a heavy metal. My knocks echoed through the stairway behind me. Suddenly, a rectangular slit slammed opened in front of me as two dark, sultry eyes now stared at me through the opening.
“Who is it?” asked the person on the other side. The voice was feminine yet very firm and strong. I could tell that they would not take ‘no’ for an answer.
“Hi, uhh, it’s Daniel. I texted you yesterday about training and you said to be here at nine today,” I replied.
The door’s slit quickly slammed closed and I heard muffled speaking on the other side. The door’s locks made a loud clunking noise as the bolts were removed and then the heavy door slowly opened. Once the door was opened wide enough, a hand waved me in. After I stepped inside, the door quickly slammed shut behind me.
I turned to look at the loud crashing sound behind me and saw a tall, slender woman wearing all black locking the door. When she noticed me looking she flashed me a grin and then stood upright. She walked around me and joined another woman who was shorter, but equally as slim.
The ceiling lights flickered behind them in this large, sparsely lit room. I tried to look around, to see what kind of equipment I might see, but it was hard to see much. Oddly enough, I thought I could see that the brick walls of the room were covered in chains and there was a bed at the back of the room.
Why would there be a bed?
I quickly realized that the two women were staring at me with their hands on their hips. I looked at first one who had greeted me. She wore tight black leather pants with black high heels below them. Up top she wore a matching black tank top which seemed surprisingly tight for someone who would be working out. It also held down her breasts, though I could still see sizable mounds coming out from her chest. Her dark black hair was tied up in a bun and her makeup was perfectly done. Her lips were painted crimson red and her eyes thick with black mascara and eyeshadow.
My eyes next went to the woman standing beside her. She was wearing a short black leather skirt with a matching black leather bra above it, leaving her midsection very exposed. Below her skirt she wore sheer black thigh high stockings which flowed into tall, black stiletto heels. Her black hair was hanging down at shoulder length and she also wore red lipstick and black mascara. I could see her flat abs on her exposed stomach and felt encouraged that I was at the right place. Even if, for a physical trainer, her outfit seemed very odd.
Because I had texted with them to schedule my appointment and never heard their voices, I hadn’t realized that I would be trained by women and I wasn’t sure that they realized that I would be a man. Perhaps that’s why they were insistent on me shaving my body?
Each woman looked fierce and intimidating. I waited for them to start talking, but they just stared at me, sizing me up with their arms now held behind their backs. I decided to break the silence. “Hello, I’m Daniel. I’m excited to get started training with you both. I think I’m ready for whatever you want me to do. I even shaved my body, just as you requested,” I said. I pointed at my hairless legs as I said the last part to show them.
They both snickered at my words and then looked at each other. The shorter one snapped her head back at me. “If you are a sissy. Your name will be Danielle,” she said flatly.
Danielle? I guess this is their tactic to whip me into shape? By calling me a girl to motivate me to become a man? Alright, I can play along.
I shrugged and said, “Okay, I am Danielle.”
The other woman glared at me as she said, “You are a very fat sissy. You will require a lot of work.”
I sighed as I looked down at my pudgy body. She was right. “Yes,” I let out. “But that’s why I’m here. I’m hoping you can whip me into shape.”
The tall woman leaned over to the shorter woman and whispered into her ear. I tried to listen in, but couldn’t make out any words. When the conversation appeared to be done, the shorter woman nodded her head and said, “Yes, I agree.”
“Before we begin, we have three basic rules that every potential… client of ours must agree to before we accept them,” the tall one said.
“Alright. What are they?” I asked.
“Rule number one is that you must not tell anyone about us. Privacy is very important to us and our other clients,” she said. I nodded my acceptance and she continued, “Rule number two is that you must do everything you are told without question. Disobedience, complaining, and arguing will result in severe punishments.”
Punishments? How would a physical trainer possibly punish me?
“Rule number three is the most important,” she started. She walked over to a cabinet against the wall and opened it wide. She reached in and I heard rustling of objects as she looked for what she wanted. She must have found it because she returned to where she was standing with a pleased look on her face.
She then extended her arm towards me holding a small pink object. “Rule number three is that you must always wear this,” she said with a grin stretched across her face.




