

The Witch and the Sissy

By Katie Sin


Copyright 2016 Katie Sin

Kindle Edition

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.


1.

Matt had been out here hiking countless times and he’d never been lost before. The trees were beginning to cast long shadows and the last of the day’s sunlight was beginning to fade above the thick canopy of leaves above him. Where was he? He’d never seen this part of the trail before, then again it was getting dark and things were starting to look decidedly different. He steeled himself against the tendrils of panic beginning to squirm in his belly and decided to walk until he found a clearing from where he might see a recognisable landmark or mountain peak. Alternatively he could always camp out here for the night. It was turning out to be a still clear evening, but even so, there were always bears to worry about. 

Come on, Matt! Think! he urged himself. He double checked his cellphone for signal. Nothing. There was no sound of running water to follow, only the sounds of small animals in the undergrowth and the occasional call of nocturnal birds already coming out to hunt. Either he missed the path or had taken a wrong turn somewhere, yet he was sure he’d been on course. The only guide he had was the last rays of the setting sun and even that was fading fast.

Nothing to it, he’d have to camp out for the night. He had with him only a sleeping bag, water, food, a lighter and a hunting knife. He could easily set up a fire, or even climb a tree and strap himself to a sturdy branch with his belt so as to be out of the reach of bears and other roaming predators, but he was nearing exhaustion. He extricated himself from his pack and plonked himself down against the trunk of a thick pine tree. He needed to rest for a moment before any further exertion. As he sat, he listened to the sounds of the forest. Alone out here with night fast approaching, the chirping and scuttling of insects took on an eerie surreal quality and he wished once again that he’d at least told someone where he was going. He’d been coming into these woods every summer since he was a kid and his parents owned a log cabin on a nearby lakeside property. They’d long since sold the cabin and now he returned at least once a year to rent a cottage and spend some time away from the world writing, hiking and fishing. He had just turned thirty and as a bachelor, he enjoyed the freedom that it offered. Now, however, he would gladly trade his freedom for some kind of connection to the outside world.

His eyes scoured the darkening forest and he noticed a small flickering light coming from between the trees. A campfire? Maybe he wouldn’t need to spend the night alone after all. As he walked towards the flickering flame, he wondered who might be out here. College kids on a camping trip? Hunters? A couple on a romantic fireside getaway? And whoever they were, would they be willing to share their fire with a stranger? 

As he closed in on the firelight, he realised that it wasn’t a campfire at all, but the light coming through the window of a cabin. He broke into a clearing with much relief. Here he could better find his footing by the light of the moon. It was almost full already. 

The cabin was rustic, but quaint and well-constructed. It looked like some throwback to the old pioneer times. He climbed up onto the porch and cleared his throat. 

He knocked on the door. “Hello?” he called. “Anyone home?”

No answer. “I got myself lost in the woods. I was wondering if I could use your phone.”

Matt heard the sound of creaking floorboards and footsteps nearing the door. He flattened his hair and tried to look as friendly as he could in case whoever answered took unkindly to strangers. Probably just some old hunter, but you never know.

The door creaked open and a woman stood before him. She wore an old baby blue prairie dress, apron and bonnet just like a pioneer maid. Was this some kind of civil war enactment? he wondered. Despite her old-fashioned attire, the woman was strikingly beautiful with long, auburn hair in twin braids flowing down over her shoulders. Her lips were bright crimson and her cheeks were a rosy red, warmed from the fire inside. 

“Evening, stranger,” she greeted, smiling warmly. 

“Hi,” said Matt. “I’m sorry to disturb you. I must have taken a wrong turn somewhere. You wouldn’t happen to have a phone I could use, would you?”

She looked at him blankly. “I’m sorry, Mister. I don’t quite understand your parlance. If I had to guess, I’d say you aren’t from around here, are you?”

“My parents used to have a cabin out by the Tildale Lake. But no, I’m not really from around here. Anyway, I won’t hassle you. Just hoping to use your telephone.”

Again she met his request with a blank look. 

“Cellular phone then?” He made the universal gesture for phone with his thumb and pinkie finger. Still no response. Then her recognition dawned on her face. “We have an old gramophone if that’s what you mean. Come on inside and I’ll put on some chamber music while you warm yourself by the fire.”

