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Teaser

I moaned loudly and cummed then and there, spreading my seed all over the floor. But looking down at it now, I couldn’t help but think it wasn’t enough. I couldn’t cum enough. That was why I never got Mercy pregnant.

She wiped her hands and rinsed them in the sink, puckering her face a little.

“There. It’s done,” she said to Brock upon coming back.

He smirked and said, “You’ve got everything one needs to be a sissy. You can’t even cum like a normal man. You would never get anyone pregnant.”

“Yes, Master,” I said, lowering my head in shame.

And then, settling a hand on my shoulder, he confirmed my deepest suspicions, “And now, time to show you who you really are.”
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Chapter 1

Acar pulled up outside and I knew who it was before my wife spoke his name.

“Brock!”

She jumped off the couch, forgetting the book she was reading, and then dashed across the living room. Stopping in front of the door, her hands fidgeted as she waited for the right moment. I could almost palm the nervousness and excitement within her. They were oozing out of her.

“Mercy,” I said, trying to grab her attention, but she was having none of that.

“Mercy!” I insisted, and she didn’t even turn her head to me.

This was all going to happen again, wasn’t it? Brock was going to humiliate me one more time in front of my wife, and there was nothing I could do about that.

But I wasn’t going to let things end that way for me. This time, I was going to show him who’s boss.

Mercy threw the door open and rushed out, jumping and falling into Brock’s bulging arms. His body was a thing to behold, and he was so much bigger he made my curvy, on-the-heavier-side wife look like nothing.

I stood up in a flash, ready to show him I was here and that he should contain his urges – there was no denying that they were leading his every action here, after all.

But then, his hand traveled down her backside, until he found her waiting and aching ass. She jiggled it, shook it a little, and told him all he needed to know. Tonight, they were going to take this a step further.

The thing I’d been dreading this whole time was going to occur, in my own bedroom, and there was nothing I could do to stop them.

But I was no pussy.

No sissy.

I was going to stand between them and show them this house had only one man who could call himself Lord.

But my body froze then and there. I realized, once again, I was nothing compared to Brock. His whole body was such a massive thing. He made me feel small in every sense of the word. And he had a chiseled face I could never hope to match. The bigger body I could at least do something to measure myself up to, but the face, his hawk-like eyes, and that perfect short hair of his were all things beyond my reach.

His then eyes found me, his hands letting go of my wife.

Padding inside, he dropped his suitcase on the couch my wife was sitting on, and she then closed the door behind them. On her face was a painting of lust and desire. She couldn’t wait much longer for this to get going.

“Ah, Mike. It’s so good to see you here, mate.”

“I can’t say the same. Sorry, but I don’t like your presence here.”

“Well, I’m not leaving.”

“What?!” I said, venom in my voice.

“I’m not leaving. Are you deaf, or do you need your ears flushed?”

“I’m the man of the house here, and you are going to obey me!”

“No, sir. I’m not going to obey anyone. I’m the man of the house now.”

“Fuck you, Brock!”

“No, fuck you. In fact, I think that’s how we are going to settle things here. I’m going to hump you in front of your wife, after I fuck her, that is,” he joked, smirking.

“If you don’t leave at this moment, I’m going-”

“What are you going to do, mate? You can’t hope to measure up to me. You know, there’s a good reason – or many – as to why your wife just can’t stop thinking about me.”

“He’s right, husby,” she said, hugging him from behind, her hand traveling down his body and finding the buckle of his belt. The audacity behind their tones was deafening. I should just dash across the room and kick them out of here. But something was impeding me from doing that, and I should know what that was.

“You are a slut, Mercy. Everyone that knows you would be ashamed of this.”

“Oh, I don’t care. I’ve found a man that can finally make me feel like a woman, and he’s right here.”

“What about us, Mercy? What about everything I’ve bought for you? The cars, jewelry, and everything else?”

She giggled.

“Oh, those things were nice. Are nice, in fact, and I don’t want you to stop thinking you’ve got a chance with me, but they are nothing more than that – just things that please me for a few moments before I end up needing something else. And this time, I don’t need just something else, but another man.”

I spat onto the floor and growled, “I’m done with this.”

I pulled up the sleeves of my shirt and rushed ahead, ready to strike a definitive blow onto Brock’s hateful face, shouting and showing him I wasn’t going to give up when, all of a sudden, something made me stop.

His pants dropped onto the floor, forming a heap, and for the first time since meeting him, I was seeing what he was packing down there.