Chapter 3
Getting Started
I leaned forward to get a closer look at the object in her hand. It was small, pink, and plastic looking and somewhat resembled a penis.
“What is that?” I asked.
The shorter woman crossed her arms and said, “It is a chastity cage. We’ve found that our male clients are too easily distracted by their genitals. We insist that they wear these cages so they can focus on their more important tasks such as their transformation.”
I suddenly felt uneasy as I looked at the cage in the woman’s hand. “Are you saying this thing goes on my dick?” I asked.
“Yes,” the woman said flatly.
They want me to wear something on my dick? This is getting weird fast. I wanted to go all in with this training, but this may be too much for me.
“I guess I don’t see how that will help me get in shape,” I replied as I scratched the back of my head.
“I’ve already explained the reason and I will not repeat myself,” she said.
I thought back at her reason. She said that men tend to get distracted by their genitals. Sadly, that was true. I had wasted many days and nights watching porn and jerking off rather than doing what I was supposed to be doing.
I’ve already shaved my entire body and come out here… What’s the harm in trying this cage. Who am I to dispute their training methods? They’re clearly in much better shape than me.
I let out a short sigh and then accepted their rule, “Okay. I’ll do it.” I stepped forward and took the cage from her hand.
“Very good,” said the tall one. “Put it on and then we can get started.”
I looked around for a bathroom, but couldn’t see any in the dimly lit room. Before I could ask them, they both suddenly turned around as if telling me to do it right here and now. I turned around as well and peaked over my shoulder to make sure they weren’t looking. When I was sure, I unzipped my pants and opened them just enough to pull out my dick. After a moment spent figuring out how the device worked, I put it on and connected the two pieces. I noticed that there was a small lock and that the cage wouldn’t stay connected without it. Putting the lock in and turning the key made me nervous, but so far the cage felt fine. Or at least it didn’t hurt.
I pulled my pants up and turned around as I said, “Okay, it’s on.”
Both women turned back to look at me and the tall one again held out her hand. “Your keys,” she said.
I didn’t like the idea of suddenly handing over keys to my dick to complete strangers. “Why don’t we try it out for today and if I like it then I’ll consider giving you a key?” I suggested. “I mean, I don’t even know your names. I can’t surrender these keys to you if I don’t even know you.”
The women didn’t flinch. “Your keys. Then names,” said the tall one.
They drive a hard bargain. I guess I’ll have to put my faith in them if I want to better myself.
I closed my eyes and took a chance. My arm reached out and dropped the keys to my new chastity cage in her hand.
“Very good, Danielle,” she said. I opened my eyes just in time to watch her stuff my keys in her bra. “My name is Scarlett and this is Ruby.”
“Nice to meet you both,” I said.
They both nodded at me and then Scarlett continued, “Our training is no nonsense. You show up late, you disobey, argue, or complain, or you beg for your dick’s release. You will be punished. Multiple failings will get you kicked out. Do you understand?”
“Yes, of course,” I said, agreeing.
“Our training is also… unorthodox to some, but we assure you, you will achieve results.”
“That’s what I’m here for.”
Scarlett nodded at Ruby who then walked away. “Today you will be put through various exercises to test your commitment to both improving yourself and to us,” she said.
I interrupted enthusiastically, “I’m ready for whatever you throw at me.”
She glowered at me for a moment and then continued, “No matter what you think of any of our training, you must trust us and do as you are told. Do you understand?”
This time I just nodded my response which Scarlett seemed to appreciate. Soon, Ruby returned with a bag.
“In this bag is what will be your standard uniform, though some days will call for special uniforms depending on what your training will be,” Ruby said as she handed it to me. “You may change behind the divider.”
She pointed towards the corner of the room which contained a folding divider. I took the clothes, walked behind it, and set the bag down on a chair before getting undressed. While I was naked, I took the chance to really inspect the chastity cage I was wearing. It was wrapped around my balls and seemed pretty secure. I couldn’t help but wonder what would happen if I became aroused while wearing it.
I picked out the first piece of clothing which was a pair of pink leggings. It was a little odd, but I know plenty of guys wear compression tights when they workout so maybe that’s what they were. I decided to look through the rest of the clothes before getting dressed. Also in the pile was a tank top, sports bra, and thong. Every piece was bright pink.
I guess they’re really testing my dedication. That or they really want to play up the whole “I’m not a man, I’m Danielle” thing.
To be honest, I was a little curious how it would all feel to wear. Plus, I figured that women always wear outfits just like this to workout so it couldn’t be that bad. So decided to play along and put it on.
I started with the thong, pulling it all the way up until it flossed my butt crack. Next, I put on the leggings. I could tell they were meant to be high waisted, but every time I pulled them all the way up, they just slipped down off my belly. The sports bra was next. I put each arm through as I pulled it over my head and down onto my chest. It fit well and actually seemed to support my flabby chest comfortably. Last, I put on the tank top to cover my torso. I was glad to find that it was loose fitting.
There wasn’t a mirror anywhere near, but I could only guess how silly I looked. However, I knew that no one else was here to see me so I shrugged it off and made my way back towards my new trainers. As I approached them, I felt myself starting to shake nervously, finding myself more self conscious than I had thought I was. While there was no one else in the building, I was still dressed in a pink woman’s workout outfit in front of these two gorgeous ladies.
If I can start to feel confident wearing this in front of Scarlett and Ruby, then I can learn to become confident in front of any woman. This is going to be a great learning experience.
I had expected them to laugh at me when I returned, but they still wore serious expressions on their faces. I was relieved for that, but now I was growing anxious for what was to come and whatever their unorthodox training would be.
“Let’s get started,” Scarlett said.
It was time to find out.