Matt glanced around at the now pitch dark wood behind him. “Thanks, that would be appreciated. It’d definitely be better than sitting alone out in the forest.”

“I only have one request,” she said sternly, blocking his path. 

“Sure.”

“That you stay away from my sister, Hannah. She is but nineteen and I swore to my father upon his deathbed that I would protect her chastity until she is married.”

Matt put up his hands defensively. “You have my word. I won’t lay a finger on her.”

“Then you are welcome to enter and stay the night if needs be, stranger.”

Matt stepped over the threshold and into the warm wood-smoky air of the cabin. What kind of weird religious sect were these people from anyway? Maybe they’re Amish. That would explain the dress and the fact that they have no idea what a telephone is.

The cabin was sparsely furnished with antiques and home-made furniture. A black and white portrait of a sombre old man hung above the fireplace, but apart from this and an old clock that seemed to have stopped at a quarter to three, the walls were bare wood. The kitchen and sitting room were joined and in the centre stood a decoratively carved table of untellable age. Behind the table stood a girl, presumably the sister he had been warned to stay away from. She stared at him wide-eyed, obviously not accustomed to strangers. She wore a dress similar to her sister’s, but a rose pink in color. She was even more beautiful than her sister, with loose golden hair, big blue eyes and an angelic face. 

“Hi there,” said Matt, trying to be polite. The girl simply stared at him. 

“This is my sister, Hannah. And I’m Isabel. Hannah, this is…I’m sorry, stranger, I didn’t catch your name.”

“Matt,” said Matt.

“Matt will be joining us for supper and will sleep in father’s old bed if he needs a place to rest tonight. I expect you to be on your best behaviour.”

“That’s not necessary,” said Matt. 

The women remained silent. The silence was only broken when Isabel fulfilled her promise to play the old gramophone. The log cabin filled with the warbling sounds of a harpsichord on old vinyl. 

Matt offered to help, as they prepared the food and set the table, but they declined and so he sat gazing into the fire listening to the joyful but haunting music. 

“Would you like something to drink Matt? We still have some of my father’s old whiskey in the cupboard. He was most partial to the whiskey.”

“I wouldn’t want to impose.”

“It’s no imposition at all,” said Isabel. “You’re our guest after all. Hannah, pour Matt some whiskey.”

Hanna dipped into a cupboard and removed an old steel hipflask from which she poured a slug of golden liquid into a battered tin cup. 

As she handed it to him, their fingers touched and Hannah’s eyes widened even more before she quickly scurried away. Matt thanked her, but she was already on the other side of the cabin chopping up vegetables and blushing furiously. 

Weird, thought Matt sipping the whiskey. It tasted good but after only a few sips, he began to grow light headed. Must be some pretty potent firewater in here.

Dinner was soon served, a colourless soup filled with vegetables and mountain herbs. Despite its grey colour and stodgy consistency, it tasted incredible, filled with the smoky flavour of wild mushrooms and a hint of some kind of meat that might have been deer.

The conversation between him and Isabel was polite and she seemed to ease up a little. “It’s been a tough few years since father past away, but we manage fine on our own now,” said Isabel. 

“I hope you don’t mind me asking, but why do you choose to live out here?”

“Where else is there?” said Isabel. “It’s all we know and all we choose to know. It’s simpler here in the forest.”

“Fair enough. I feel that way myself sometimes.”

“Help yourself to more whiskey, if you will, Matt. It’ll only spoil if you don’t drink it.”

Matt did. It was good whiskey. He’d hate to let it go to waste. 

After dinner, they sat in front of the fire while Hannah pretended to read, but really she was just staring at Matt incessantly, and Isabel knitted. 

Finally, after more light chatter between him and Isabel, his head spinning slightly from the whiskey, he excused himself and Isabel pointed him towards his room for the night. 

It was a spartan cube with only a bed and a wooden chest. Still, he thought, better than the woods.

Matt removed his dirty jeans and flannel shirt, folded them up and placed them neatly on the chest at the foot of the bed.

The sheets were stiff but clean and the mattress was firm but comfortable and he soon fell into a dreamless sleep.


2.

Matt awoke with the feeling of a warm body slipping between the sheets next to him. Half asleep, he ran his fingers up the shape and felt smooth naked flesh beneath his palm. He jerked to with a fright. 

“Isabel?” he asked. “What are you doing?”

