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BECOMING HER SISSY


Alexa stood alone at the dimly lit bus stop on the outskirts of downtown Los Angeles, the cool night rain pattering softly against the cracked concrete. Her heart fluttered with that familiar mix of shame and forbidden thrill as she shifted her weight from one slender leg to the other.

At twenty-five, Alexa no longer resembled the shy, introverted young man named Alex Carlson who had arrived from Seattle just months ago. Her body had changed dramatically under the relentless influence of hormones and her boss Victoria’s careful training. Soft, hormone-injected breasts now strained heavily against the delicate 34C satin bra hidden beneath her blouse, their full, sensitive weight pulling gently with every small movement. Her hair was gathered into a neat, feminine bun at the back of her head, a few damp strands clinging to her flushed cheeks. Heavy, glossy crimson lipstick coated her plump lips, making them look irresistibly soft and inviting in the wet glow of the night. The outfit was a short, shimmering satin silk skirt that barely reached mid-thigh. Anyone who looked twice could tell exactly what she was - a prettily feminized sissy boy, dressed and shaped for the pleasure of a powerful woman.

The rain kissed her bare thighs, cool droplets sliding down her skin and making her shiver. Her fresh pussy from vaginoplasty twitched inside the satin panties Victoria had made her wear.

A group of young men walked past on the sidewalk, laughing loudly. One of them slowed down, his eyes raking over Alexa’s figure with open interest. He gave her a slow, wolfish smile and a deliberate wink. Alexa’s breath hitched. A hot wave of embarrassment flooded her cheeks as her caged cock gave another involuntary twitch, pressing uselessly against the unyielding plastic. She quickly looked down at her glossy black heels, heart racing, thighs pressing together instinctively.

Sometimes, when she had to walk through the dimly lit subway tunnels late at night after the work , random lads would slap her ass hard as they passed. The sharp sting, the loud smack echoing in the underground passage, always sent her running in panicked, clicking heels, tears of humiliation pricking at the corners of her heavily made-up eyes. Tonight she prayed the bus would come soon.

The low rumble of an approaching bus finally broke through the sound of rain. Alexa clutched her small purse tighter against her chest, feeling the soft swell of her breasts shift beneath the fabric. The warm, slightly stuffy air from inside washed over her rain-damp skin as she climbed the steps. She found an empty seat near the middle and sat down carefully, smoothing the glossy silk over her thighs. Outside the window, the rain had intensified, fat droplets racing down the glass in chaotic streams, blurring the neon lights of Los Angeles into streaks of color.

As the bus rumbled forward, her mind drifted helplessly back... back to the boy she used to be. The day she came to Los Angeles.
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Few months back

Alex Carlson stood on the sun-warmed sidewalk of downtown Los Angeles, staring up at the sleek three-story building that bore the elegant silver logo: Victoria Advertisements. His heart hammered against his ribs so hard he was sure the passing pedestrians could hear it.

Just twenty-four hours ago he had been in Seattle, standing at the front door of his parents’ modest home in the Rainier Valley neighborhood, suitcase in hand, trying not to look as terrified as he felt. His mother, Linda Carlson, had fussed over him one last time, adjusting the collar of his  shirt.

“Are you sure you packed enough underwear? And the protein bars I bought? You get nervous and forget to eat, sweetheart.”

“Mom, I’m twenty-four, not twelve,” Alex mumbled.

His father, Robert, a quiet mechanic who had worked the same shop for twenty-five years, clapped a heavy hand on Alex’s shoulder.

“You got this, son. First real job after college. Big move from Seattle to California.

Alex had nodded, forcing a small smile. He didn’t tell them how the job posting had appeared on his LinkedIn feed one random Tuesday night. Personal Assistant to CEO - Victoria Advertisements, Los Angeles. Recent graduates welcome. Competitive salary, relocation assistance provided. He had applied on a whim, never expecting the video interview two weeks later, or the official offer that followed just days after that.

Now here he was, standing in front of a building that looked like it belonged in a movie. Alex was tall and naturally handsome - lean build, soft brown hair that always fell slightly into his hazel eyes, sharp jawline, and long lashes that girls in college had quietly commented on. He never had a girlfriend. Not even close. The idea of asking someone out made his stomach twist into knots. Introverted by nature, he preferred books, video games, and quiet evenings over loud parties or dating apps. His parents worried about him sometimes, but they never pushed too hard.

“You’ll find the right person when you’re ready,” his mom always said.

Alex adjusted the strap of his messenger bag and straightened his posture. He walked through the automatic glass doors into the cool, minimalist lobby of Victoria Advertisements. A sleek reception desk sat in the center, manned by a stylish woman in her late twenties wearing a perfectly tailored black blazer.

“Hi... um, I’m Alex Carlson,” he said, his voice quieter than he intended. “It’s my first day. I’m the new personal assistant for Ms. Victoria.”

The receptionist glanced at her screen, then offered a polite smile. “Welcome, Mr. Carlson. Ms. Victoria is expecting you. Take the elevator to the third floor. Her office is at the end of the hall.

“Thank you,” Alex murmured.

When the elevator doors opened on the third floor, the atmosphere shifted. The open-plan office space was bright and modern, filled with the low hum of conversations and the clicking of keyboards. Several women in sharp business attire moved between desks with confident purpose. Alex noticed he was the only man visible on this floor. All staffs were females. At the far end of the hall stood a pair of frosted glass doors with a small silver plaque: Victoria Lang - CEO.

He took a shaky breath, and knocked.

A rich, velvety voice floated through the door. “Come in.”

He pushed the door open and stepped inside.

Behind the desk sat the gorgeous Victoria Lang. She was in her early thirties, a strong, bold woman who had built this entire company  before she turned thirty. A fierce feminist who openly preached female supremacy, she radiated absolute power. Her raven-black hair was swept into a flawless bun, and her piercing green eyes lifted slowly to meet his.

“Come and sit,” she said, her tone smooth, commanding.

He smiled nervously and lowered himself into the chair opposite her.

Alex’s voice came out softer than he intended. “Ma’am... I’m Alex.”

Victoria’s red lips curved. “I know, Alex. I interviewed you.”

The moment he sat, her overwhelming aura washed over him like warm silk. The air in the office was thick with her perfume, a deep, seductive blend of jasmine, vanilla, and something darker, almost primal. It curled into his lungs and made his head feel light. His eyes betrayed him for a second, flicking down to her chest. The black office suit jacket was open, revealing a crisp white shirt beneath. The top two buttons had been left undone, offering a teasing glimpse of soft, creamy cleavage. Below the desk, her short skirt rode high on her thighs, the hem barely reaching mid-thigh and displaying long, milky legs. Every inch of her screamed controlled sensuality and unchallenged dominance. She had this sexy smile  - slow, knowing, and dangerously confident.

God, she’s beautiful, Alex thought, a hot flush creeping up his neck. Too beautiful. I’ve never been alone in a room with someone like her. What if I say something stupid? What if she can tell how nervous I am? His small cock twitched hard inside his pants.

Victoria noticed everything. The slight tremble in his hands, the way his thighs pressed together, the faint flush blooming across his cheeks. Her green eyes sparkled with quiet amusement as she watched the young, handsome boy from Seattle struggle to keep his composure.

Victoria smiled at his discomfort.

“Alex, your job here is to assist and support me and all the other staff here. You will be the only man in this office. And you will be used for our pleasure.”

Alex’s heart slammed against his ribs. Used for our pleasure? The phrase echoed in his mind, strange and darkly seductive. Yet he wasn’t in any position to refuse. Not with her commanding presence filling the room, not with that seductive perfume wrapping around him like invisible chains, not with the way her partially unbuttoned white shirt revealed the soft swell of her breasts.

He swallowed hard, his throat dry, and whispered,

“Yes, ma’am.”

Victoria’s lips curved into a slow, satisfied smile.

“Get up,” she ordered softly.

Alex rose slowly from the chair, his legs feeling unsteady beneath him. “Put your bag aside and stand straight.”

He obeyed, setting his messenger bag on the chair he had just vacated. Then he stood tall, shoulders back, trying to appear composed even as nervous energy crackled through every nerve. Victoria’s gaze traveled over him appraisingly, lingering on the way his chest rose and fell with quick, shallow breaths.

“Remove that shirt.”

Alex blinked, his mouth going dry. “What, ma’am?”

Victoria: “You heard me.”

His fingers trembled as they moved to the buttons of his crisp white shirt. One by one he undid them, the fabric parting to reveal his smooth, lean chest. The cool office air kissed his skin as he shrugged the shirt off his shoulders and let it drop onto the bag.  Victoria smiled at his obedience.

“Now, the pants.”

Alex’s stomach lurched. She can’t be serious. A storm of emotions raged within him: burning shame at how easily he was submitting, a thrilling rush of excitement at being commanded by such a gorgeous, dominant woman, and the terrifying realization that he was powerless to stop any of it. His hands shook as he unbuckled his belt. Slowly, hesitantly, he lowered his navy pants, letting them pool around his ankles before stepping out of them. He stood in nothing but his black boxers, his lean legs trembling slightly. The outline of his hardening cock was clearly visible, straining desperately against the material.

Suddenly, a sharp knock echoed through the office door.

Alex froze, panic surging through him. Victoria, remained perfectly calm.

“Come in,” she called, her voice smooth and unconcerned.

The door opened. A woman in her early forties stepped inside - Susan, one of the senior account managers. She was elegant, with sharp features and a confident stride. Her eyes widened for a fraction of a second as they landed on Alex standing there half-naked, then a slow, amused smile spread across her lips.

