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I DIDN'T KNOW IT AT first, but I had always been a sissy. Too small to please any woman, I never managed to hit the heart of one. I hated myself for always being skinny, frail-looking and lacking in confidence. I kept my head low wherever I went, and especially in front of the women. Their bodies - usually bigger than mine - could be used as weapons by them if they so wished.

At twenty-one years of age, I had not discovered what it was like to play with a woman in my bed. I had watched so many videos of men doing that, and I always felt I would never reach the same level as them. It infuriated me to think I was never capable of getting the attention of a lady.

I liked some things about my body, though. My blond hair was smooth and easy to deal with; it always flew easily along the path of the wind, my face was free of natural marks and stains; even throughout my early years it had always been like that, and I had very little hair to shave; my face didn’t know what a razor was like.

But nothing of that mattered when I could not penetrate a woman, I thought while playing with my cock as I watched some women playing soccer on the field. It was impossible to control myself, so I just hoped nobody there was going to find me. It was a stupid idea, but also one that was too tempting to be ignored. I had done it many times before, so I was not particularly worried.

I just kept on admiring their thick legs and wavy hair in the wind while the ball went from foot to foot. Ah, those women could all be mine if I had a bigger package. It was just not meant to be, though. Nature made sure I would never be a proper man.

My hand started stroking my member more furiously, hoping that it would grow bigger. But it would not. It was no more than four inches when hard and erect. It was just how it was. It made me feel embarrassed to imagine what other, better men looked like.

I took showers with them quite often. I had to refrain from looking down at their crotches, as the sight of their big man tools would surely leave me feeling like the most pathetic man in the world. I was probably like that, but I didn’t want to be confronted with that knowledge. Ignorance was a bliss, after all.

I kept on thinking about my life and what it had in store for me, all the while admiring the generous breasts of the soccer players, when all of a sudden someone slapped me on the face. I fell to the side and almost hit my face on the cement step. Looking up, I saw three old snorting ladies.

“What do you think you are doing?!” The middle one shouted before trying to hit my face again; I managed to avoid it by lowering my torso and putting one arm in front of me for protection.

“Nothing. Just watching soccer,” I said while trying to move away from them.

The snorting old ladies were not about to let me go easily; they were already on top me with arms raised high and hands open for more slaps.

“That is not what is happening here! You are one dirty and disgusting man! Get out of here before I call the police,” she said before trying to slap me again, which this time she managed to. My face stung and I was on the verge of crying.

But I managed to get on my two feet and run from there as soon as possible. The other spectators stopped watching the match to glance at what was happening behind them. I kept on running and running until I found the nearest bus stop, never once daring to look back.​
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I SLAMMED THE DOOR and sat on the chair, almost losing my balance as I did the latter. The computer seemed ethereal, almost like a ghost in front of me. I needed to find a meaning for my life, given that I could not have any woman in my bed. Nobody would be with a man with a very small cock.

I turned on the computer and started browsing as many websites as I could, hoping to find a direction for my life. The clock pointed at 4 PM, suggesting that already two hours had passed without me realizing such. I took a deep breath as I aimed to get calmer and understand what I should do, but it was fruitless when there was so much going on in my head.

I eventually hit a forum which made me gasp in surprise. The bio said something about small men and sissies. I read more and more info about it, trying to understand what all that was. Apparently, they shared and helped men like me.

Someone then invited me to a chat. It was a woman from the same city I lived in. Her name was Mary, and she was beautiful and wonderful. She had long brown hair, blue eyes and breasts large enough to make it seem as if her shirt was barely enough to hold them.

"Do you want to be a sissy?" She wrote with a very wide smile that went from ear to ear.

My heart pounded hard, and I saw myself typing, “Yes, I do! I so want to become a woman!”

“Great! I can’t wait to teach you, then!” She wrote.

The woman’s name was Mary and she had a very specific task for me: that of buying clothes for women and trying them on. She said I would become a fine sissy if I so decided to. Knowing that I didn’t have anything else better to do with my life, I decided to follow through with her plan.

I found myself, in the following day, going to all stores possible as I tried to find the clothes she mentioned. Tight shirt and pants, boots, stockings, bra, panties, camisole, robe and other items were hard to find, especially for a man with very little knowledge about that sort of thing.

I got back home, turned on the computer and used a handkerchief to dry the sweat drops on my forehead. Mary logged in immediately after, with the same smile from before, and we talked about what I needed to do to become a sissy.

My cock and balls were already very small and insignificant, and so that meant I would not have to cut them off. I was very glad that was the case, because there was no way I would do that to myself. I was still a man, after all, even though I was leaning more and more on the feminine side of things.

She told me how to put all the clothes on, and it took me an enormous amount of time to be done with all that. She giggled and had a lot of fun watching me put the stockings and the panties on. It was a shame those were brand new because I would have had my own fun smelling them.

Mary decided to leave the makeup session for the next day, which made me happy because I was very tired. We exchanged goodbyes, and I fell in my bed, panting and sweating quite a bit.

I woke up the following morning. The computer was still won, and she was still on the chat, typing when she noticed I had gotten up.

This time, Mary asked me to put a mirror by the computer screen and leave the camera in front of my face. After she asked that of me, she mentioned I still didn’t buy the makeup items. I went back downtown and came back with what was needed as fast as I could.

She taught me how to put the makeup on, and just like with the clothes, it took a considerable amount of time. With red lipstick and dark eyeliner, I looked very close to a lady, thanks to my already feminine facial features.

Mary then mentioned a series of tests I would have to take. It was something about watching sissy videos while using a dildo to fuck myself. I felt energized as I imagined myself doing that, so I went to the mall on the same day to buy the rubber toy.

She then said I would have to slide my rectum up and down on it while trying not to cum myself. A difficult task that would be indeed, but I figured I could do it, so I accepted her challenge. She giggled as if to say I was very wrong about that.

Then, she said, “Whenever you fail and cum, store all your juice in a recipient and then send it to me. I will give you my address. You will be surprised with what I have in mind for you and your seeds.”

Doubting it would ever come to that, I began to bob up and down on the dildo. It hurt quite a bit because it was one of the big ones. Despite all my attempts, I found myself cumming every time I tried her test. At least she would have her seeds, I thought every time I failed.

“Now, we need to set up a meeting time. I would like to finalize your sissification,” she said with the same smile that always made my heart beat faster.

"I would like that," I said before sending her my address and hoping she would come as she promised.​
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