Chapter 4
First Lessons
“First we will work on that pathetic body of yours while also improving your mindset,” said Scarlett with a look of disgust on her face. “Get on all fours.”
The longer I was in the room, the more I was starting to notice that there really wasn’t anything that looked like gym equipment. There were no treadmills, ellipticals, or other cardio machines. Nor were there any strength training machines. I couldn’t even see any dumbbells anywhere. What kind of gym was this?
I got on all fours as I was told. Ruby then walked over to me and put something around my neck. I felt it tighten and suddenly became alarmed, my hand reaching up and grabbing it, trying to loosen it around my neck. It felt like a leather strap. Then I heard the rustle of a chain and looked up to see Ruby handing Scarlett a chain leash that was attached to my leather collar.
I wanted to burst out and complain, to question why I would need to wear a leash, but I knew that would be breaking the rules. I had to just trust their process and see where it took me.
Scarlett started walking, the clicking of her heels echoing through the loud room. I wasn’t sure what she wanted me to do, but quickly figured it out as she tugged my leash and beckoned me to follow. I started crawling after her on all fours.
“Beg me, Danielle. Beg me to train you,” she commanded me as she gave my leash another firm tug.
She had warned me that their training would be unusual, but never would I have expected this. I crawled faster, trying to cut down the tension on the collar so she couldn’t pull it as hard. And then I begged, “Please train me, Scarlett. Please!”
Her eyes glared at me and she responded with a grunt and another tug of the leash.
I had to assume she wanted more so I continued to beg, “I’m desperate. I’m tired of living like this… unhappy and lonely. I know there’s a better version of myself inside that is waiting to be unleashed, but I need help. I need training. Please! Please train me!”
Scarlett’s heels came to a screeching halt. She turned to look at me and gave me a nod. “Very good. Don’t worry, I will get that sissy out of you,” she said.
I started to get up, assuming the lesson, initiation, or whatever that was had been completed, but as I did I felt a quick and sharp pain across my ass. I settled back down to the floor and reached back to rub my now sore ass.
Two more heeled feet stepped beside me and I looked up to see Ruby staring down at me, holding a long leather stick in her hand.
“We did not say that you were done crawling, sissy!” she shouted at me.
I put my head down to await my next prompt. Once Scarlett started walking again, I resumed my following on all fours. And I continued doing so for what felt like a long time.
By the time Ruby came up to unstrap my leash and collar, I felt exhausted. My knees sore, my hands cold from the cement floor, and my body sweaty. I was surprised to admit it, but that felt like a solid workout. My heart rate was elevated and it had really made me sweat.
I stood up and wiped the sweat off my forehead and let out a sigh. I noticed I had a smile on my face as I looked at Scarlett in front of me. I was doing it. I was finally taking the first step towards bettering myself.
“Crawling is good for two things,” she said. “Obedience and cardio.”
I nodded my agreement.
“We will not have enough time during our sessions to do all of your necessary training and also fix all of your… many body flaws. We will expect you to do at least an hour of cardio every day outside of your training with us. Running, walking, or crawling. That will be your choice, but our requirement.
“We will also expect you to adhere to a strict diet. If you obey us, your disgusting, fat man body will quickly transform into one that’s slender and sexy,” she said.
“Yes, of course,” I said.
“If we discover that you’re not dieting or not working out. There will be severe punishments.”
This was everything I wanted. Someone to hold me accountable and push me to get in shape. “I understand,” I said excitedly.
“We will meet once a week for three hours and you will pay us $300 per session. This will cover our fees as well as the cost of the uniforms we will provide you,” she continued.
That’s a little steep, but I think I need to give it a try.
“Alright,” I agreed.
“If you have any questions, this is will be your last opportunity to ask.”
My brain raced, trying to think of questions. It finally settled on one that felt pressing and concerning. “What about the keys to this chastity cage?” I asked.
“What about them?” Scarlett replied.
“When do I get them back? Do I give them to you at the start of a session and you give them back at the end?”
Her face remained emotionless as she stared at me. “No. You will receive your keys back when we deem you worthy of them,” she said. “As we said earlier. Your silly male genitals will only distract you from your training.”
Having her hold on to the keys to the cage around my dick was terrifying, but I felt my dick reacting to the idea. Here was this gorgeous, dominating woman, holding power over my dick in an effort to help me improve myself. It was the most attention any woman had given my dick in a long time. And I knew she had a point. Instead of wasting time jerking off, I would rededicate my time to work out and make healthy meals. Not being able to touch my dick for a little while could be a worthy sacrifice if I did everything she wanted me to.
“Alright, I can accept that,” I said.
“To fully accept it, you must sign our contract and confidentiality statement,” she said as Ruby held out a bundle of papers and a pen.
I took the papers quickly scanned the first page which talked about the cost of the sessions, agreeing to a 10 session commitment, etc. The second page was all about confidentiality and how they would agree to not disclose my participation in their training and I must agree to do the same for them. There were a few more pages, but I assumed it was all just legal mumbo jumbo so I set the papers down on the hard cement floor and signed them.
“Here you go,” I said, handing the signed papers to Scarlett.
She took the papers and pen and quickly signed them as well. A smile formed on her face as she tucked the papers under her arm. “It’s time for your next lesson,” she said.