“Shhh,” came the response. A finger pressed gently against his lips. “Please don’t wake my sister.”

“Hannah?”

A match flared and lantern was lit and placed on the shelf above the bed illuminating Hannah’s entrancing features and slim naked shoulders above the bedsheets.

“It gets so lonely out here. So often I yearn for the touch of a man.”

“You shouldn’t be here. I promised your sister I’d stay away from you. I don’t want any trouble.”

“She doesn’t have to know. All I want is one night. I’m never going to get married. That’s a lie my sister tells. We haven’t seen a man since I can’t even remember.”

“But if she finds us…”

“She won’t, I slipped valerian root into her soup. She’ll be out cold until morning.”

“Look, you’re beautiful, but…”

Matt felt a gentle hand stroke his penis through his undershorts. The whiskey must still have been floating around his head, because he felt his inhibitions quickly evaporate. She pressed her lips against his and nibbled his lower lip. 

He found himself returning her kiss. What am I doing? he thought, but he couldn’t help himself. Her breath smelled of wild flowers and sage and her pale blue eyes had a hypnotic effect on him. 

Pulling away from him, she ducked under the sheets and a moment later he felt her warm wet mouth enfolding his growing erection.

Matt gripped the stiff bedsheets as Hannah sucked and teased his cock to full hardness. He had to bite his lip to stifle his heavy breathing as Hannah used both hands to stroke up and down his shaft. For a virgin, she sure seemed to know what she was doing. Expertly, she edged Matt closer and closer to orgasm. But she seemed to know exactly when he was going to cum and interrupted her rhythm to allay his orgasm, sucking on his balls and massaging his taint with her gentle fingers. 

“Stop,” said Matt, pulling her away from his cock. “This is so wrong. I’d feel terrible if…”

Hannah threw the sheets off her and straddled him, heedless of his protests. She kissed his body and slid her slick underside back and forth over his straining member. He could just see her tiny clitoris peeking out from her blonde matt of pubic hair as it rubbed against him. 

She put her fingers to his lips again and placed one of his palms against one of her firm young breasts. He could feel her nipple stiffening beneath his palm and let it trace his deep life line. His natural urges overwhelmed his better judgement once again and he gave into her hypnotic rhythm. 

With a tilt of her hips, she scooped up the head of his cock with her vagina alone and the tip of his head squeezed into her tight opening. She was so tight that at first it resisted him, but she pushed downwards against him, inching his cock into her. Her eyes locked his and her expression was one of overwhelming innocence. He could tell by the look on her face that this was an entirely new sensation for her, that she had never known the pleasure she was now experiencing. He swept a wisp of hair out of her eyes so that he might better look into them as he entered her. Her eyes widened in that endearing way of hers and the whisper of a sigh escaped her lips. She rode him slowly, savouring every inch of him and her hips moved with such gentle grace that he knew he could no longer resist her. She pulled her body upwards, slid up and down the first inch of his cock for a time that seemed to last an eternity then slid back his shaft, enveloping his entire cock with her warmth once again. 

Her pace quickened with the impatient passion of youth and he knew that she was nearing a climax. Their fingers knitted together and the lean muscles of her arms and stomach rippled with the exertion of her quickening cadence. Her mouth formed an O around a soundless cry of ecstasy and he felt himself nearing his own climax in response. He tried to push her away from him, not wanting to cum inside her, but her hands gripped his and pushed them behind his head. He tried to pull his hips away, but hers chased his deeper into the firm mattress. Unable to pull out of her, he bit his lip. The rhythm of her hips reached a feverish speed and he could no longer hold back. She rocked and trembled. Her hands shook in his and his entire body trembled as his seed exploded from him. He shut his eyes tightly as the orgasm tightened his buttocks and balls and wracked through him. 

When he opened his eyes again, he could see tiny droplets of perspiration glistening on her forehead and between her breasts. She ran her fingers sensually through her hair and gyrated slowly around his now sensitive organ. 

“Thank you,” she whispered, looking down at him. “I’ve been trapped here for so long. This was my final test. Without completing it, I could never escape.”

For a moment he thought she was drunk on her own endorphins. “What do you mean?”