“Oh sorry, ma’am, if I was disturbing,” Susan said.

Victoria waved a dismissive hand. “No, you are not.”

Alex’s face burned crimson. His cheeks turned a deep, humiliated red as he fought the overwhelming urge to cover himself. The mixture of shame and arousal was dizzying, making his head spin.

Susan approached the desk with a folder in hand.

“Just a sign here, ma’am.”

Victoria signed the document. Before turning to leave, Susan glanced once more at Alex, her smile widening with clear delight at the sight of the trembling, half-naked young man.

Alex managed a weak, wry smile in return, his lips twitching with embarrassment.

Victoria’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction. She leaned forward slightly, her cleavage deepening in the open shirt, and pointed one manicured finger toward his boxers.

“Come on, that too.”

As Susan reached the door, she let out a soft, throaty laugh. The door clicked shut behind her, leaving Alex alone with Victoria once again.

Alex’s breath caught in his throat. His heart pounded so loudly he was sure she could hear it. With shaking hands and a mind swirling with humiliation, excitement, and helpless surrender, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his boxers and slowly began to lower them. His cock sprang free, throbbing hard in the open air, the tip already glistening. Victoria smiled at the sight, her gaze lingering appreciatively on his exposed, aching length.

He put down his head in shame.

Victoria rose slowly from her chair. Her tall, commanding figure moved with graceful, predatory confidence as she circled the desk toward the completely naked young man standing before her. Alex kept his hands planted firmly on the desk, head bowed, eyes fixed downward in a storm of shame and arousal. His lean, trembling body was fully exposed for the first time in his life to a woman’s gaze.

She stopped directly in front of him, her green eyes lowering deliberately to his throbbing penis.

“Ohh... it’s small.”

Humiliation burned hot across his face, yet his small cock twitched violently in the open air, jerking upward as if desperate to prove itself a weapon despite her mocking assessment. Precum already beaded at the swollen tip, glistening under the office lights. Victoria’s sexy smile deepened as she walked behind him. Her gaze dropped to his smooth, firm ass, appreciating the gentle curve and untouched softness.

“But you have a cute ass though,” she purred.

Victoria’s tone turned teasingly sweet. “Can I touch it?”

Before Alex could form a single word of response, her right hand reached out and made contact with his right ass cheek. The coolness of her palm against his warm skin sent an electric jolt through his body. she simply held her hand there, feeling the smooth firmness, letting the heat of his body seep into her fingers. Alex’s cock pulsed harder, a thick bead of precum dripping from the tip and landing on the polished desk.

Victoria kept her hand resting possessively on his ass cheek for several long, silent seconds, savoring the way his body trembled under her touch. Then she withdrew it slowly, only for it to return with a sharp, resounding slap.

“Ahh!” Alex cried out, his voice breaking as the sting bloomed across his ass.

“Do you like it?” Victoria asked.

Her hand came down again, much harder this time. THWACK.

“Ahhhh!” His moan was louder, rawer, echoing in the spacious office. The pain flared hot and bright, mixing with a strange, throbbing pleasure that made his small cock jerk and leak even more.

The slaps continued in a steady, rhythmic cadence. Thwack. Thwack. Thwack. Each one landed with precision, alternating cheeks, building the heat and redness on his once-pale skin. Alex gripped the edge of the desk desperately, knuckles turning white, his body jolting forward with every impact.  Each stinging slap sent jolts of unwanted arousal straight to his groin. With a helpless, choked cry, Alex’s cock exploded. Thick ropes of cum shot across the desk in forceful spurts, splattering the glossy wood as his hips bucked involuntarily. He grabbed the desk harder for balance, legs shaking, eyes squeezed shut in overwhelming release and embarrassment.

“Who told you to cum?” Victoria’s voice was calm but laced with dark amusement as she delivered the next slap, the hardest yet. THWACKK.

Alex’s entire body jolted violently, a sharp gasp tearing from his throat. The pain was exquisite, radiating through his sore cheeks and making fresh tears prick at the corners of his eyes. Still, she didn’t relent. Her hand rained down again and again, methodical and unrelenting, turning his ass into a throbbing canvas of crimson.

For another full five minutes the spanking continued without mercy. Thwack... thwack... thwack... Alex’s moans grew louder and more broken, his spent cock twitching weakly between his legs as the overwhelming sensations pushed him deeper into submission. The slaps continued until his ass became completely red.

Victoria finally stopped, her hand hovering for a moment above the glowing red flesh of Alex’s ass before she lowered it. She stepped around to face him, her high heels clicking softly on the floor. Her piercing green eyes studied his face - wide with fear, flushed with deep humiliation, lips parted in shallow, ragged breaths. The young man from Seattle looked utterly broken and beautiful in his vulnerability.

She reached out, her cool fingers gently cupping his chin, tilting his head upward. That sexy, seductive smile curved her red lips once more.

“So cute,” she purred.

she leaned in and pressed a soft, lingering kiss to his burning cheek. Alex smiled shyly. A part of him hated how easily he melted under her affection, even after the ruthless spanking. Victoria’s hand drifted down again, gently stroking the hot, reddened cheeks of his ass. Her fingers traced the burning skin with possessive care, feeling the heat radiating from the marks she had left.

“Let me introduce you to my staff,” she said casually.

Alex’s eyes widened in shock, his stomach dropping like a stone.

“Ma’am...”

She pressed a finger firmly against his lips, silencing him instantly.

“Shhh. Just walk.”

Her right hand stayed firm on his ass, fingers digging possessively into the tender, scarlet flesh as she guided him forward. Alex moved like a robot, stiff, mechanical steps, his bare feet padding across the cool floor. Every movement made the stinging in his ass flare hotter, a constant reminder of his complete exposure. His mind raced in frantic circles. There are around twenty women out there. They’re going to see me naked. Completely naked, with my cock still half-hard and my ass glowing red from her spanking.  He slowed his steps instinctively, humiliation rooting him in place. Victoria responded by pushing harder against his ass, her palm slapping lightly in warning, forcing him to walk faster toward the door. She reached past him and opened the door with a smooth, confident motion.

Victoria’s voice rang out clear and proud.

“Look, ladies, this is our new staff - Alex.”

For a split second there was stunned silence.

Then came a big, roaring wave of laughter from every corner of the room. There was around 20 women on that floor. Bright, delighted, mocking laughter that filled the air like sparkling champagne. It was quickly followed by enthusiastic claps, the women applauding as if they had just been treated to the most entertaining show of the year.

Alex’s head dropped instantly, chin pressing against his chest in overwhelming shame. His face burned hotter than his ass. Yet even in the depths of his shame, his cock twitched again in the open air, bobbing visibly and starting to thicken once more under the weight of twenty pairs of amused female eyes.

Instinctively, he tried to cover himself, hands moving down to shield his exposed cock and balls. Victoria was faster. She slapped his hands away sharply, the sharp smack echoing. The girls burst into fresh laughter, louder this time, clearly enjoying the way the shy young man was being so effortlessly controlled. Victoria smiled serenely, her hand returning to rest possessively on his blazing ass.

“Why don’t you turn around and show your ass to the girls?”

He obeyed, slowly turning in place until his bright red, freshly spanked ass was fully presented to the entire room.

Another huge wave of laughter erupted from the ladies. They were clearly enjoying what they were seeing: the handsome new boy, stripped bare on his first day, his ass glowing an unmistakable scarlet from their boss’s firm hand. Whispers and giggles rippled through the group as they pointed and commented, their eyes drinking in every detail of his humiliated, naked form.

Victoria gave Alex’s glowing red ass one final, possessive squeeze, then pushed him firmly forward into the open office space.

“Enjoy, girls,” she said with a wicked, satisfied smile.

The ladies cheered loudly. Victoria turned  and disappeared back into her cabin, the door clicking shut behind her, leaving Alex completely at the mercy of the twenty women who now surrounded him.

The group wasted no time. Eager hands grabbed his arms and shoulders, pushing and guiding the naked, freshly spanked young man straight to the center of the room. Alex stumbled forward on shaky legs, his head still bowed low, cheeks burning with unbearable humiliation. He could feel their eyes devouring every inch of his exposed body - the lean muscles, the bright red handprints glowing on his ass, and especially his cock, which was already thickening again, rising shamelessly under the hungry female attention.

“Look at that,” one of them giggled.

Laughter erupted once more as Alex’s cock continued to swell, bobbing heavily in the air. The sight of twenty beautiful, confident women circling him like predators made his body betray him completely. His small dick grew thicker and harder with every teasing comment and lingering stare, twitching visibly as fresh beads of precum began to form at the slit.

Julie from marketing, a curvy brunette in her late twenties wrapped her warm fingers around his cock, squeezing the base possessively. The other women cheered enthusiastically, clapping and whistling as Julie began to pump his dick up and down in slow, deliberate strokes. Her grip was firm and skilled, milking him with practiced ease, sliding from base to tip while her thumb teased the sensitive underside. Susan moved behind him and squeezed his sore, red ass cheeks hard, digging her nails in just enough to make the fresh spanking sting flare back to life. Alex moaned involuntarily, hips jerking forward into Julie’s pumping hand.

Other hands joined the fun. Fingers pinched and twisted his nipples, rolling the sensitive buds until they stood hard and aching. Someone slapped his inner thigh lightly, encouraging him to spread his legs wider. He was completely surrounded now - soft feminine laughter, perfume, and the heat of their bodies pressing in from all sides. He had become their toy, a living plaything for the all-female office to enjoy on his very first day.