Chapter 5
Punishment
My hands were suddenly pulled behind me and I felt rope binding them together. Already, I knew better than to resist, but I had to fight my instinctive urge to do so. I glanced over my shoulder and saw Ruby fast at work tying my wrists together.
When I saw her step away, I tried pulling my arms apart to test the strength of the bind and found them very tight and sturdy. I wasn’t getting out of these constraints alone. My heart started beating harder as I struggled more with the rope, trying to loosen them enough to feel comfortable and safe.
“Stop fighting!” Ruby ordered me as she smacked me with her leather stick.
“Ow!” I shouted as I again felt pain throbbing across my butt cheek. “What was that for? And how can I possibly do any training while my arms are tied behind my back?” I asked indignantly.
Ruby gasped and Scarlett’s eye’s bulged open. I immediately knew I had broken their rule.
“To the bed!” growled Scarlett.
Ruby grabbed my bound wrists and pushed me forward, towards the bed at the back of the room. My heart was pounding even harder now as I worried about what they were going to do to me and how they would punish me.
The bed had a dark black wood frame with four tall posts on each corner. It was draped with large red curtains and the bedding was dark gray. When we approached it, Ruby pushed me onto it so that I laid helplessly on my stomach. I felt cold hands touch my waist as they grabbed the sides of my leggings and pulled them down to my knees. I was shocked that they had just exposed my ass like that and even more afraid.
A hand touched my ass and started rubbing my cheek tenderly. Despite my fear, I felt my dick coming to life and enlarging in its cage.
Scarlett walk to the side of the bed. She reached down and grabbed the hair on the back of my head, lifting it up off the bed. “You broke rule number two and for that, you will be punished,” Scarlett said. She dropped my head, letting it fall back onto the bed.
My teeth were clenched tight as I awaited my punishment, expecting more strikes to my ass cheeks. I watched Scarlett walk to the wall where there was an array of long objects hanging. She selected one and pulled it off the wall before returning to the side of the bed. She handed the long, flat object to Ruby and then lowered herself onto one knee so that she was closer to my face.
“Do you understand why we must do this?” she asked me.
“Because I broke your rule?” I answered.
She nodded. “Partially, yes. But also because we need you to learn your place. Obedience is the most important trait of a sissy.”
What? Why would I want to have a trait of a sissy?
I started to ask, but before I could I felt the hard smack of the object across my ass. My eyes opened wide with shock at the pain streaking across my cheeks.
“Ouch!” I yelled out.
“No complaining!” she yelled at me. Her head whipped to the side. “Again!”
Again, Ruby smacked my ass. This time harder. My butt cheeks radiated pain as I fought my urge to scream.
“Better,” Scarlett said. “Don’t worry, I see great potential in you, my little Danielle. We’re going to make you a perfectly obedient sissy.”
There it was again. She said she was going to make me a sissy. I couldn’t refrain from speaking. “But I don’t want to be a sissy. That’s why I came here, for a trainer to get me into shape. To become more manly!” I let out.
Scarlett looked back at Ruby and then they both laughed loudly. “Oh, you stupid, naïve man. You just signed up for sissy training. We will not be helping you become a man, we will be transforming you into a feminine, submissive sissy.”
“What? No, no, no. That’s not what I wanted,” I said frantically as I started struggling with my hands, trying to break free. “Untie me and let me go!”
Another hard smack hit my ass, making me flinch.
“Oh, no. I’m afraid we aren’t done with you. Plus, you signed a contract. You’re obligated to 10 classes,” said Scarlett.
“You can have the money, just give me my key and let me go.”
“I’ve signed the contact as well and I cannot allow myself to be so dishonest. I couldn’t just take your money like that. You will have to commit to your training as you said you would.”
I continued struggling. “But I don’t want to be a sissy! You can’t make me!” I yelled.
Scarlett snapped her finger at Ruby and she smacked my ass once more before hurrying off. “Oh, but we can, Danielle. You signed a contract explicitly requesting sissy training. We will just be providing the service requested of us,” she said to me.
My wrists were starting to hurt from my straining against my ties, my breath growing heavy from exerting myself. I decided to take a break to let myself recover while I tried to think of a way out of this situation.
I heart Ruby’s footsteps behind me and instantly felt my ass firm up in self defense. Instead of hitting my ass, however, this time she grabbed my tied wrists and pulled me down from the bed, onto my knees. I tried to stand up, but she firmly pushed me back down and kept her hands on my shoulders.
She tossed something to Scarlett who promptly set it down in front of my face. It was a large, thick, dildo that was shaped and colored like a penis. I stared at it in surprise as fear grabbed ahold of me.
“What the hell is that for?” I demanded.
Scarlett sat down on the bed next to me and pointed the dildo towards my mouth. “This is your next lesson, of course. Any good sissy knows how to properly suck dick,” she said.
“No. Not happening!” I said adamantly as I shook my head to reinforce my stance.
“If you want to consider it in terms of your desired physical training, then know that it will improve your lung capacity and help you learn to breath out of your nose which is key to most cardio,” she began. “Do understand this, Danielle. We do have one shared goal and that is to make you leaner. Stick with us and you will lose that gut of yours and watch your body transform into something more befitting you. In fact, if you do everything we say, I guarantee you will be happy with your body by the end of our sessions.”
Now I'm intrigued. If they can guarantee results, then maybe it will be worthwhile to try.
I looked at the dildo in front of me hesitantly. It was large and thick. Much bigger than my own. I took a deep gulp as I thought about what it might feel inside of me.
“Do I really have to suck this?” I asked. I desperately hoped she would change her mind.
“Yes. Suck the cock, sissy,” Scarlett said flatly.
My shoulders slumped as I processed what I was about to do.
It’s not a real cock. There are two beautiful women ordering you to do this. There’s no man in sight. Do it for them. And for yourself.
I let out a deep breath and then opened my mouth wide and pushed it forward, onto the dildo. My mouth wrapped around the fake cock as I moved my head back up the dildo. I looked at Scarlett and she gave me an approving nod so I continued, moving my head back down and feeling the dildo’s veins run along my tongue.
I was surprised to feel my dick start pressing against the walls of my chastity cage, clearly getting excited by me sucking the dildo. My dick wasn’t the only one getting excited. The more I moved my head up and down on the dildo, the more I found myself getting into it. I quickly feel into a groove and my mouth started salivating as I sucked on the dildo.
“Very good, Danielle. You’re a natural cock sucker,” Scarlett said enthusiastically as she watched me. “Now take it deep. Gag on the cock.”
I looked at her as I took the dildo as deep as I could in my mouth, trying to resist gagging, but eventually conceding to it. As I did it, I noticed Ruby moving behind me, but ignored her as I focused on my sucking.
“Remember to breathe out of your nose when your mouth is full,” she instructed.
I nodded as I pulled the dildo out for a moment to catch my breath. I focused on the dildo’s head while I regained my energy and then I tried taking the dildo deep in my mouth again, remembering to breathe out of my nose as I did. This time as I was preoccupied with deep throating the fake cock, I received a sudden surprise.
I felt my thong brushed to the side and then something wet touched my asshole. I tried to turn around to look, but the object suddenly pressed in, penetrating my asshole and pushing its way in. I flinched toward, deeper onto the dildo which caused me to gag more. I pulled my mouth off of the dildo and turned to see Ruby squatting behind me. The object pushed in further until I could feel her knuckles against my butt cheeks and I knew it was her finger.
I wanted to yell at her, to tell her to take it out, but it started feeling good as she pulled it back and pushed it back in. I resisted my urge to be mad and let her continue as I turned back to the dildo. My dick was throbbing now, enjoying these new experiences.
As I hungrily put my mouth back around the dildo and enjoyed the pleasure of Ruby’s finger pushing in and out of me, I couldn’t help but wonder…
Maybe I was meant to be a sissy.
I wasn’t even sure what being a sissy entailed, but I had a feeling I would soon find out. And if it was anything like this, I would enjoy it.




Part 2

Giving In






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.




Part 3

Sissy Maid Training






Chapter 1
New Training Plans
When I first sought out a personal trainer to help me get in shape, I never expected to accidentally sign up for sissy training. Back then, the sissy lifestyle wasn’t even on my radar. I had no idea there was a whole population of men who lived to serve others in any way their masters and mistresses desired. I wished I had known sooner, however, as now that I was five weeks into my sissy training program, I never wanted it to stop.
Despite my accidental enrollment into sissy training rather than physical training, my new trainers, Scarlett and Ruby, had promised me that they would still help me get in shape as part of my sissy training. In fact, they had guaranteed it. They were both no nonsense women who were going to hold me to a strict training and diet regimen which was exactly what I was looking for with my training. However, in order to get the physical training I also had to partake in their sissy training. During the first session, they made me give a pretend blow job to a dildo which, at the time, made me feel uneasy. Or at least I felt uneasy because I didn’t want to admit how much I liked it.
At my second training session, they taught me new workouts to help me get a more feminine figure, dressed me up in a fluffy pink dress, and taught me how to strut in high heels. There was no denying that I enjoyed that training and they could tell. They decided to escalate my training to really teach me how to become a cock receptacle. To do this, they both wore strap-ons while Scarlett fucked my mouth and Ruby fucked my ass. The feeling of having both of my holes filled with fake cocks turned me on so much that I couldn’t help but cum in my chastity cage.
For the third training session, they had given me butt plugs and required me to wear them a little bit each day along with a dildo which they required I practiced sucking each day. At the fourth session they taught me how to apply makeup and dressed me up in new girly outfits, all of which I loved. Then, at the fifth session, they had me completely dress myself and apply my own makeup and then had me practice serving them food and drinks.
Outside of my training with them, I continued my workouts and was having great success with them. Everyday they required that I do an hour of cardio along with a set of exercises to tone my butt and waist. “A good sissy is skinny, fit, and flexible with a round ass and hourglass curves,” they would remind me every week - and that had become my new fitness goal. I had already lost a couple dress sizes and was feeling more energetic, confident, and sexy. Not to mention happy.
They had also added the requirement for me to wear more and more women’s clothing during my every day life. At first it was just wearing a waist trainer to help form my feminine curves. Then, they made me start wearing bright girly colored panties every day. And the last time, they sent me home with some small bras that I was to wear. Each new assignment made me nervous to wear underneath my normal clothes when I went out in public. But soon my arousal from wearing them surpassed my anxiety and I looked forward to it. Putting on my girly clothes quickly became the first thing I did every morning.
However, while I was very happy with the work I was doing outside of my sessions with my trainers, I was growing more disappointed with their actual training. While I enjoyed and looked forward to the fuckings, the rest of it seemed a bit half assed. I knew there was far more to this sissy lifestyle that they weren’t teaching me and I longed for more.
As my next, sixth, training session approached, I was considering discussing it with them. I didn’t want to come off as disobedient or ungrateful, but I thought I could find a way to broach the subject that would make them proud and show them how eager I was to advance in my training.
However, two days before my next session, I received a package in the mail and upon opening it, I quickly discovered that my sissy training would be taking another leap forward without me needing to talk to them.
The first thing I found in the package was a note. It read:
“Danielle,