And it was a thing beyond anyone’s imagination.

It was massive. So much so I could never hope to measure up to it.

I’d raised my hand, balled it to become a fist, but now all I could do was to lower my arm and feel my whole body melting by the second.

Brock smiled. A hateful, teasing, and taunting smile. One of victory.

He’d won.

“Now, time for something spicier.”


Chapter 2

Brock circled me, my eyes finding it impossible to look anywhere that wasn’t at his bulge. There was only his underwear now hiding his man tool from my eyes. I should be much stronger than this, but my whole body was frozen, iced at this moment.

“Seems that someone here is finally learning his place,” Brock commented, my wife following him from behind, her hands dancing around his body. She was craving just one thing at this moment, and it was his manhood.

“Brock, just leave me alone here.”

“Leave you? Why? I know what you are craving, and I can give it to you.”

“Mercy is my wife, and I’d do anything for her.”

“Oh, anything?”

I felt a tear rolling down my cheek. “Anything.”

He smirked, a thought crossing his mind. I could only hope to find out what it was.

“Seeing you like this, defeated for seeing my bulge for the first time makes me wonder…”

“Wonder… what?”

“Have you ever heard of the term ‘sissification’?”

“No. Should I?”

“I’m thinking you could become the perfect candidate. This whole time, I’ve been training for it.”

“Wait, what? What are you even talking about?”

“Ah, let’s start with something simple,” Brock said before grabbing me by my armpits and lifting me.

I should have punched him then and there, but I couldn’t have done that. I was nothing more than his plaything at this moment.

“What are you going to do?” I asked, my voice sounding feebler than normal. And in the meantime, my wife kept touching and groping Brock. It was a wonder she wasn’t irritating him.

“I make the questions here now,” he growled.

I gulped.

And seeing my reaction, he added, “Now, tell me. Do you want this? I know you’ve been fighting very hard against your wishes, but you can’t deny that, deep down, you want to suck me off. You want to be nothing more than a docile little thing for me to play with. Isn’t that right? Isn’t that what you crave?”

I gulped, finding it impossible to rebuke him. I then nodded, making him smirk.

“Ahh, there it is. The truth. Now, we are going to do something that’s going to show you just how different I am. How much better than you I am.” And then turning to my wife, he commanded, “Mercy, take off his clothes.”

“Urgh, seriously?” She asked, sounding displeased.

“Yes, seriously,” he added.

She came up to me, and I said, “Mercy, please think this through. Don’t let him use you this way. You are a better woman than this.”

“Hush, man. I’m not your woman. Never have been.” Her eyes locked with mine, and I could almost palm the lust for Brock that was coming out of her. “Isn’t this what you want? To be put into your rightful place?”

I lowered my head, admitting that she was right about that. “See? I told you a couple of days ago we were going to do this for your own benefit. You’ve got nothing to worry about.”

Admitting defeat, I let my wife – or former spouse – undress me before the man that was stealing her from me. I felt ashamed of myself. I never worked out, led a sedentary life, and I had a beer belly to boot.

Brock guffawed, his eyes shaming me.

“I knew you looked pathetic under all the suits and office clothes, but I never thought you looked this feeble. You are weak and should know that your place is always underneath me.”

And now, for the grand finale.

She removed my underwear, giving him full view of my most shameful part.

His eyes widened before he guffawed once again.

“Look at that. Look at that! It’s like looking at someone who was born to be a sissy.”

“Please,” I begged. “All I want is my wife back.”

“No,” Brock rebuked, approaching me. “All you need is to be turned into a sissy maid.”

“Yes, Master,” I confirmed, accepting that I couldn’t control my forbidden cravings. He was right. Always had been.

“Now, Mercy here is going to jack you off and make you cum.”

“I’m going to do what?” She asked, sounding shocked.

“You heard it right, sweetheart. Do this for me, and tonight we’ll do something special.”

She licked her lips. “Alright, but only because you’ve promised me that.”

She approached me from the side, got on her knees and began to give my shaft some strokes. I moaned, already feeling how good it was to have my wife jacking me off one more time. It had been so long since the last time she did that.

She shook her head in displeasure. “I shouldn’t be forced to be doing this. I deserve better.”

“Hush, woman,” Brock said, sounding annoyed. “Keep it up. I love seeing a man being broken piece by piece.”

And that’s what was happening, wasn’t it? I was being broken, humiliated and tamed. And he didn’t even have to be doing much to be making that happen. The moment I saw he was much bigger me than me down there was when I knew I never stood a chance.