Julie’s hand moved faster, pumping his throbbing cock with wet, slick sounds. Precum coated her fingers, making each stroke smoother and more obscene. The women cooed and teased him mercilessly.

“Aww, look how leaky he is.”

Alex’s hips jerked helplessly as Julie’s skilled hand pumped him faster. His cock throbbed wildly in her grip, the sensitive head swollen and leaking. With a broken moan, he came hard, shooting thick ropes of cum into her  palm. The warm spurts coated her fingers as the entire office erupted in loud, delighted cheers and applause.

“Such a good boy!” Julie laughed.

“My chance!” Maxi from accounting stepped forward eagerly, a petite Asian woman with sharp features and hungry eyes. She wrapped her soft hand around his still-twitching cock and began stroking him immediately, milking every last drop before working him back to full hardness with quick, teasing strokes.

The twenty women used Alex in every possible way they could imagine until the evening light began to fade outside the large office windows. They passed him around like a living toy, their hands and mouths exploring him without mercy. They milked his cock repeatedly, bringing him to the edge and over again until he was shaking and whimpering. They teased and fingered his sore, red ass, slapping the glowing cheeks whenever he moaned too loudly. One by one, the ladies made him drop to his knees and lick their pussies. They sat on the edges of desks or spread their legs in their chairs, guiding his head between their thighs. Alex obeyed without resistance, his tongue working obediently as they moaned and gripped his hair, using his mouth for their pleasure. The taste and scent of different women filled his senses, deepening his humiliation with every lick. By late afternoon he was a trembling, cum-covered mess, voice hoarse from moaning, mind floating in a haze of overwhelming submission.

At last, as the office lights grew brighter against the darkening sky, the women finally relented. Someone brought him a tall glass of cool juice, which he drank gratefully, his throat dry and raw. The ladies helped him dress. Soft giggles and affectionate teasing accompanied every movement.

Victoria emerged from her cabin. She took one look at his flushed, exhausted face and smiled with quiet satisfaction. Without a word, she led him down to the parking garage and guided him into her sleek black car. The drive to her  luxurious house was quiet. Alex sat in the passenger seat, body aching, ass still burning against the leather, his mind replaying every humiliating and erotic moment of his first day. Victoria drove with one hand on the wheel, the other occasionally reaching over to rest possessively on his thigh, her seductive perfume filling the car.
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The sleek black car glided through the quiet, upscale neighborhood of Los Angeles as the sun dipped lower. Victoria’s luxurious three-bedroom house stood elegantly at the end of a private driveway, surrounded by manicured gardens and tall privacy hedges. Victoria parked the car and led Alex inside. The moment the heavy front door clicked shut behind them, the outside world felt miles away. The air inside was cool and carried a faint trace of her signature jasmine-vanilla perfume. A beautiful living area opened up with floor-to-ceiling windows, a massive flat-screen TV mounted on the wall, and soft ambient lighting that gave the space a seductive, intimate glow. Just beyond the glass doors lay a sparkling private swimming pool, its turquoise water shimmering invitingly under the evening sky.

Victoria walked straight to the sofa and sat down, crossing her long legs. Alex stood obediently a few feet away, eyes lowered.

“Come here, dear,” she said, her voice suddenly soft and sweet.

Alex moved closer, surprised by the gentle tone.

Victoria reached out and caressed his hips slowly, her fingers tracing over his body.

“Dear, you are going to stay with me here. This is your new home now.”

Alex nodded. “Okay, ma’am.”

She continued speaking sweetly, her hand still on his hip.

“There will be certain rules you have to follow. Rule number one: No clothes inside the house. You must stay completely nude at all times when we’re home. Rule number two: You will do all household duties. You will cook for me, do my laundry, and keep the house clean. Rule number three: Never disobey me. The consequences will be thorough.”

Alex nodded again, his voice quiet. “Yes, ma’am.”

Victoria smiled. “So remove your clothes, dear. What are you waiting for?”

Alex’s hands moved without resistance. He dropped his shirt, then his pants, and finally his underwear, standing completely naked in front of her. His cock hung soft between his legs, his ass still glowing hot red from the day’s spankings.

“Turn,” she ordered.

He turned slowly, showing her his punished ass.

Victoria leaned forward and squeezed one cheek firmly. Alex sighed softly.

“Ahh...”

She smiled at his reaction.

“Go and make a coffee for me. The kitchen is that side.”

Alex walked naked toward the kitchen, his red ass swaying slightly with every step. Victoria watched him go, a satisfied, seductive smile on her lips. After a while Alex came back with a cup of coffee in his hands. His gaze was fixed on the floor. He stopped a few feet before her, extending the cup.

When he finally looked up, the world tilted.

Victoria hadn’t moved from her spot, but she had transformed. Her skirt and panties were a dark pool of fabric at the base of the sofa. She was reclined back. Her legs were parted just enough. And there, between her thighs, was a sight that stole the air from Alex’s lungs. A neat, shaved mound, glistening faintly under the ambient light.

A woman’s pussy.

He was seeing it for the first time in his life. His body reacted before his mind could catch up. A thick, heavy heat rushed to his groin. His cock, which had been soft and insignificant in his nervousness, stirred. It thickened, rising in the cool air. She watched the cascade of reactions - the wide-eyed stare, the full-body tremble, the undeniable stiffening of his erection. A slow, satisfied smile touched her lips. She reached out and took the coffee cup from his hand.

“Why don’t you kneel down,” she said, her voice a low, conversational murmur, “and eat my pussy while I drink this.”

Alex’s legs felt like water. Kneel. Eat. The commands reverberated in his skull. He sank down. The scent reached him first. something earthier, musky, uniquely her. Victoria took a sip of coffee and spread her legs wider. He leaned forward. His vision tunneled to the glistening center before him. He could see every delicate detail now, the soft pink folds, the slight swell of flesh. He felt like an explorer at the edge of a terrifying, wonderful new world.

Hesitantly, he extended his tongue.

The first touch was electric. His tongue made contact with the lower part of her outer lips. The skin was impossibly soft, and warm, and carried the faint, tangy taste of her arousal. Salty. Sweaty. A low, soft sound escaped Victoria. He licked upward, a slow, tentative stroke from the very bottom to the top of her pussy. The taste intensified. The texture was a revelation - smooth, wet, velvety. He did it again. And again. Finding a  slow, exploring rhythm. He focused on the feel of her under his tongue, the subtle changes in texture, the way she grew wetter with each pass. Victoria shifted slightly on the sofa, settling deeper into the cushions. One hand still held her coffee cup, resting on her stomach. The other came down and her fingers threaded into his hair. She guided his head, pressing him a little closer, adjusting the angle.

“There,” she breathed, the word just a puff of air.

He obeyed the command, focusing his tongue on the spot her pressure indicated. He licked in earnest now, a steady, devoted pace. He used the flat of his tongue for broad strokes, then the tip to trace circles around the sensitive nub he found nestled at the top. He listened, his whole being attuned to her breath, to the tiny, hitched inhalations, to the occasional soft, satisfied hum that vibrated against his mouth.

The silent, intense focus was shattered by the phone, vibrating against a hard surface. He’d left it on the glass side table when he’d undressed. Instinctively, Alex flinched, pulling his head back an inch. His eyes flicked up toward the noise. Victoria’s hand in his hair tightened. She pushed his head back down, firmly. He gasped against her, then immediately  resumed his licking.

Victoria took the phone. It was Alex’s mother Linda.

Victoria: “oh, it’s your mom.”

Alex again looked up, but she pushed his head back to her pussy.

“Hello. “I’m Victoria,” she said into the phone, her voice smooth as polished. “Alex’s boss.”

“Oh, hi. Hello, Victoria.” Linda’s voice became clearer, tinged with a hopeful, nervous politeness. “How is Alex doing?”

Victoria looked down at the top of Alex’s head, at his body bent in service between her thighs. A slow, wicked smile spread across her face.

“Actually, Alex is doing great,” she said, her tone bright. I understand that it is his first time, but he is doing great down here.”

“Oh, okay, great.” Linda sounded relieved. “Thank you for giving my son a chance.”

A low, soft giggle escaped Victoria.

“Pleasure is all mine, Mom.”

“So, is he busy now?” Linda asked.

“Yes, Mom. He is doing some urgent work down there.” She emphasized the words just so. “But don’t worry. When he finishes, I will tell him to call back.”

“Sure, don’t worry, I’ll call later.”

“So, bye, Mom.”

“Bye, Victoria. Nice talking to you.” Linda’s voice took on a maternal, confiding tone. “He is a little shy, but he is a hard worker. Hope he will make you happy.”

“Sure,” Victoria purred, holding his gaze, her voice dripping with sincerity. “He is making me very happy.”

“Great. Bye then, Victoria.”

“Bye.”

Alex kept licking. He focused on the hard, swollen nub under his tongue, laving it with quick, insistent flicks. Her thighs tightened around his head. Her juices, hot and sudden, spilled over his tongue, coating his chin, dripping in thick strands. His cock, untouched and painfully hard, twitched and leaked onto the cold marble. The climax seemed to last an eternity. Her body arched, taut as a bowstring, every elegant muscle defined under her skin. A series of gasping, breathless sounds tore from her lips. He rode it out with her, his tongue softening to gentle, soothing strokes, absorbing every aftershock, every delicate quiver.

Then, stillness.

For several long seconds, the only sounds were her ragged, recovering breaths and the distant hum of the city. Alex stopped. His tongue rested against her, still buried in her wetness. He was frozen in confusion. What now? Is it over? Do I move? The previous command was complete. He waited, his mouth full of her taste, his mind blank.