 
Your training has progressed faster than we could have ever imagined. You truly are a natural sissy. Because of this, we have been forced to think outside the box to provide you with lessons beyond the normal scope of our introductory training.

 
Your next training session will be at a new location. Its address is provided at the bottom of this letter. You are to arrive at this location at your normal time, fully dressed in the provided uniform with full makeup as we have taught you.

 
Know this - when you are in public or at another assigned location as a sissy, you are a representative of ours. As always, failure to comply, obey, or hold yourself to our standards will result in a severe punishment.

 
S+R”

 
Training at a new location? What could that mean?
I set the letter aside and eagerly began to unpack the box to find clues for what my next training would be. It didn’t take long to figure it out as the first item I pulled out was a black dress with white lace trim and a white collar. Below it was a fluffy white petticoat and a white apron.
This looks like a maid’s outfit. Are they going to make me clean?
I set the dress and apron down and continued going through the box. Also inside were the black high heels that I had worn during my previous training with them, black thigh high stockings, a black lacy bra, a brunette wig, and a small pouch of makeup supplies. At the bottom I also found a small headband; it was black with white lace. Seeing that made me certain that this was a maid’s outfit.




Chapter 2
Becoming a Sissy Maid
That Saturday, I woke up early to start my normal routine for my sissy training days. I had a healthy breakfast of eggs and fruit along with a cup of coffee to give me plenty of energy for the day ahead. Then, I took a shower and shaved my legs, body, and face to become sissy smooth. The major difference today was that instead of my normal sissy training uniform of a bright pink sports bra and leggings, I had my new maid’s uniform to wear.
I laid out my uniform on my bed, separating every piece neatly. They had provided me everything I would need except panties, but I had plenty of those already. I picked out a black thong that I thought would complement my outfit and pulled it on, tucking my chastity cage down as I tried to make my crotch look smooth and feminine. Next, I picked up the black sheer thigh highs and slipped them on, one by one, feeling the smooth touch of the stockings along my bare legs.
The lacy black bra was next. I put my arms through the straps and connected it in the back. It was a B cup with lots of padding which lifted up my flabby chest and make me look as if I had real women-like breasts. The final undergarment I would put on was my waist trainer that I wore on most days. I wrapped it around my waist and connected each hook on the tightest setting to help improve my increasingly feminine curves. I was delighted to feel the waist trainer fit easier these days, proving that I had been losing weight.
With my lingerie on, it was time to put on my dress. I stepped through the dress and pulled it up before putting my arms through the sleeves and zipping it up in the back. It fit me well; it was snug around my body and then flared out past my hips. I slipped the petticoat up and under the dress, puffing out the flared dress more. The final piece of my outfit was the apron. I picked it up off of my bed and looped it around my waist, tying it in the back. It was all white with a lace trim and was the perfect length to cover my dress.
I can’t believe I’m dressed as a maid. Are they really going to make me clean someone’s house?
Now that I was fully dressed, it was time to apply my makeup and put on my wig. I walked back into my bathroom with my wig and makeup supplies. I had only done my own makeup a couple times before and wasn’t very good at it yet. My trainers seemed to agree as they only gave me a few containers of makeup to put on to keep things simple. They included foundation, mascara, eye liner, and lipstick. I applied each one carefully, being willing to wipe off any mistakes I made along the way and start over. When it looked acceptable, I forced myself to stop and put everything away because I was running low on time.
At last, it was time for the wig. I had only worn this wig for them once, briefly. I wore it the last time they pegged me as they said they wanted me to experience what it would be like with long, feminine hair. It constantly stuck to my sweaty face and always seemed to find its way to get on the dildo and then into my mouth as I sucked. I understood that long beautiful hair can make a woman look sexy and elegant, but by that first experience, it seemed very annoying and cumbersome. I knew I didn’t have a choice, however, so I put it on as I watched myself in the mirror.
With my look now complete, I stood up and walked to a full sized mirror to admire myself. Every time I looked at myself, fully dressed up in women’s clothing, it alarmed me. I had allowed my trainers to convince me to dress up so easily and willingly and each week I was looking more feminine. I was always startled by my appreciation for the feeling of being dressed like a woman as well. I would have thought I would be used to it by now, but every time I dressed up and saw myself in the mirror, it gave me a rush of pleasure and sexual energy. It was like for that moment I was another person with different needs and desires.
I ran my hands down my new body and outfit as I admired my new curves and waistline, finishing by pushing my chastity cage down more. I hadn’t touched my dick in six weeks now, but as each day passed, I found myself missing it less. I had discovered new methods of pleasure these days and I felt as if I no longer needed it. All I needed was my mouth and my asshole. Or rather, my sissy pussy.
It was nearly time to go now so I ordered myself a taxi. I used to take the bus to get everywhere, but I was still too shy to be seen by so many people in public while I was dressed in my sissy clothing. So these days I ordered taxis so I only had to be seen by one person. It would still be an awkward ride, but living in a big city, I doubt I was the only man dressed in women’s clothing that they would see.
As my taxi arrived, I slipped on my high heels and hurried out the door. The driver gave me a bemused look as I entered his car which I countered with a smile. At last, I was finally on my way to the address my mistresses provided me. I would soon learn what that location was and what my new training would be.