And now I could feel my balls tensing up.

Dammit. I wasn’t even going to last long enough. I was going to shame myself in front of him again.

And I could already imagine what Brock was like in bed. He could probably go on for hours on end, branding and pounding my whore of a wife to oblivion. I could never measure up to that. I couldn’t hold a candle to him.

His eyes paid attention to my much smaller man tool, but it wasn’t because he was enjoying what he was seeing. It was because he was reaffirming his position as the alpha male of my house.

And soon… soon I was even going to be handing to him even my expensive cars and everything else I owned.

I moaned loudly and cummed then and there, spreading my seed all over the floor. But looking down at it now, I couldn’t help but think it wasn’t enough. I couldn’t cum enough. That was why I never got Mercy pregnant.

She wiped her hands and rinsed them in the sink, puckering her face a little.

“There. It’s done,” she said to Brock upon coming back.

He smirked and said, “You’ve got everything one needs to be a sissy. You can’t even cum like a normal man. You would never get anyone pregnant.”

“Yes, Master,” I said, lowering my head in shame.

And then, settling a hand on my shoulder, he confirmed my deepest suspicions, “And now, time to show you who you really are.”


Chapter 3

Ilooked at myself in the body-sized mirror, finding it impossible to believe that I could have been changed this much. I’d always had a beardless face, smooth skin, big eyes and a skinny body, but the transformation I went through made all those things stand out much more.

I was, indeed, a woman in the body of a man. And this was the best I could ever have. The best life I could ever lead, and the thought of serving my Master and former wife made my little pee-pee harden in a fraction of a second.

“Sissy Mike, we are waiting for it,” Master called out from the living room.

Before today, part of me would be saying I had no reason to obey him, but right now, I felt like I should do this. I felt like I couldn’t breathe without first tending to his needs, obeying his orders and treating the man who stole my wife with the respect he deserved.

And most of all, he was my Master now.

I wore a French maid uniform, and it was black and white, and also so cute. They had even shaved my body, too. I had no hair on my legs, backside and balls anymore. I was nothing more than a pretty little thing for them to use as they pleased.

I grabbed a platter and headed over to the living room.

“Put it down there, pretty little thing,” Mike ordered, his voice sounding deep and excited.

“Yes, Master,” I said, putting it on top of the coffee table.

And now, I stood there with my hands behind my back, just waiting for his next command. I craved them. I craved his wishes for me, and I couldn’t live for one day without tending to his cravings.

Smirking at me, his arm draped around my wife’s shoulders while she cuddled with him, I knew he had something he would like to make me do.

“Undress, sissy Mike,” he ordered.

“Yes, Master,” I said before peeling away every layer I had on. And doing that took a while. Being dressed as a French maid made me look better, good, more attractive, but it was always a laborious thing. It involved so many clothing pieces.

Mike was wearing nothing more than his pair of black briefs. His dick grew harder at the sight of my nakedness. It had been such a long time since I last used my shaft that now it looked even smaller than usual. It was at most two inches hard…

“Good. I like seeing my sissy maid naked.”

Mercy gave his cheek a soft slap. “I’m right here, honey. Let’s fuck.”

“Oh, we are going to fuck. Just not right now.”

She glanced at him with flabbergasted eyes. “What?”

“That’s what I said. I’ve got something else in mind.”

“And what is that?”

He smirked and ordered, “Open wide for him, sweetie.”

Mercy was also naked, and I couldn’t help but stare at her huge, impressive, lust-inducing bosoms. She could make any man fall for her, and I couldn’t deny that she was having that effect on me again.

“What? No way. I’m your woman only.”

“And that you are, but there’s something I would like him to do first for me.”

“You gotta be kidding me. I open myself for you only, Brock.”

“I know, but today I feel like doing something different. Would you do that for me, sweetheart?” He purred against her, his lips kissing her neck.

In the meantime, I stood there like an idiot. A docile and tamed idiot, but an idiot nonetheless. I knew I should be angry that this was happening to me, but the opposite was occurring. Being treated with such disrespect was making my little pee-pee so hard.

“Fine, Brock. For you, I would always do anything,” she said before parting her legs and opening them so wide I could now see the full pleasure of her wetting pussy. She was getting so damp down there that her juices were already soaking through the material of the couch.

Turning his attention to me, Brock ordered, “Now, little guy – or gal, as you prefer – get on your knees and lube her up for me.”