Her breath evened. She shifted slightly, a lazy, satisfied movement.

“Lick it clean.”

The command was simple. Absolute.

He obeyed.

He pulled his tongue back and began the methodical work. He licked upward, from the soaked seam of her, collecting the thick, silky fluid that coated her inner lips. He lapped at her folds, cleaning every trace of her release. He dipped his tongue lower, gathering the juices that had pooled beneath her. He swallowed every time, the act deliberate. He didn’t like the taste. It was bitter, musky, unfamiliar. But there was no choice. He licked like a devoted dog, cleaning its master. He was erasing the evidence of her pleasure, consuming it, making her pristine again.

When he was finished, she was clean and glistening. He paused, waiting.

“Good boy.”

Her hand returned to his hair. She cupped the back of his head and pushed his face firmly, straight into her pussy again. His nose pressed against her pubic bone, his mouth was smothered by her soft, wet flesh. He couldn’t breathe for a moment. He inhaled her scent, deep and primal, through his nostrils. She held him there for a long, suffocating moment before easing the pressure just enough for him to gasp.

“From now on, this is your world. Your life will be around my pussy. You are the slave of my pussy. Do you understand?”

He nodded, his face still buried in her. Humiliation burned through him, bright and sharp. But beneath it, coiling deep in his gut, was a dark, thrilling excitement. He had never thought submission could feel like this - like a key turning in a lock he didn’t know he had. He was horrified. He was aroused. He was, on some inner, secret level, liking it.

“Go,” she said, releasing his head. “And come back with a bowl of water. A large one.”

He stumbled to his feet. He walked back to the kitchen. He found a large, deep mixing bowl. He filled it with warm water from the tap and carried it back.

“Place it here,” she said, pointing to the floor directly in front of the sofa.

He set it down. She put her right foot in to the bowl.

“Now, wash my feet. They’re dirty.”

He knelt again. It was a long, elegant foot, with a high arch and toes painted a deep, blood red. There was a faint dusting of city grit between her toes, a smudge of dirt on her heel. He reached into the warm water, cupping it in his hands, and poured it over her foot. He rubbed the ball of her foot, working in small circles. He slid his fingers between each toe, carefully dislodging the tiny particles of dirt. The grit swirled into the water, turning it cloudy. Her skin was softer than he expected, smooth and warm under his touch. He was worshiping it. He moved to her left foot, repeating the ritual. Pouring water. Cradling her heel. Cleaning between her toes. The water grew murkier. Flecks of dirt and dark sediment settled at the bottom of the bowl. He washed her ankles, the delicate bones, the strong tendon at the back of her heel. He spent long minutes on each foot, ensuring every inch was clean, rubbing her skin until it shone.

After what felt like an age, her voice cut through his focused silence.

“Enough.”

He stopped. He looked up. She was smiling.  She lifted her foot from the bowl and Alex dried it with a towel.

“Are you thirsty, Alex?”

He blinked, his mind scrambling. Thirsty? His mouth was dry, coated with the memory of her. He thought of the water in the bowl. The dirty, gritty water filled with the residue from her feet. A cold dread pooled in his stomach, colder than the marble under his knees.

He knew the answer she wanted. The final test. The ultimate submission.

He swallowed, his throat clicking. “Yes, ma’am.”

Her smile widened. It was a sexy, seductive, utterly wicked curve of her lips.

“Then drink it.”

He stared into the bowl. The water was opaque, a light brownish-gray. He could see the faint silt settled at the bottom, the tiny dark flecks suspended. This was it. The final surrender. The removal of his last shred of pride. To drink this was to accept that he was nothing. That his body, his needs, his very humanity were subject to her whims. It was to consume her filth, to make it a part of himself.

He placed his hands on either side of the heavy bowl. He bent forward. He didn’t close his eyes. He watched the murky surface come closer to his face.

He drank.

The first mouthful was warm, and it tasted of soap and skin and something faintly earthy. The grit was tangible on his tongue, a fine silt. He swallowed. It went down rough. He drank again. A larger gulp this time. He drank the water that had cleaned the feet of this powerful, gorgeous, ruthless woman. He consumed the dirt from her skin, the city from her day, the tangible proof of his servitude.

He drank until the bowl was empty.  He set the bowl down on the marble with a soft clink. His stomach felt heavy. Warm. Full of her. He had submitted completely. The last drop of pride was gone, burned away, leaving only a raw, exposed nerve of shame.
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The next morning, Alex woke up before dawn, his body still sore and marked from the previous day. He moved quietly through the house, completely naked as per Victoria’s first rule. His red ass had faded to a soft pink overnight. He prepared a full breakfast - scrambled eggs, toast, fresh fruit, and coffee. Then he cleaned the entire house: dusting, vacuuming, wiping down counters, and scrubbing the bathroom until it sparkled. By the time the sun rose, everything was spotless. Carrying a tray with fresh bed coffee, he entered Victoria’s bedroom. She was still lying under the sheets, looking stunning even half-awake, her raven hair spread across the pillow.

“Everything is ready, ma’am,” Alex said softly, placing the tray beside her.

Victoria opened her eyes and smiled, slow and satisfied. “Good boy.”

She rolled onto her back, the duvet falling away. She was completely nude. The dawn light caught the proud peaks of her breasts, the flat expanse of her stomach, the dark triangle of hair at the junction of her thighs.  She stood, gloriously nude and unconcerned, stretching her arms high above her head. The action pulled her body taut, a sculpture of power and casual grace. She looked him up and down, her eyes lingering on his arousal. A low hum of approval vibrated in her throat.

“Come and help me in the bathroom.” she said, turning and walking toward the en-suite bathroom. He followed. The bathroom was a cavern of marble and chrome, sensor lights flickering to life. It was cooler here. Victoria turned, leaning back against the cold porcelain tank, her gaze settling on him with serene expectation.

“Kneel.”

He lowered himself to the marble floor, the chill biting into his kneecaps. He looked up at her, questions screaming silently behind his eyes.

She looked down, that smile a curve of wicked delight. She shifted her stance, widening her legs just enough. Her hand came down to rest possessively on her lower belly, fingers splayed.

“Open your mouth”

Understanding dawned, cold and shocking. His eyes flickered from her face to the intimate flesh now positioned directly above him. His jaw unclenched. His lips parted. He tilted his head back, offering his mouth like a sacrificial bowl.

Victoria smiled. “Good boy.”

Victoria took one small step forward, straddling his upturned face. She reached down with both hands, slowly parting her smooth, plump pussy lips with her fingers, exposing the soft pink flesh beneath. For a moment she simply held herself open above him, letting him stare.

Then she let go.

A thick, powerful jet of hot golden piss exploded from her pussy and crashed straight into Alex’s open mouth. The stream was strong and steady, flooding his tongue with her warm, salty essence. He moaned softly as he swallowed the first heavy mouthful, the taste of her filling his senses completely -  rich, slightly bitter, and deeply humiliating. Victoria remained perfectly still, standing tall above him, watching as her hot urine poured endlessly into his mouth. The sound of her strong hissing stream echoed off the tiles as it splashed against his tongue and the back of his throat. Excess piss overflowed his lips, running down his chin in warm rivers, soaking his chest and dripping onto his aching cock.

She shifted her hips slightly, painting his face with the golden flow, first across his cheeks, then back into his hungry mouth. Alex kept swallowing desperately, gulp after gulp, his throat working visibly as he drank every drop of urine she gave him. The erotic heat of her piss, the intimate scent rising from her wet pussy, and the sight of her naked body towering over him pushed Alex deeper into humiliated bliss. His cock pulsed and leaked steadily onto the floor beneath him as she continued to empty herself. Alex’s entire face was now soaked, shining with her golden piss, droplets clinging to his eyelashes and running down his neck in sensual trails.

When the flow finally began to soften into a gentle trickle, Victoria milked the last rich drops from her pussy, letting them fall one by one onto his outstretched tongue. She remained standing over him, legs apart, her wet, glistening pussy hovering just above his drenched face, allowing him to breathe in the heavy, erotic scent of her complete release.

“Did you like the taste?” Victoria asked, her voice low and teasing.

“Yess ma’am,” he stammered, voice hoarse and trembling.”

Victoria’s lips curved into a wicked, satisfied smile.

“Good”. Now bathe me,” she commanded softly.

Alex rose unsteadily from his knees, his cock still rock-hard and dripping. He turned on the warm shower and guided Victoria under the gentle spray. She stood like a goddess, water cascading over her full breasts, down her smooth stomach, and between her thighs. He lathered his hands with fragrant soap and began washing her. Starting with her back, he ran his soapy palms over her soft skin in slow, worshipful strokes. His fingers traced every curve of her spine before moving lower to her plump, perfect ass. He cupped and massaged her cheeks thoroughly, spreading them slightly as he cleaned her most intimate areas with devoted care. He knelt again to wash her feet, carefully cleaning between each toe while his aching cock throbbed untouched. Every inch of her flawless body received his complete attention, under her breasts, along her sides, even gently between her legs, where he cleaned the remnants of her golden piss with humble fingers. Once she was thoroughly soaped and rinsed, Alex took a large, soft towel and dried her with reverent care. He patted her breasts dry, then her ass, thighs, and every curve, making sure not a single drop remained. Victoria stood tall and regal, letting him serve.

When she was perfectly dry, Victoria turned and walked out of the bathroom completely naked, her hips swaying with queenly confidence. She paused at the doorway and glanced back at him.

“Go and set the dining table.”