Chapter 3
Filled Again
When my taxi pulled up to the address provided, I thanked the driver and rushed out of his car to the front door. The address belonged to a house in a residential area. Luckily, it was the last house on a dead end road, though there were still several other houses easily in view. As I knocked on the door, I kept my head down so that my wig fell across my face, preventing any casual bystanders from seeing my face, the part of me that would easily give me away, despite the makeup I covered it with.
The door eventually creaked open, revealing Ruby. She was wearing a long, flowing black robe with her signature black stilettos. She had a devious grin on her face as her hand blocked the doorway and thus, my entrance. I stood patiently, waiting for her to let me in, but she was preoccupied by reviewing my outfit and appearance.
“Good, you showed up. And in your new uniform. Come in, maid,” she finally said as she lowered her arm.
I hurried inside while she slowly closed the door behind me. The front room of the house was dimly lit as the windows were all blocked by closed blinds and curtains. It had a cream colored carpet with a brown sofa and matching chairs. They all had a dingy look, not necessarily in a gross way, but in showing a definite need for cleaning.
I guess that really is why I’ve come here today.
“Follow me,” Ruby said as she began walking out of the room and down a hallway. I followed close by, eager to see the rest of what I assumed was her house. She stopped in front of the first room on the left side of the hall, and motioned her arm in a way to tell me to enter. “You will find the rest of your uniform in here. I trust you will know how to put them on. Or in.”
I peered my head around the doorway of the room to see that it was a bathroom. Hesitantly, I walked in and looked around for what she was talking about. I quickly found three items on the counter that were clearly meant for me. There was a small bottle of lube and two black penis-shaped objects. One of these objects had a long, curved base to it and I instantly recognized that it was a butt plug. The other had a long strap attached to it and as I only had one more hole to fill, I assumed it would go in my mouth while the strap wrapped around my head to hold it in.
Ruby crossed her arms and stared at me from the hallway. It was awkward having to slather the plug with lube and insert it inside of me with her watching, but she had fucked me several times before, so it wasn’t anything she hadn’t seen before. The plug felt good inside of me. It wasn’t nearly as long as the dildos they typically fucked me with, but it was long enough for something that would stay inside me for awhile and it was longer and thicker than the one I wore in my free time.
Next, I grabbed the other object and put it inside my mouth. It was about four inches long and looked like a little penis, though in all honesty, it might have been bigger than my own, even back when it was allowed to get hard. I could feel the ridge of the penis head and the bumps of its veins as it slid inside my mouth and to the back of my throat.
I started to pull the straps around my head when Ruby suddenly stepped closer and took the straps from me. She pulled them tight which forced the dildo further into my mouth and caused me to gag. My eyes watered as I tried to adjust my mouth and tongue around the fake dick snuggly inside me. Ruby looped the straps through the hook and then I heard a click sound as she stepped away.
“Scarlett and I had a discussion. We decided that at your current level of sissiness, you should have both of your holes filled at all times. For maximum training,” she said as she continued to grin at me, clearly enjoying the discomfort I was in.
I was still struggling to stop myself from gagging and now I was struggling to breath as well. I tried to calm myself as I reflected back over my old lessons. One of the first things they taught me about sucking dick was to breath out of my nose. At this moment, my mouth was too full to be used for anything but sucking so it made sense. I started taking big breaths in and out through my nose and was finally able to relax.
Ruby glared at me, watching me work through my issue and nodded when she noticed I had overcome the challenge. “Very good. Your uniform is now complete and it is time to get started on your training. If you haven’t figured it out already, you will be cleaning this house today. If you do a good job, you will be rewarded. If you fail, you will be harshly punished. Understand?”
I nodded my understanding and consent.
“Good. The owner of the home will be home soon and he will be displeased if sufficient progress hasn’t been made so you had better get to work,” she added.
I nodded again.
I guess this isn’t her home afterall.
With that, she walked away. As she did, I suddenly jumped as I felt a surge inside my ass. “Oh!” I shouted. I heard Ruby start laughing as she continued down the hall and I realized that the butt plug inside me was now vibrating. She had turned it on as she left. It took a second to get used to the feeling, but I quickly started to like it. A lot.
I started walking the hallway, looking into each room to get an idea of the task ahead of me. There was a bedroom across from the bathroom I was currently in and I presumed there was another down the hall that Ruby had just shut herself in. A little further down was the kitchen which had an attached laundry room. I considered myself lucky that it wasn’t a particularly large house, but it would still require a fair amount of work to make it clean.
I couldn’t help but wonder how cleaning someone’s house was sissy training, but I knew I couldn’t ask. I just had to do what they said.
So without further ado, I got started cleaning this stranger’s house.