But before she could answer, something seemed to move inside her. He felt something growing inside her vagina, pressing against his cock. It seemed to fill up like a water balloon and pushed his cock out from between her lips. As it plopped out, something else came with it: a small pink sack. He watched with morbid curiosity as it clung to her vagina. No. Not clung, it had become her vagina. Then he realised what it was. As outrageous as it seemed, her pussy had transformed into a scrotum. He could clearly see two oval testicles enclosed in the skin. Her clitoris was twitching now, lengthening, thickening. The skin stretched with it, becoming a fleshy shaft. In seconds, her clit grew to the length of a pinkie finger. Seconds later, it had become the size and shape of a small sausage and still it was growing. By the time it had reached its full size, it lay flaccid across his belly, reaching his belly button. Her clitoris was now a good-sized penis. 

A scream caught in Matt’s throat, but he could make no sound. Hannah’s breasts were now shrinking, flattening against her chest, her abdominal muscles that before had been lean and feminine became more ridged and pronounced, her shoulders widened. Even the texture of her skin seemed to change, becoming tougher and less smooth and silky. Lastly, the features of her face hardened, her jaw widened, her eyes narrowed and her nose became sharper. A light shadow of stubble appeared on her cheeks, chin and upper lip. He could no longer think of her as the young maiden he had met earlier that evening. She was now a man. A dashing, handsome man with long golden hair, but nevertheless, unmistakably male. 

“What the hell is going on here?” squeaked Matt. His voice not cooperating with him. 

The man Hannah had become stood up and grabbed Matt’s jeans from the chest at the foot of the bed. Stunned, Matt watched him pull them on. 

“My name is Hank. I was just like you once. Lost in the woods and needing shelter. That witch, Isabella, took me in, cursed me. She transformed me into a woman, dressed me in woman’s clothes, had me pander to her depraved fantasies. The only way I could turn back into a man and escape was to seduce another man and have sex with him. It’s nothing personal. You’d do the same if you were in my position.” He smirked. “Well, I suppose now you are.”

The man pulled on Matt’s shirt without buttoning it and picked up Matt’s shoes. “So I guess I should thank you. Good luck and so long, Matty.” With that, Hannah aka Hank, dashed from the room. 

“Hey! Wait! Come back here!” Matt launched himself from the bed and sprinted after him, naked. As he dashed through the cabin, his cock flapped wildly from side to side. The front door was open and Matt sprinted out into the cold night to watch Hank disappear into the woods. Matt followed as quickly as he could, the cold air shrinking his testicles and shrivelling his cock, but he didn’t care. He wasn’t going to stand for being stolen from and left without clothes. Nor was he going to stick around and see what happened when the witch woke up. At the edge of the clearing, Matt slammed into something big and hard and fell backwards onto the grass. Dazed, he shook his head, stood up and reached out his arms to feel his way. His hands met the object, but there was nothing there. He tried to walk around it, but he soon discovered that whatever invisible barrier he struck, extended all the way around the clearing. He was trapped. 

Perhaps he could somehow cut through the barrier. He had his hunting knife in his backpack next to the fireplace, if he could get to it…

He dashed back into the house and found his backpack lying where he left it. He poured out the contents of his bag, a couple tins of baked beans and two litre bottles of water spilled out, but no knife. He checked the pockets. Nothing.

The sound of a woman’s jeering laughter caused him to jump and he looked up to see the witch, Isabel standing in the doorway to her room. She wore a night dress so threadbare that it was completely translucent. Beneath the thin material, he could clearly see her large firm breasts and dark nipples, toned stomach and the dark patch of her pubic V. 

“I see you relented on your promise,” she hissed. “But no matter. You’ll just have to become my new sissy toy. I was getting a little bored with that other one anyway.”

Matt stood and squared his shoulders to her as defiantly as he could, given that he wasn’t wearing a stitch of clothing. He tried to lift his feet to walk towards her, but he found to his horror that his feet were frozen to the floor. He struggled for a moment before glaring at his captor.

She looked his body up and down with an expression of contempt. “Urgh. The male anatomy is so unsightly. The first thing I’m going to do is get rid of that little thing.” She made a dismissive gesture with her fingers in the direction of his penis. “Although, there doesn’t seem to be much to be rid of. Did you inherit your lack of size from your father?”