Alex’s voice came out weak and trembling with shame and arousal.

“Yes, Maam.”

He stood there for a moment, still tasting her piss on his tongue, his face and chest sticky with her scent, watching his naked Goddess disappear into the bedroom. His cock twitched helplessly.  
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After breakfast, Victoria told him to get dressed. He got dressed- a simple white shirt and black pants. she wore a low-cut black dress that plunged deeply, revealing generous upper cleavage, the fabric hugging her full 36B breasts. The hem ended well above her knees, displaying her long, milky thighs with every movement. She looked powerful, elegant, and dangerously seductive.

They got into her car. The drive stretched longer than Alex expected, leaving the upscale neighborhood behind and heading toward a quieter part of the city.

After twenty minutes of silence, Alex finally asked, “Where are we going, ma’am?”

Victoria kept her eyes on the road, one hand resting casually on his thigh. “You will find out.”

Eventually, she turned into the parking lot of a modern, discreet building. The sign outside read: Sandy’s Gender Clinic.

The receptionist, a polished woman in her thirties, looked up with a professional smile.

“Good morning, ma’am.”

“Very good morning,” Victoria replied smoothly.

“I have an appointment with Dr. Sandy this morning.”

The receptionist checked her screen. “Let me see... your name?”

Victoria answered without hesitation. “It’s Alex.”

Alex froze, he stood there, speechless, a thousand questions exploding in his mind. His hands trembled slightly at his sides. He wanted to speak, to ask what was happening, but the words stuck in his throat. Victoria’s commanding presence beside him made it impossible to protest. The receptionist smiled politely. “Yes, I see the appointment. Dr. Sandy will see you shortly. Please take a seat.”
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Dr. Sandy’s consultation room was bright and modern, with a large desk and comfortable chairs. The doctor, a confident woman in her mid-forties with sharp features and a warm professional smile, greeted them as they entered.

Dr.Sandy: hey, how can I help you?

Victoria sat down gracefully and wasted no time.

“Doctor, Alex is ready to become a woman. We want to start his full transition.”

Alex sat beside her, frozen in shock. His mind screamed in panic, Become a woman? Full transition? He wanted to protest, to say something, anything, but the words refused to leave his mouth. All he could do was sit there, heart hammering, staring at the floor while Victoria spoke so casually about changing him forever.

Dr. Sandy nodded smoothly. “That’s great. How old are you, Alex?”

Alex’s voice came out barely above a whisper. “I’m... 24.”

“Perfect age,” Dr. Sandy replied. “Young enough for excellent results.”

Dr. Sandy: “We’ll start with hormone injections and daily medicines. First, we’ll do some blood tests today to check his baseline levels. I’ll prescribe estrogen tablets and anti-androgens to begin suppressing testosterone. You’ll notice softer skin, breast growth, fat redistribution, and reduced body hair within weeks. We’ll monitor everything closely. Come back next week for the first injection and follow-up.”

Victoria smiled, clearly pleased. “Perfect, doctor. Thank you.”

After the blood draw and prescription in hand, Victoria led a still-dazed Alex out of the clinic and drove straight to an exclusive salon nearby.

The moment they stepped inside the luxurious salon, Victoria took full control. “Full body wax for my girl, please. Then makeup - make her look soft and pretty.”

Alex was taken to a private room. The estheticians worked efficiently and professionally. Warm wax was spread across his chest, back, arms, legs, and even his most intimate areas. One by one, the strips were ripped away, leaving his skin smooth, pink, and hairless. Every trace of his masculine body hair disappeared. When the waxing was complete, they sat him in the makeup chair. They shaped his eyebrows into soft, feminine arches. A thin black eyeliner was drawn carefully along his upper lids, making his hazel eyes look larger and more alluring. His lips were exfoliated and then coated with a rich, creamy matte lipstick in a deep rosy-pink shade. Finally, they brushed a subtle highlighter on his cheekbones and the bridge of his nose, giving his face a soft, glowing feminine radiance.

After the makeup session, the stylists brought out a long, silky lady’s wig in a rich chestnut brown with soft waves cascading down to the middle of his back. They fitted it carefully over Alex’s head. The moment the wig was in place, the transformation became complete. Alex looked unmistakably like a pretty girl. A shy, feminine version of himself stared back from the mirror. Victoria ran her fingers through the long hair, letting the strands slip sensually between them.

“Now put this on,” she said, handing him a short, shiny satin maxi in soft blush pink.

Alex hesitated only for a second before stepping into it. The smooth satin slid up his smooth legs. The stylists and Victoria both smiled with delight.

“Oh my god, she looks so cute,” one of the girls cooed.

Victoria’s eyes darkened with satisfaction.

“Look at you... such a pretty little thing. The satin looks perfect on your smooth skin. So delicate. So fuckable.”

Alex’s face burned with embarrassment as they admired him, but his cock twitched traitorously.

On the drive back, Victoria made an unexpected stop at a stylish downtown bar. She parked and led Alex inside, her hand resting possessively on the small of his back. The moment they entered, conversations quieted and heads turned. Men stared openly at the pretty “girl” in the short satin skirt and flawless makeup. Women whispered and giggled, some with amusement, others with curiosity.

“Look at her legs...”

“Is that a boy? She’s actually cute...”

Victoria chose a high table near the center, making sure Alex was fully visible. She ordered drinks and sat with her legs crossed, enjoying every second of his discomfort. Alex kept his head slightly lowered, cheeks burning crimson beneath the makeup. Every stare, every whispered comment, every lingering glance sent waves of humiliation through him. Yet his cock twitched helplessly beneath the thin fabric, betraying his growing arousal.

Victoria leaned close, her breath warm against his ear.

“They all think you’re such a pretty girl. Look how they’re staring at your smooth legs and those glossy lips. Doesn’t it make you feel special, dear?”

Alex could only nod shyly, too embarrassed to speak.

After nearly an hour of delicious public teasing, Victoria finally drove them home. Victoria walked straight to her bedroom without a word. Alex followed obediently, trailing behind her like a devoted puppy. Inside the bedroom, Victoria sat gracefully on the edge of the large bed and looked at him with dark, seductive eyes.

“Strip,” she ordered softly.

Alex’s fingers trembled as removed the maxi. He slid it down his smooth legs and let it pool at his feet, standing completely nude before her once again. His hairless body glowed under the soft lighting, his cock already beginning to stir.

Victoria’s gaze traveled slowly over every inch of him.

“So... do you like your new girly look?”

Alex stammered, his voice barely audible.

“Ma’am... I’m confused. I think... I’m not ready to become a woman.”

Victoria tilted her head, her red lips curving into a teasing, mocking purr. “Oh, is it? “But you look so cute this way. That’s exactly why I thought this would suit you perfectly.”

“But ma’am...” Alex tried again, his protest weak and trembling.

Victoria smiled seductively and rose from the bed with graceful confidence.

“Have you ever seen a woman nude?” she asked, her voice low and velvety.

“N-no, ma’am,” Alex whispered, his breath shaky.

“Okay... let’s see then.”

She reached behind her back and slowly unzipped her low-cut black dress. The fabric slid down her body like liquid, pooling at her feet. She stood before him in nothing but a lacy black bra and matching panties. Her body was breathtaking - full 36B breasts straining against the delicate lace, a shapely waist, and those long, smooth milky thighs that seemed to go on forever.

Alex’s cock thickened rapidly, rising between his legs as he stared in helpless fascination. Victoria gave him a slow, sexy teasing smile. She reached back, unhooked her bra, and let the straps slide down her shoulders. The bra fell to the floor with a soft whisper. Her gorgeous  boobs hung free - round, full, and perfectly shaped, with soft pink nipples. Alex trembled visibly, his eyes wide with raw excitement. His cock was now rock hard, throbbing heavily in the open air. Victoria hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties. With deliberate slowness, she began lowering them, inch by teasing inch. The black lace slid down her hips, revealing her neatly trimmed pussy. She stepped out of the panties and tossed them aside casually.

Completely nude now, Victoria posed confidently in front of him like a model. She placed her right hand on her hip, arching her back slightly so her full breasts jutted forward and her pussy was clearly displayed. Her body was a vision of feminine power and beauty.

“Do you like what you see?” she asked, her voice dripping with seduction.

Alex stammered, his voice cracking with arousal and shame.

“Y-yes... ma’am...”

Victoria giggled softly, clearly delighted by his helpless reaction. Her eyes dropped to his throbbing cock, watching it twitch and leak with excitement at the sight of her naked body. She took a slow step closer, her bare breasts swaying gently, her trimmed pussy only inches away from his aching cock.

“Good boy,” she purred. “Look at how hard you are just from seeing me. Your little cock is betraying you so beautifully. Your body already knows what it wants... even if your mind is still pretending to be confused.”

With slow, deliberate grace, she placed her hand on the back of his head and gently but firmly lowered his face toward her full, bare breasts. His cheek pressed into the soft, warm flesh. The sensation was overwhelming, the gentle flush of heat radiating from her body, and the subtle, intoxicating scent of her skin filling his lungs. Alex shivered, a wave of pure excitement rushing through him as his face nestled deeper between her gorgeous breasts. They felt so full, so incredibly soft against his flushed cheeks. Victoria increased the pressure, pushing his face harder into her cleavage, smothering him gently but possessively in her warmth. His nose and mouth were buried in the valley between her breasts, her heartbeat steady against his skin. At the same time, his rock-hard cock twitched and brushed against her smooth thighs, leaving a small smear of precum on her skin.

In a seductive whisper, her lips brushing his ear, Victoria asked,

“Do you like me, Alex?”