Chapter 4
New Master
I soon found a closet that stored all of the house’s cleaning supplies. I pulled out what I needed and got started. I was never much of a cleaner so I was worried that there might be things that were above my pay grade, so to speak, but I would just have to handle those if and when they came up. For now, I decided that I would try to tackle cleaning the components of the house that would be the most noticeable.
I first decided to vacuum as the carpet throughout the house looked like it was in desperate need of attention. By the time I had finished, the carpet looked a few shades lighter. I was actually pretty grossed out that the owner could let their house get so filthy. But I had no idea who the owner was, so I tried to reserve my judgements.
Next, I decided to clean the kitchen. I knew, from personal experience, that a clean kitchen not only drastically makes the house as a whole feel cleaner, but it can be a huge relief. A kitchen is where you go to get food and drinks to make yourself feel better. When it’s dirty and cluttered, it makes that experience stressful and less pleasant. I cleaned the kitchen by washing the dishes, loading the dish washer, scrubbing the countertops, wiping down the appliances, and then mopping the floor.
By this point I was starting to sweat and feel exhausted. An hour had passed and I had been moving nonstop. In that time I had already cleaned this house more than I had cleaned my own in the last month. I felt ridiculous doing all of this for a reason I wasn’t yet privy to and for a person I didn’t know.
I dearly wished I could have a drink of water, but the tight dildo gag in my mouth prohibited me from putting anything else in me. So instead, I wiped the sweat off of my forehead and got back to work.
I went into the open bedroom and picked up all the dirty clothes off the ground and put them into the hamper. Then, I neatly made the bed, another thing that I never did for myself that I was now doing for someone else. After the first bedroom had been cleaned, I wanted to work on the second one so I walked down the hall and knocked on the door.
Ruby opened the door looking annoyed at me. “What?” she snapped.
I tried to mumble out some words, but quickly stopped as there was clearly no use in trying with my mouth gagged. Instead, I pointed around the room, trying to explain to her with my hand movements that I wanted to clean.
She followed my gestures and picked up on what I was trying to say. “You want to clean in here? Very well,” she said. She turned and walked back to the bed where she picked up her phone and laid down on her stomach. Her firm, plump ass was sticking out from her slender body. I stared at her for a moment as I realized that she was now only wearing a black lacy thong bodysuit. The bodysuit had garters hanging from it which where clipped to sheer black thigh high stockings, just like mine.
Is this what I could look like if I completed my training? I wonder what it would feel like to be such a sexy woman? To feel so wanted. So desired.
Just thinking about being a sexy woman made my dick start swelling up in its cage. I tried to ignore my growing arousal by getting back to work and trying not to look at Ruby.
However, she soon drew my attention back to her. “Do you understand why you are acting as our maid today?” she asked me.
I glanced at her, afraid to say the truth. That I didn’t understand. But I also really wanted to find out. I decided to be honest and shook my head, informing her that I didn’t understand the point of my training today.
“A good sissy is a subservient sissy. A sissy who does all the cooking and cleaning for their master. They live to serve their master. To pleasure their master,” she said. “Becoming a sissy maid is a crucial aspect in becoming a full fledged sissy.”
I stared at her for a moment and then nodded my understanding. In the end, cleaning wasn’t so bad as long as I got to do it dressed like this. Though the vibrating butt plug definitely made it worthwhile as well. She returned to her phone so I assumed she was done talking. I returned to cleaning by picking up the rest of the clothes off the ground.
Moments later, I heard the front door open and footsteps starting down the hall. With the sound of each step, fear grew stronger and stronger within me.
Who is this going to be? Is it Scarlett or someone I’ve never met? Will they think I've done a good job cleaning? And what will they think when they see me?
The door slowly began to open and I knew I would soon find out the answers to my many questions. I tried to remain calm and continue working, but I couldn’t stop watching the door open. The opened door revealed a man standing in the doorway. He was tall and fit with large shoulders and arms. He was wearing faded blue jeans with a fitted olive green shirt, tight enough to show his muscles underneath. I was taken aback by the sight of the man. My training had always been with my two mistresses and had never involved a man before. Was he going to interact with me or was he only here to comment on my work cleaning his house?
Ruby pushed herself up with her arms and leaned forward towards the man. “Welcome home, Keith,” she said with a smile, possibly the first I had ever seen from her. He leaned down towards her face and they each gave each other a kiss on the cheek. “What do you think of my sissy’s work so far?”
He glanced over at me and raised an eyebrow as he looked me over. “Well, it definitely looks a lot better than before I left,” he said. “And they’ve done a better job than your last one did.”
Last one? They’ve had other sissies clean his house before?
Ruby looked over at me and said, “I have to agree. This sissy has a special quality about her. She’s a quick learner. And is always eager to please.”
Hearing Ruby complement me to this man, Keith, filled me with pride and caused me to blush.
“How is she in the matters I would care about?” Keith asked Ruby.
Ruby looked back at him and grinned. “I think you will be more than satisfied,” she said.
Wh-what are they talking about?
The feeling of fear was returning to me. Was she going to make me do something with this man? I took a deep swallow as I continued trying to appear as a good, obedient sissy.
“Then why don’t we get this party started?” he said, eagerly.
“Indeed. Let’s have some fun,” Ruby replied as she reached for his pants. She grabbed the waist and looked at me with a devilish smile as she began unbuttoning his pants.