Matt almost rose to the bait to defend himself by telling her how cold it was outside, but gritted his teeth instead. A sudden tingling in his nether regions cause him to look down. His cock was smaller than usual. Much smaller. In fact, as he watched, it appeared to be shrinking. Like Hannah’s transformation in reverse, it retracted, drawing further and further into his body until only the head remain peeking out over his testicles. The head itself shrivelled down to the size of a grape, then a pea and finally disappeared altogether beneath a hood of skin that had once been his foreskin, but now formed a clitoral hood. His testicles too had begun to retract and he felt them pop into his body one at a time with an almost painful plop. His scrotum followed and within moments had disappeared altogether. He grabbed for his groin desperately, hoping that it was only a hallucination. Perhaps brought on by the suspicious whiskey he had imbibed earlier. But his fingers met only smooth folds of skin and a sensitive little nub where his cock had been. 

“Stop! What are you doing?”

“Making an improvement, I’d say. Somewhere deep down inside, I know this is what you’ve always wanted, isn’t it?”

Matt remained silent, staring down at his body. The hairs on his legs prickled and disappeared. He could feel his hips widening and loosening and ass becoming softer and more curvaceous. “Stop!”

Isabel only laughed. “Not quite there yet, sissy. You’re not a real man. I’m only helping you become who you are.”

“No! It isn’t true!”

“I think you know it is,” she said.

She must’ve been working some sort of hypnosis on him, because he started wondering if it wouldn’t be better this way. If, in fact, this was what he wanted.

His waist began tightening and narrowing as things inside him shifted. He could feel his shoulder reconfiguring and narrowing. Even the way he held his body began to change as the muscles softened and relaxed. His body hair tingled, retracted and left only smooth, creamy skin.

He reached up to his face to feel his stubble disappearing and his features restructuring. 

“Every sissy needs some nice long silky hair. Don’t you agree, Matt?”

Matt found himself nodding in agreement against his will.

His hair grew simultaneously, cascading down his shoulders in a light brown veil. 

“Or should I say Madeline?” 

The moment she mentioned his new name, it burrowed into his brain and seemed to anchor onto some deep, untouched part of him. At that moment, he could only think of himself as Madeline. Matt, it seemed was gone.

Finally he felt a pleasant tingling spread out from his nipples and across his chest. His nipples enlarged to the size of pencil rubbers and his aereola spread outwards, widening in diameter. 

“I know how much you want to have a nice pair of big soft breasts,” said Isabel. “This is my special gift to you, because I know how much you want it. This is what a kind and generous mistress I am. See?”

Matt’s breasts began to swell, first becoming pointy little buds and then filling, growing heavy and full. They were, in Matt’s opinion, indeed perfect. He looked down at himself now in wonder. His body was so lithe and supple, so …perfect.

“I also have a pretty little dress and bonnet that I made just for you, Madeline, but that will have to wait until tomorrow. For now you may wear this special gown just for new sissies.”

She disappeared into her bedroom for a moment and when she returned, she carried a pink silk dressing gown. She draped it over his shoulders for him and he slipped his arms inside. The silk stroked his arms and caressed his new delicate skin. 

“Look how pretty you are now, Madeline. You’ll be my good little sissy, won’t you? Not like the others. You’ll be mine to love and play with forever, won’t you?”

Madeline nodded, smiling at the new warmth he saw in her mistress’s eyes. “If you’re naughty, I will put you over my knee, lift your dress and cane your naked little bottom. If you’re really naughty…well, I have other forms of punishment that I won’t hesitate to administer. But if you’re good and you do all your chores every day, then I’ll let you sleep naked with me in my bed. Would you like that?”

Madeline nodded, imagining their two soft bodies pressed against one and other, his mistress’s breasts pressed against his back and Isabel’s arms wrapped protectively around him.

“That’s a good sissy. Come with me. Let’s explore your new body together. I know you are to enjoy the subtle pleasures of being a woman.” 

Madeline followed, helpless to the sound of his Mistress’s voice.


3.

Isabel’s bedroom was vastly different to the rest of the house. Whether by décor or by magic, this room looked like it belonged in a magazine showcasing luxury country living. The floors were polished wood covered in lush pelt rugs that must once have belonged to bears. The drapes were a deep red velvet as were the silky bedsheets on the queen-sized four post bed. There was also an antique full-length mirror in which Madeline could take in his new female body and facial features. He felt a tingle down below and the trickle of moisture gathering in his new lady parts at the sight of his own beautiful reflection. 