Alex murmured into her breasts, his voice muffled and thick with excitement.

“Yes... ma’am.”

Victoria’s voice stayed low and velvety.

“Do you obey whatever I tell you?”

He didn’t even think for a second. The words spilled out instantly, desperate and honest.

“Yes, ma’am... I will.”

Victoria smiled. “Good boy.”

She held him there for a few more moments, letting him drown in the softness of her breasts, before pulling his head back just enough to look into his eyes.

“Will you become a girl for me?”

Alex’s resistance had completely crumbled. Lost in her scent, her warmth, and the overwhelming dominance of her naked body.

“Yes, ma’am... I will.”

He had surrendered - to her body and to her will.

Victoria’s eyes gleamed with triumph. She pushed his head back gently and turned toward the bedside drawer. Alex watched, mouth suddenly dry, as she opened it and pulled out a large, realistic strapon dildo - thick,  and intimidatingly long.

She held it up in her hand, that familiar sexy smile spreading slowly across her lips. The strapon dangled heavily from her fingers, the sight making Alex’s heart pound even harder. Victoria’s fingers moved with deliberate grace as she fastened the thick leather straps of the strapon around her hips. The heavy, realistic dildo now jutted out obscenely from her body - long, thick, and veined, the bulbous head pointing forward like a monster cock ready to claim its prize. Alex stared at it, fear flooding his chest. His freshly made-up face, framed by the long chestnut wig, paled slightly. The dildo looked far too big, far too real. His virgin ass clenched instinctively at the sight.

Victoria noticed his reaction and smiled, slow and predatory.

“Do you like what you see, sweety?”

Alex was frightened and confused, his mouth opening but no words coming out. His rock-hard cock betrayed him even as terror gripped his mind. Victoria giggled softly, sliding her beautiful raven hair to one side with a graceful flick of her hand. She stepped closer until her naked body was pressed lightly against his. Placing both hands on his shoulders, she looked straight into his wide, frightened eyes and whispered seductively, her breath warm against his lips.

“Don’t worry, sweety... I will be gentle.”

Alex could only stare at her face, lost in her piercing green eyes and the overwhelming presence of her naked body. She turned him slowly around to face the large mirror on the wall. Alex watched their reflection, the pretty girl with long hair and makeup standing naked beside the powerful, naked goddess wearing a massive strapon. Victoria placed a hand on his back and began to bend him forward.

“Ma’am... no...” Alex pleaded weakly, his voice trembling.

But she continued, bending him over until his upper body was lowered and his ass was perfectly positioned at the height of her thighs. He placed his hands on the edge of the dresser for balance, heart pounding wildly. In the mirror, he could see everything: his smooth, hairless body, the long wig cascading over his shoulders, his frightened feminine face, and Victoria standing behind him like a conqueror.

He heard the soft pop of a bottle opening. The sweet, slick scent of lubricant filled the air. Then came the cold shock as Victoria’s fingers rubbed the slippery gel generously over his tight, virgin asshole. He shivered violently, goosebumps rising across his skin. The thick head of the strapon pressed against his entrance. Alex’s heartbeat thundered in his ears. He squeezed his eyes shut, breathing fast and shallow.

Victoria coated her hand with more lube and rubbed it thoroughly around his hole, teasing the tight ring with her slick fingers. She positioned the massive head right at his entrance and whispered, “Ready, my sweety?”

Before he could answer, she began to push.

It slid in slowly at first, the thick head stretching his virgin asshole open with a burning pressure. The lubricant helped, but the invasion still felt enormous.

“Ahh...” Alex moaned.

Seventy-five percent of the thick strapon disappeared inside him. He could feel every inch of the invasion deep in his ass - the stretching, the fullness, the strange, intense pressure against his prostate. His body trembled, caught between pain and an unwanted, confusing pleasure.

“Ma’am... pl-please...” he begged again, voice breaking.

Before he could finish the plea, Victoria gripped his hips tightly and thrust forward hard. The entire length of the massive strapon slammed deep into his ass in one powerful stroke.

“Ahhhhh!” Alex cried out loudly, his voice echoing in the bedroom. The sudden fullness was overwhelming. Tears immediately sprang to his eyes as his virgin hole was forced open completely. Victoria held his hips firmly with both hands, keeping him impaled on her cock. She pulled back slowly, almost to the tip, then drove forward again with raw strength.

She began pegging him in a steady, rhythmic pace, pulling out and slamming back in, each thrust deeper and more possessive than the last.

“Ahhh... ohhh ma’am... ahhhhh!” Alex moaned loudly with every thrust. His ass burned intensely, the tight ring stretched painfully around the thick shaft. Victoria was taking him completely, breaking him open. She fucked him harder, gradually increasing the pace, her hips slapping against his red cheeks with wet, obscene sounds.

“Will be gentle” had been a lie. She was destroying his ass with each powerful thrust. His virgin asshole was being mercilessly molested, fucked deep and rough by the woman who now owned him. Tears streamed down his pretty, made-up face as pain and overwhelming sensations crashed through him. But Victoria only increased her pace, pounding into him faster and harder, her breasts bouncing with every brutal thrust. She was relentless, turning the shy boy from Seattle into her perfect, broken, moaning sissy.

“Ahhh... ma’am... please...” he whimpered, but his pleas only seemed to fuel her hunger.

From behind, her hands reached around and pinched his sensitive nipples hard, twisting them between her fingers. The sharp pain mixed with the deep, pounding fullness in his ass, making his moans turn into broken, high-pitched cries. His rock-hard cock bobbed uselessly in the air, leaking steadily as she fucked him without mercy. The thick dildo dragged against his prostate with every stroke, forcing unwanted sparks of pleasure through the burning pain.

Suddenly, she stopped.

Alex gasped in relief, his trembling body sagging forward, chest heaving as he tried to catch his breath. The massive strapon remained buried inside him for a moment longer before she slowly pulled it out with a wet, obscene sound. Victoria grabbed his hips and pulled him upright like a ragdoll, her strength making him feel impossibly small and lightweight. She was playing with him, treating him like her personal toy, something to be used and moved at her whim. she lifted him effortlessly over her shoulder, carrying him like a helpless puppy. Alex’s long wig dangled down her back, his smooth naked body draped over her as she walked out of the bedroom and through the house toward the private swimming pool. The cool night air kissed his burning ass and throbbing cock.

With a playful giggle, Victoria tossed him into the water. He landed with a splash, the cool pool water shocking his overheated skin. He surfaced quickly, gasping, looking every bit like a frightened puppy. Victoria descended the pool stairs slowly, her naked body gliding into the water with seductive grace. The water rose up her long legs, over her hips as she moved toward him. That sexy, knowing smile never left her lips.

Alex stood shivering, arms crossed tightly over his shoulders, trying to protect himself. His ass still burned fiercely from the rough pegging. He looked exactly like what he had become - a trapped, helpless sheep standing before a beautiful, hungry tigress.

There was no escape.

Victoria closed the distance, her wet body glistening under the pool lights. Without a word, she turned him around in the water, pressing his front against the smooth tiled edge of the pool. She positioned herself behind him once more, the thick head of the strapon nudging insistently against his tender, freshly fucked entrance.

She began to move. In and out. Smoothly. The water muffled the sound, but the sensation was amplified. Each thrust sent ripples through the water around them. He let his head fall back, his eyes closed against the night sky. His body moved with the rhythm of the water, with the rhythm of her. He felt her strength, her control, in every push and pull. Her hands tightened on his hips. Her thrusts became more urgent, deeper. He opened his eyes and looked up at the sky, at the few stars visible beyond the city glow. He was being fucked, openly, in his boss’s pool, by a machine strapped to her body.

The sound of the front door opening was a foreign intrusion, Alex heard it over the slosh of water. Victoria’s thrusts, smooth and deep, didn’t falter. Then came the voices. Female. Light. Conversational. Getting closer. It was Lisa and Jennifer, Victoria’s close friends. Alex’s eyes, which had been closed in submission, flew open. He tried to turn his head, to look over his shoulder toward the living room doors, but Victoria’s hand came up from his hip, fingers splaying across his cheek to push his face forward, back against the pool’s edge. Her thrust with the strap-on that followed was punishingly hard, driving a choked gasp from his lungs.

“Hey there,” Victoria said, her voice carrying perfectly, casual as if she were greeting them at a board meeting. She didn’t stop moving. The dildo slid out and plunged back in, the rhythm unbroken.

He heard a low, appreciative coo.

Jennifer: “Ohh, “You were not joking.”

Victoria’s hips snapped forward again. Alex moaned, the sound thin with panic.

“Of course, I’m not,” Victoria replied, a laugh in her tone. “Meet my new assistant, Alex.”

A peal of laughter. It was a cheerful sound that made Alex’s skin crawl with humiliation.

“Come,” Victoria said, her pace slowing to a deliberate, showing-off tempo. “Do you want to take a turn?”

“Of course,” Jennifer’s voice replied, already closer.

Alex heard the soft rustle of fabric. A zip. A sigh of clothing falling to the floor. A moment later, a soft splash as Jennifer stepped into the pool. The water displaced, washing over Alex’s shoulders. Victoria’s movements ceased. She pulled the dildo from him with a slow, wet glide that made him shudder. Victoria was unbuckling the harness. Jennifer, now gloriously nude, was right there. The pool’s underwater lights painted her tall, slim body in shades of blue and white. Her breasts were small and high, her stomach flat. Victoria stepped out of the harness with ease and handed it over. She moved to the pool’s edge, hoisting herself up to sit beside Lisa, who was now also naked, her toned body reclining on a wide bench. Jennifer worked the straps, tightening the harness around her narrow hips. The dildo, still slick from Alex’s body and the pool water, jutted out from her. It looked even larger, more threatening, on her slender frame.