Chapter 5
Learning to Be a Woman
Once she had unbuttoned Keith’s pants, Ruby sunk her hands into the sides and pulled them down, taking his underwear down with them. My eyes opened wide in shock as his large, meaty cock flopped out on full display for me to see. He appeared to have no issues with me seeing it.
“Does your cock look like this, sissy?” Ruby asked me.
I slowly shook my head from side to side.
Her hand reached out and grabbed it and she began to stroke it. “That’s right, even before we turned you into a sissy, you just had a tiny, insignificant little dick, didn’t you?” she said.
This time I nodded my answer. She was right. I had a very mediocre penis.
“You silly men are all the same. You blame all your problems on your other issues while never admitting to the root problem. Having a small dick. You blame your lack of confidence on being overweight, but you’re overweight because of your own self pity and you pity yourself because you have a small dick. Sadly, there’s no cure for a small dick. Is there, sissy?” she continued.
I hung my head and shook it. She was right on both accounts. There was no cure for having a small dick and having one was likely my root issue.
“Wrong!” she suddenly shouted, catching me off guard. “While there may not be a cure per say, there is a solution. Men with small dicks need to embrace their inadequacies and understand the truth. These small dicks serve no purpose. They don’t pleasure anyone. They should be locked in a cage and never used. And the men should be made into sissies.”
Is she serious? Did she really think all men with small dicks should be sissies? In my case, I guess it was true, but that was a stretch to include every man, right?
I just stared at her, watching her hand stroking Keith’s cock. Somehow it was growing even bigger as he grew aroused from her touch.
“That’s why I have made it my life’s mission to convert men with small dicks into sissies," she continued. “Today, you take the next step in your sissy training. You will learn how a woman gets fucked.”
The level of fear in me was at an all time high. My heart was trying to beat out of my chest and my breathing was heavy.
She’s going to have him fuck me?!
Keith kicked off his pants and removed his shirt as he prepared for his role in what was about to happen. To my surprise, Ruby pushed herself up on all fours and began to turn around.
“Watch and take notes, sissy. Some day this may be you,” Ruby said as she smirked at me.
I felt a large feeling of relief as it became clear that Ruby would be the one getting fucked, not me. She was now positioned so that her ass was facing Keith and she backed up until her legs were surrounding his. He grabbed her bodysuit and unsnapped the hooks, revealing her pussy. I tried to take a peek, but my eyes wouldn’t let themselves be removed from Keith’s manhood.
He grabbed his cock and aimed it at Ruby’s pussy and slowly pushed it in. Her mouth dropped open wide as her eyes snapped shut. The look on her face was of pure, raw pleasure and in that instance I wished I was her.
Keith pushed his cock in all the way and then pulled it out, slowly. He continued to move it in and out, increasing in speed and power. Ruby was biting her lip, her face showing a look of ecstasy.
My own dick was struggling to get hard in its cage, pressing against its walls with all its might. I wasn’t exactly sure what I was meant to be learning, but watching them fuck in front of me was extremely sexy.
Ruby then started thrusting her ass backwards at the same time that he thrusted his cock forward. Their skin on skin impact made a loud smacking noise and her moans grew louder. Keith’s breath was getting heavier as he continued to pound his cock in her. His hands were on her hips to help her push backwards.
So, I guess if I’m getting fucked, I shouldn’t just lay there, I should push back at the same time, almost like I was fucking his dick with my ass. I guess that’s good to know.
Keith started grunting. Ruby immediately stopped moving and shouted back at him, “Stop! Don’t you dare cum!”
He let out a sigh as he stopped thrusting and removed his large and now glistening cock. I watched as a bead of sweat dropped off his forehead and onto his strong, hard chest.
“Danielle will finish you,” Ruby then said. My eyes darted to hers as I tried to give her an angry stare.
She wants me to finish him off? But how? Or wait, that doesn’t matter. I can’t finish off a man! Can I?
“I hope you appreciate the sacrifice I’m making for you, Danielle,” said Ruby as she crawled out of bed. “I would love nothing more than to allow Keith to continue fucking me and fill my pussy with his seed, but instead... I will allow you to taste it.”
My heart was pounding again. Was this really happening? Would I let a man do this to me? I tried to talk, to argue with her, but my mouth was still stuffed full of the fake dick.
“Kneel down, sissy,” she ordered me. I begrudgingly did as I was told. As long as I still had this gag on, nothing could happen.
Then she unhooked the gag and let the straps fall before she pulled it out of my mouth. Keith’s cock started approaching my face as he stepped closer. My dick was throbbing in its cage now, extremely aroused on by the situation I suddenly found myself in.
“This is your first step towards becoming a real sissy,” Ruby said. “Now take the cock in your mouth.”
I looked up at her and she nodded with intense eyes. I turned back towards the cock in front of me. The feelings swirling inside of me told me that I wanted to feel it in my mouth. I wanted to taste it. But my brain didn’t want to admit it. After staring at it for a few more seconds, my brain finally resigned to the fact that it was going to happen.
I closed my eyes and leaned forward. My lips touched the cock first and then my tongue, as it quickly filled my mouth. To my disappointment, I could only fit half of it in my mouth. So my hand reached up and grabbed the remaining exposed shaft so I could feel all of it.
The cock felt warm inside of me and I could taste what I presumed was Ruby on it. I pulled my head back and let my tongue slide along the bottom. I pushed my head back down, again taking as much as I could deep in my mouth. I continued moving my head up and down on the cock, learning what a real cock tasted like. What it felt like.
It was now very erect and very hard. It occasionally pulsed in pleasure. At the same time, it was also soft and fleshy, unlike my dildos. I started stroking the shaft with my hand, timing it to the movements of my mouth. Pleasuring the entire cock.
I couldn’t believe what I was doing so I forced myself to open my eyes and see. I watched as Keith’s cock went in and out of my mouth. There was no denying it, I was sucking a man’s cock. My own dick started throbbing more at the reality. Glancing up, I saw Keith’s hard abs, his large pecs, and his head arching back in pleasure. His hand reached down and grabbed my head, first stroking my hair and then forcing it down on his cock.
I gagged as his hard cock filled my mouth and throat. His hand held my head firm for a few more seconds before he let go and I was able to empty my mouth of his cock to catch my breath.
I started stroking his cock vigorously while my breathing calmed. As I watched myself stroke his cock back and forth, my mouth became jealous of my own hand. Keith started moaning louder as I continued.
I heard Ruby move to my side as she watched. “While I’d love to see your face covered in cum, you were meant to give him a blow job not a hand job! Take that cock back in your mouth. Now!” she shouted. I didn’t need her to demand it, I was ready for more. I hungrily consumed his cock with my mouth once again, now moving my mouth faster.
I could tell he was getting close. His shaft was pulsing and his head enlarging. Keith let out a breathy sigh as a wave rippled through his cock from its base to its head, ending with cum shooting out and into my throat. It kept pumping, more and more cum inside of me as I felt Keith’s body relax.
I slowed down my sucking and let him finish filling me with his load. When it stopped, he pulled his dick out. He sat down on the edge of the bed then let his body fall backwards into it with a sigh.
“Don’t you dare think of spitting that out, sissy,” Ruby hissed at me. I stared up at her and saw a threatening look on her face. With a large gulp, I swallowed. “That’s a good sissy.”
I came up to standing and then sat down on the bed next to Keith. My knees were sore from kneeling for so long, and my jaw and neck were beginning to ache. As I massaged my jaw, Ruby swatted my hand away and grabbed my face.
“Congratulations, Danielle. You’ve passed your first sissy test. You’re one step closer to becoming a real sissy,” she said.
My body surged with pride for passing a test that I didn’t even know I was taking. I looked down at Keith and saw a satisfied grin on his face and locked that look into my memory. That was the look of a satisfied master, a look given by a subservient sissy’s mouth. My mouth.




Part 4

Sissy Graduation






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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