“You see, Madeline, a good sissy is always obedient and lives to please her Mistress. You want to please your Mistress don’t you?”

Madeline nodded once again. 

“Then be a good sissy and get on your knees.”

Madeline knelt down on the furry pelt beneath him and watched his Mistress drop the bed-robe wrapped around her, uncovering her perfectly sculpted body. A thought surfaced in a deep recess of Madeline’s brain, perhaps the part of him that used to be Matt, and he wondered if the witch looked like this all the time or if this was some sort of illusion. Of course it didn’t really matter did it? He was now a woman, so why couldn’t the witch be a stunningly beautiful lingerie model-lookalike? Who cared what original form she had taken?

Isabel positioned the rosy pink edges of her pussy lips next to Madeline’s face and he breathed deep of the sweet, cloying aroma. 

“Pussy seems to have got you into so much trouble tonight already, little Madeline, I will have to train you out of that habit, but for now, I know how much you want it. Go ahead and lick my pussy, Madeline. Kiss my clitty. Taste me.” 

She hooked her leg over Madeline’s shoulder, allowing him better access to her fleshy rose.

Madeline stuck out his tongue and with some trepidation, inched it into the moist crevice of Isabel’s vagina. The juices flowing from it were salty and fresh and Madeline savoured the soft warm flesh against his mouth as he licked up and down the folds. 

With Isabel’s turgid little clitoris between his teeth, he began to suck and flicker his tongue against the little pearl.

“Mmm,” moaned Isabel. “You eat pussy so well, my pet. Let’s try something different.”

Isabel gripped Madeline’s hair in tight fistful and locked his head tightly against her clit, sealing off his mouth and nostrils with her skin pressed against his face. He couldn’t breathe and nor could he escape Isabel’s powerful grip. 

He felt his face turn red and began to make desperate stifled moans of mercy. Then he felt Isabel’s clitoris prying open his jaws as it grew, stretching his mouth open and forcing its way down his throat as it became a thick rigid cock. He barely noticed the pair of testicles that now dangled onto his cheek. The cock forced his face away from Isabel’s body so that his nostrils were no longer covered and he was only too grateful to be able to breathe again. He sucked fresh air through his nose as the cock continued to grow. Now he had a new problem, he was gagging and choking on the thing now, and yet Isabel’s grip remained firm. 

He looked up at her with pleading eyes. 

“That’s a good little cocksucker,” she said. “Let’s see how much more you can take.”

The cock was slipping down the back of his throat now and his jaw hurt and felt as if it might soon dislocate around the still expanding girth. 

When she finally pulled it out of his mouth, it was as thick as his forearm and just as long. The head was a deep purple and the veins were like thick cables wrapped around it. 

Still it continued to grow, stiff and erect and jutting out of Isabel at a right angle. It seemed impossible that she could carry its weight in front of her, and yet she did so effortlessly. 

“I will teach you to worship cock, my little sissy. You will bow down to its power.”

When the growth finally slowed down, it was the length of a full grown man’s body and just as thick, twitching and pulsing slowly as if it had an intelligence of its own. The veins were now as thick as limbs and the head the size of a motorcycle helmet. Chills broke out all over Madeline’s arms.

“But fear not, my pet. I wouldn’t expect you to take all this. It’s really just a show of what I can do if you displease me.” 

She snapped her fingers and at once it snapped back to a more moderate size. Large, but reasonable. Thick and sturdy, but not monstrous. 

“Come, onto the bed. Get onto all fours.”

Madeline did, presenting himself for the penetration he knew was to come. As a man, he would never have even considered this, but now with that fuzzy warmth taking over his thinking, and the tingling thrill of being Isabel’s unquestioning pet, he would never dare to resist, would never want to. 

Fingers slid into his tight new hole, massaging the delicate pink folds and swirling around his natural lubrication. Her fingers quickly centred in on all of the most erogenous pressure points, pressing, kneading and rubbing them in ways that caused his legs to tremble and his breasts to heave. 

A second later, with the combination of his mistress’s thumb inside his pussy, her index finger massaging his clit and her warm wet tongue swirling around and dipping into his exposed, puckered asshole, he experienced his first orgasm as a woman. It gripped the muscles of his stomach and wracked through his body, his hips shook, his pussy clenched and his clitoris throbbed exquisitely. 