Jennifer waded toward him. The water parted around the dark silicone. She placed a cool hand on his hip, turning him slightly, positioning him. He was pliant, too stunned to resist. She leaned in. Her lips brushed the shell of his ear. Her whisper was warm, intimate, and laced with a promise that felt like a threat. “The night is long, dear.”

Then, without ceremony, she thrust.

It was different. Jennifer’s angle was sharper, her initial push more abrupt than Victoria’s controlled power. Alex cried out. His hands scrabbled against the slick tile of the pool wall. The dildo buried itself deep, a foreign invasion from a new conqueror. On the bench, Victoria and Lisa sipped their drinks. Lisa’s eyes were dark with fascination. Victoria’s smile was one of profound ownership, watching her friend take possession of what was hers.

Jennifer’s rhythm was quicker, more experimental. She pulled out almost completely, then slammed back in, making Alex’s body jerk forward. Water splashed. She giggled, a light, girlish sound that clashed violently with the act. She settled into a pace, finding her stride. Each drive forward sent a jolt through him. Jennifer’s pace increased. The dildo pounded into him, hitting a spot deep inside that made stars burst behind his eyelids. A broken moan tore from his throat.

“He likes it,” Jennifer cooed. 

With a final, grinding shove that pressed Alex hard into the wall, Jennifer went rigid. She held herself there, buried inside him, for a long, shuddering moment, her pleasure echoing through the connection of the toy. Slowly, she relaxed. She pulled out, the dildo slipping free with a lewd, watery sound. Jennifer patted his flank, a casual, dismissive gesture. She unbuckled the harness and let it sink to the pool floor with a soft plop. She waded past him toward the steps, leaving him there, exposed and throbbing.

“Your turn, Lisa,” Jennifer said, hauling herself out of the water and reaching for a towel.

Alex watched, his heart a frantic drum. Lisa approached. Lisa’s rhythm was different again. Stronger, more athletic. She fucked him with a quiet, focused intensity, one hand splayed on his back, holding him down. Her other hand snaked around his hip, her fingers finding his neglected, aching cock. She began to stroke him in time with her thrusts. The dual sensation was unbearable. His orgasm, held back so long, began to surge upward, unstoppable. On the bench, Victoria watched, her chin propped on her hand. Her gaze was possessive, pleased. Jennifer, now drying off, watched with a lazy, sated smile.

Lisa’s hand worked him faster. Her thrusts became shorter, harder, aimed perfectly. “Come for us, assistant,” she commanded, her voice a low rumble against his ear.

The coil snapped.

Alex’s vision whited out. A raw, shattered cry was torn from him, echoing in the night air. His body convulsed, back arching, hips bucking against her hand. His release shot out in thick pulses, mixing with the chlorinated water, visible for a fleeting second before disappearing. As the last tremors subsided, Lisa slowly pulled out. She gave his spent cock a final, almost dismissive squeeze before letting go. She turned and walked away, leaving him slumped against the edge, gasping, utterly hollowed out. The three women regrouped on the bench. A fresh bottle was opened. Glasses clinked. Low, amused conversation resumed, punctuated by glances his way. Alex floated in his shame, the cool water doing nothing to douse the fire in his cheeks. He was a used toy, discarded in the water.

They stayed by the pool for a long while, drinking and talking. Alex knelt. He fetched fresh bottles from the indoor fridge. He refilled glasses, his hands trembling as he poured expensive liquor. He was a silent, moving part of the scenery.

Eventually, the women carried the trembling, boneless Alex from the moonlit pool to Victoria’s luxurious master bedroom. They laid him on his back in the center of the silk sheets, legs spread wide. Jennifer took him first, climbing between Alexa’s thighs and sliding her thick strap-on deep into the well-stretched, slick hole in one smooth thrust. She fucked with slow, powerful strokes, hips rolling sensually, making his sensitive body arch and quiver. Lisa followed, flipping Alex onto all fours and driving in from behind with hungry intensity. Finally, Victoria mounted him last, taking her favorite toy with deep, possessive thrusts. They took turns for hours, switching positions, using every hole, making Alex’s body their shared plaything. He came repeatedly in ruined, dry orgasms, mind blank with overwhelming pleasure and submission.

Exhausted at last, the three  women curled around Alex’s spent, boneless form on the huge bed. Victoria in the center, Jennifer and Lisa on either side, their warm, satisfied bodies pressing against the broken, feminized boy. They drifted into deep, contented sleep, leaving Alexa limp and trembling between them, completely drained, owned, and utterly used.
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In the coming weeks, Alex’s transformation deepened. Regular visits to Dr. Sandy’s clinic became the new rhythm of his life. Powerful hormone injections flowed into his veins week after week, while specially prescribed medicines accelerated every feminine change. He was becoming her. Her breasts swelled steadily, growing fuller, rounder, and exquisitely sensitive, eventually settling into perfect, perky teardrop shapes that strained against every piece of clothing. Her skin softened to a silky smoothness, hips flared into gentle feminine curves, and her waist cinched naturally, creating an alluring hourglass figure. Facial features softened further under the constant influence of hormones, while her once-short hair grew rapidly into beautiful, natural shoulder-length waves that framed her face perfectly.

Voice training sessions, transformed her speech into a soft, melodic, and undeniably feminine tone. Makeup became a ritual - smoky eyes, contoured cheeks, long lashes, and heavy crimson lips that made her look like a stunning young woman. With each passing day, the last traces of Alex faded away. Victoria changed his name to Alexa officially.
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And the final step came - vaginoplasty.

Alexa opened her eyes slowly, still hazy from the anesthesia. She was lying in the hospital bed, the sterile scent of the room surrounding her. For a moment everything felt distant, but then reality hit her like a wave.

The familiar weight between her legs had vanished completely.

The small cock was gone. In its place was something entirely new - soft, warm, and undeniably feminine. A fresh, delicate pussy. Her hand moved downward with trembling fingers, gently pressing over the hospital gown. She could feel the soft, puffy outer lips and the sensitive little clit nestled at the top. A powerful shiver ran through her body at the strange, intimate sensation. Victoria stood right beside the bed, looking down at her with possessive pride and satisfaction. Dr. Sandy, in her crisp white coat, smiled warmly beside her, along with two attentive nurses.

Dr. Sandy spoke gently, “Easy Alexa, it’s fresh. It will take some time to heal.”

Alexa’s breath caught in her throat. She touched herself again, more carefully this time, feeling the smooth skin and new folds that now defined her. Her full c-cup breasts rose and fell rapidly under the thin gown as a storm of emotions flooded her mind. This is really me now... There’s nothing left of the boy I used to be.

Victoria leaned closer, her perfume wrapping around Alexa like a claim. “I’m so happy for you, cutie,” she whispered tenderly, stroking Alexa’s cheek with genuine affection.

“This pretty new cunt belongs to me completely,” she murmured. “Every orgasm, every drop of wetness, every time you get fucked from now on... it’s all because I chose this for you.”

Alexa whimpered softly, overwhelmed by the depth of her submission. Dr. Sandy checked the monitors one last time. “The surgery was perfect. You’ll be able to enjoy your new body fully once you heal.”

Alexa lay there, breathing deeply, feeling the weight of her breasts and the delicate throb between her thighs. The boy from Seattle was gone forever.
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Weeks passed, and Alexa’s new pussy healed beautifully. She could now feel the soft folds rubbing gently against her panties, the delicate clit that responded to the slightest friction. Dr. Sandy had given her the all-clear, and Victoria decided it was time for Alexa to return to the office.

A few months ago, a shy, nervous young man named Alex Carlson had walked into Victoria Advertisements for the first time. That boy no longer existed. Now it was Alexa who stepped through the glass doors, heels clicking elegantly on the marble floor. Her tight navy pencil skirt clung to her wide hips and plump ass, while her white silk blouse stretched deliciously over her full c-cup breasts. Her shoulder-length hair swayed softly, and her flawless makeup highlighted her pretty feminine features. Between her thighs, her newly healed virgin pussy throbbed gently with every step, still untouched and sensitive.

The women in the office greeted her warmly. Jennifer and Lisa hugged her tightly, kissing her cheeks, while the rest of the staff smiled and complimented how beautiful and feminine she looked. Their eyes were filled with lust, but they all respected Victoria’s strict order - no one was allowed to touch Alexa’s pussy. It was to remain completely virgin until Victoria decided otherwise. Alexa felt a quiet warmth in her chest at Victoria’s protectiveness. In the middle of all the control and humiliation, this small act of compassion made her deeply grateful. Somehow, Alexa had been able to tell her parents about everything.

As the days passed, Alexa slowly began to embrace her womanhood. She loved the soft bounce of her breasts when she walked, the natural sway of her hips, and the constant, intimate feeling of her smooth, sensitive pussy against her lace panties. She no longer fought against her new body. Instead, she found herself enjoying it - the softness, the curves, the delicious emptiness between her legs that made her feel so completely female.
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It was a warm, golden afternoon in Victoria’s luxurious house. Sunlight poured through the floor-to-ceiling windows, casting a soft glow over the  kitchen. Alexa stood at the marble counter wearing only a tiny black pleated skirt that barely reached the bottom of her plump, rounded ass. Her shoulder-length hair was tied in a cute ponytail, and light makeup accentuated her soft, feminine features. She looked every bit the perfect domestic slut as she moved gracefully around the kitchen.