I turned around and was going to go grab the bottle of lube when he made me stop in my tracks. “No, I meant that you are going to lube her up with your own saliva. I know you can do it. Your little pee-pee is so hard. You can’t lie to me.”

“Yes, Master,” I said before dropping on my knees.

Her mound was something to behold. I must have penetrated her no more than once. And she was leaking her juices too, more and more, teasing me and making me remember what I was before being turned into a sissy.

Mike then warned, “And be careful with her. I’m going to hump her, and I want her well-lubricated. Anything less than that and I will have to punish you. Do you understand that, Mike?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Now, you can proceed,” he commanded.

I stuck my tongue out and began to work her mound. She moaned, her whole body writhing and stirring. I was a good sissy maid. I cooked for my Master, I made him happy, and in turn he always gave me a treat or two. I couldn’t have asked for a better life.

“Fuck, it’s happening,” Mercy cried out before her whole body convulsed, her cunt juices gushing out all over my face, smearing me with her essence. I licked what I could with my tongue, but there was too much of it. I ended up having to scoop the rest with my fingers, licking and sucking them clean a moment later.

There was a smile of satisfaction across Brock’s face after his wife pushed me out of her.

“Now, my pretty little thing, this is how you hump a whore.”

“Yes, Master,” I said, scooting away to get the best view possible of what was going to transpire. My dick was so hard I was already wondering for how much longer I was going to be able to last. I didn’t want to cum before the right time. Master never liked that.

He grabbed her, turned her around with force, and then shoved himself in, making her cry out in pain. He was then pistoning in and out of her like a fucking machine, slapping sounds filling not only the living room, but also the whole neighborhood, making everyone aware that he was a beast of a man.

I stood there, sitting on the floor, my legs spread wide, just admiring what was happening before my eyes. Mike was everything that I wished I could ever be, and so much more too. I could never hope to measure up to him.

His body was like a mountain as he fucked Mercy, her eyes rolling inside her head. She climaxed once, twice and then many more times – and so many more I wasn’t able to keep track of them.

“Fuck, babe. I’m cumming,” he warned, but it was too late. He was going to knock her up. I was so sure of that that my dick hardened even more, the veins bulging out.

I even heard his cream coming out as he branded her as his, her whole body squirming and needing more of him. I stood there, still sitting next to the far wall, just wishing he could do the same with me.

But I didn’t have a pussy, and I knew he didn’t like puckers like mine. I kept it clean and shaved at all times, but there was no competing with Mercy. Her mound, always swollen and pleading, made all the difference to his instinct-driven mind.

He pulled out of her and glanced at me. “Come here, little guy.”

“What?” I said, my voice so weak it was like a whisper.

“Come here, and don’t make me repeat myself again.”

“Yes, Master,” I said, standing up and walking to them while not feeling like I was my normal self anymore. So many things had been happening here, and they’d all been leading up to this point.

The moment when I was going to do the vilest of things Master Brock could come up with.

I stopped behind my wife, her body draped over the couch. I doubted she could move now or do so in the following days. He fucked her for nothing more than a couple of minutes, but it had been enough to utterly destroy her spirit.

“What do you need from me, Master?” I asked, sounding so much younger now.

He smirked and settled a hand on my shoulder.

“Keep my seed inside of her. As you can see, some of it is already coming out, and I don’t like that.”

“But… how am I supposed to do that?”

“You will figure something out. I trust you.”

I gulped, but still said, “Yes, Master.”

Moving closer to her, leaning in, all I could do was to stick my tongue out and stow it inside her open cunt, feeling my former wife one more time. My dick stiffened even more, shook like a trapped beast, and I then cummed all over the couch. My cream was nothing compared to Master’s, but shooting it out the way I did was still a moment I would never forget.

And then I kept my tongue there, inside her womb for as long as possible. Until Master’s sperm had branded her, tamed her, and knocked her up.

She was going to bear his heir, and I was going to take care of him.

He was the husband my wife had always needed and deserved.

And I was glad he showed me the true way.

Being a sissy was so much better than pretending I had ever been a man.

The End

Don’t go just yet…

Sign-up to my Mailing List and read “Subduing the Woman of the House” for free! Check “Free Story” on the next page for a sneak peek. Also, if you enjoyed the story, consider leaving your review. It really helps me a bunch! 


Free Story

Subduing the Woman of the House: Her Last Sigh

Claim it HERE.

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

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

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