He moaned as he rode the waves of this new pleasure. Before the orgasm had even fully passed, he felt Isabel’s cock head, parting his pussy lips. She moved it back and forth, inching it in further with every stroke. The tightness of his pussy and the thickness of her cock created some resistance, but it squeezed into him slowly. He could feel it stretching him out as she pushed it deeper and deeper into him. Her hands gripped his hips and she used them as leverage to thrust into his tight wet hole. 

Soon she was fucking him with all her strength. He could feel his breasts swinging back and forth beneath him, the nipples rubbing against the inside of his nightgown with every swing. He glanced back over his shoulder to watch Isabel slamming into him, her breasts bouncing, her muscles taut with exertion. She was biting her lip and snarling with lust. Madeline had just enough time to think how sexy she was when she stopped abruptly and pulled out her cock out of him. Air rushed out of him and he felt his pussy gaping for more. 

“It’s a long night, pet and we have to stretch out all of your holes.” 

Her cock pressed roughly against his asshole and she forced it into him with far less concern for his well-being than before. He cried out against the sudden pain as his asshole swallowed up her cock. She allowed him a moment to adjust and once the ring of muscle had stretched out, he found the sensation surprisingly pleasant. Once again she started out slowly, but soon her pace became firm and forceful. He submitted completely to his rough sodomy, knowing that his discomfort was secondary to her will. 

When she pulled out, she gripped Madeline’s hair, spun him around, jerking off violently into his face. “Open your mouth,” she hissed. “I’m going to come all over that pretty little face of yours, you dirty little whore!”

With that, her cock exploded. Thick white streamers shot into Madeline’s eyes, up his nose, into his mouth, into his hair. Still her cock twitched and squirted, twitched and squirted. Her ejaculation seemed to be lasting forever. It seemed to Madeline that at least a litre of the stuff was pumping out of her, covering his face, running down onto her breasts. While the thick goo continued to pump and Isabel rocked her hips, grunting and moaning, Madeline massaged the slippery liquid into her breasts, sliding her lubricated fingers across her nipples and pressed a finger against her throbbing clit. 

Finally the last drops spilled out of Isabel’s cock. “Lick up all that cum,” she said breathlessly. 

Madeline scooped her breasts up to her mouth and licked up the thick coating. She used her fingers to wipe her face and slurp up what came with them. By the time she had licked up every last drop of the thick salty goo, she felt full and lethargic. 

“You’re such a good little sissy, Madeline. Next time, I’m going to teach you how to take a cock in both holes at the same time.” Briefly, another cock grew out from underneath Isabel’s original appendage to demonstrate and then quickly disappeared along with the other, leaving Isabel once more with a vagina. 

Madeline couldn’t wait. She huddled up next to her mistress and fell into a deep sleep filled with dreams of giant cocks and cauldrons filled with cum.


Other Works by Katie Sin

Bi Sissy Boy Bondage

When Carl’s gorgeous wife, Daisy, asks to introduce some kink into their sex life, Carl doesn’t hesitate to acquiesce. Of course, he doesn’t know quite how sexually depraved his wife can be.

Forced into make-up and lingerie, Carl finds himself in a situation beyond his wildest fantasies when Daisy’s former lover, Antonio, arrives as part of the surprise.

Tranny Dominatrix Surprise

Dave’s confidence is at an all-time low after a breakup. When his best friend Jim offers him a night with the mysterious dominatrix, Mistress Bella, Dave reluctantly agrees, only to discover that Mistress Bella has more than just a few mischievous tricks up her sleeve.

Ménage à…Tranny?

Blake can’t believe his luck when he finds himself talking to the two hottest girls at the bar. And what’s more, they’re practically fighting over him! After he arrives home with the two lady lovers, tied to their bed and teased to the brink of insanity, Blake is shocked to discover their dirty little secret. But of course, he’s already beyond the point of no return…

Boyfriend Bodyswap

When Jason and Susan try to make a little extra money by signing up for medical trials, they never dreamed that they’d end up in each other’s bodies. Jason is initially unimpressed by having his masculinity ripped away from him, but with the right touch and a sexy surprise, Susan is more than able to convince him of the joys of being a woman.
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