Victoria suddenly came pressing her warm body flush against Alexa’s back. Strong hands slid around her waist, pulling her close. Hot breath tickled her ear as Victoria whispered in a low, velvet voice,

“Tonight, I have a surprise for you, princess.” We have a very special guest tonight. I want you to make dinner extra delicious. Put your heart into it, my pretty little wife.”

Alexa’s newly girly voice came out soft and breathy. “Yes, Ma’am.”

Victoria smiled against her neck, gave her ass a firm squeeze, and walked away, leaving Alexa’s pulse racing. Who is the guest? What kind of surprise? The questions swirled in her mind as a nervous heat bloomed between her thighs. Her virgin pussy clenched involuntarily, already growing slick with anticipation.

She focused on cooking to calm herself. The rich aroma of searing steaks filled the house as she prepared perfectly marinated ribeyes, creamy garlic parmesan pasta, and warm, crusty garlic bread with melted butter. Just as she finished setting the elegant dining table with fine china, candles, and chilled wine, the doorbell rang.

Victoria sauntered to the door with a confident, seductive stride and opened it.

Standing at the door was David - a towering Black man in his early forties, easily 6’5” tall with an incredibly muscular, powerful build. His broad shoulders and thick chest strained against a fitted black shirt. His dark skin glowed under the lights, and his presence dominated the entire room like a powerful predator.

“Hey David,” Victoria purred, stepping into his arms.

They shared a deep, hungry kiss, his large hands roaming possessively over Victoria’s body. He kissed down to her shoulder, biting gently, making her moan softly. Victoria laughed and playfully pushed him back.

“Not me tonight,” she said with a wicked, excited smile. “I brought you a special surprise.”

Victoria turned and called out sweetly, “Alexa, come here and meet David.”

Alexa’s legs felt weak as she walked over. David’s intense dark eyes devoured her from head to toe.  

Victoria gestured proudly.

“This is Alexa. My perfect creation. Completely remade... and still a virgin.”

David’s dark eyes lit up with raw hunger as he looked Alexa up and down. A slow, predatory smile spread across his handsome face He stepped forward and pulled her into a brief but firm hug.

Alexa gasped softly as his massive arms wrapped around her. Her full c-cup breasts pressed tightly against his hard chest, but what made her freeze was the unmistakable sensation lower down - his enormous monster cock, thick and heavy even while soft, pressing firmly against her flat belly. The sheer size and heat of it felt obscene, like a thick, warm iron bar trapped between them.

“Hi Alexa,” David murmured, his deep voice vibrating through her body.

“H-Hi Sir,” Alexa whispered breathlessly, her cheeks burning crimson. David held the hug for a few extra seconds, clearly enjoying her reaction, before finally releasing her.

Victoria smiled wickedly at the sight of her flushed little sissy.

“Go bathe now, princess. Make yourself fresh and clean for our guest and wait for us in the bedroom on your underwear’s.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Alexa whispered obediently, her voice trembling.

She turned and walked toward the bathroom. The moment she closed the bathroom door, her heart started hammering wildly against her ribs. What is going to happen tonight? she thought, panic and strange excitement twisting in her stomach. David is so huge... and I’m still a virgin. Is Victoria really going to let him take me?

While Victoria and David sat down to enjoy the delicious dinner, Alexa slipped into the luxurious marble bathtub. She washed herself carefully, running soapy hands over her soft curves, between her thighs, and across the delicate, virgin folds of her new pussy. After drying off,  She slipped into a delicate pink lace bra and a matching pink thong that disappeared between her plump ass cheeks. She sat down on the edge of the large king-sized bed, hands resting nervously on her thighs. The cool air kissed her exposed skin, making her nipples harden visibly through the thin bra. Her heart was pounding so hard she could feel it in her throat.

The door opened.  Victoria stepped in first, followed closely by David’s towering frame.

“Look how cute she is,” she purred.

David: “Gorgeous.”

Victoria walked over to a plush armchair near the bed and settled into it gracefully, crossing her long legs as if she were about to enjoy a private show. David approached the bed slowly. He sat down beside Alexa. He reached out and gently placed a finger under her chin, tilting her face upward. Alexa’s wide, nervous eyes met his dark, intense gaze. He could clearly see the heavy shyness and anxiety written across her pretty face  - the trembling lower lip, the rapid flutter of her lashes, the way she struggled to hold eye contact. Little did he know that beneath the tiny pink thong, her virgin pussy was already leaking, slick arousal soaking the delicate fabric.

David leaned in slowly. His lips brushed against hers in a soft, testing kiss. Alexa stiffened instantly, trying to pull away, a small whimper escaping into his mouth. But his hand stayed firm on her chin, holding her in place. After a few seconds of resistance, her body betrayed her. The warmth of his lips, the masculine scent of him, and the overwhelming dominance melted her defenses. She gave in, parting her lips and letting his tongue slide inside. The kiss deepened, slow and possessive, tasting her sweetness as her breathing grew ragged.

David eventually pulled back, leaving Alexa dazed and panting. He stood up. He peeled off his shirt, revealing a wide, broad, athletic chest and powerful muscles. Every inch of him radiated raw strength. He kicked off his shoes, then dropped his pants. Finally, he hooked his thumbs into his boxers and pushed them down. His 9-inch monster cock sprang free, thick and heavy, throbbing powerfully in the air right in front of Alexa’s face. Thick veins ran along the shaft. It was intimidatingly large, far bigger than anything she had ever imagined. Alexa’s heartbeat raced wildly. Her eyes widened in genuine shock as she stared at the enormous cock pulsing mere inches from her lips. There’s no escape... she thought desperately. It’s too big... it’ll never fit. At the same time, her virgin pussy twitched hard, leaking another rush of wetness into her thong.

Victoria smiled, clearly enjoying her little sissy’s discomfort.

David again sat beside her. He cupped her face with both hands and kissed her again. His lips moved from her mouth to her flushed cheeks, then down to the sensitive skin of her neck. Alexa shivered lightly with every kiss, soft whimpers escaping her as his warm mouth claimed her. His massive cock throbbed upward between them, hard and insistent. Alexa couldn’t stop herself from glancing down at it again and again, mesmerized and terrified by its size.

David’s large hands moved lower. He squeezed her full breasts through the thin pink bra, kneading the soft, heavy flesh. Alexa moaned involuntarily.

“Aaahh...”

His fingers found the clasp of her bra between her shoulder blades. With a practiced flick, it came undone. She tried to lurch forward, out of his grasp. His reaction was instantaneous. The arm around her waist became a vise, yanking her back flush against him. His other hand pulled the loosened bra straps down her arms in one swift, merciless motion. The garment joined the growing pile on the floor. Alexa hunched forward, crossing her arms tightly over her bare breasts. He began to trail kisses across her shoulder blade, his hands sliding around to rest on her bare stomach, holding her there, exposed and trembling. David gently pulled Alexa’s arms away from her chest. He kissed her deeply again, this time more hungrily, his tongue exploring her mouth. While she was lost in the intense kiss, he pinched both of her sensitive nipples between his thick fingers. Alexa moaned loudly into his mouth.

He weighed her boobs in both of his large hands, lifting and squeezing them, thumbs brushing over her hardened nipples. Alexa’s head fell back slightly, lips parted, breathing fast and shallow. Her full, round c-cup breasts looked so soft and pale against his dark hands. He played with them leisurely, rolling her nipples, tugging gently, watching how her body responded with every touch.

“You have such perfect tits,” he growled softly.

He sucked one stiff nipple into his warm mouth, tongue swirling around it, then moved to the other, giving both equal attention until Alexa was whimpering and squirming on the bed. His fingers trailed down her sides, brushing the delicate waistband of her tiny pink thong. Alexa’s breath hitched. She tried to resist, her shivering fingers clutching weakly at his wrist, trying to stop him.

But David was relentless. He hooked two thick fingers under the thin straps on either side of her hips and began to pull the soaked thong down her smooth thighs. Alexa’s legs trembled as the fabric peeled away from her skin, the crotch of the panties clinging wetly to her puffy pussy lips for a moment before finally coming free. He tossed the drenched pink thong aside, letting it land on the floor near Victoria’s chair.

Alexa was now completely nude.

Her freshly healed vaginoplasty pussy was fully exposed. A thin string of her juices already stretched from her entrance down to the sheet beneath her. The tiny, sensitive clit at the top was swollen and peeking out, visibly throbbing. David’s left middle finger moved with deliberate slowness. He placed the pad of it gently on Alexa’s forehead. She stared up into his face, eyes wide with a devastating mix of shyness and raw arousal. Her lips parted, breathing shallow and fast.

The finger began its descent. It traced down the bridge of her nose, over her trembling lips, pausing just long enough for her to feel the heat of it. Then lower - along the delicate column of her throat, feeling her rapid pulse. It continued between the valley of her breasts, circling one stiff nipple before dragging across her soft, flat stomach. Alexa’s entire body shivered violently under the feather-light touch.

The finger finally stopped right above her leaking pussy. He rubbed slowly along the slick, puffy lips of her virgin pussy. The wet sound was obscene in the quiet room- a soft, squelching glide as he coated his finger in her juices.

“Ahh...” Alexa moaned. Her hips twitched involuntarily.

He pressed forward, the thick tip of his middle finger nudging at her tight entrance. Slowly, he pushed inside. half the finger sank into her warm, velvety wetness.

“Ahhhh...” she sighed.

David pulled the finger almost all the way out, letting her feel the emptiness for a heartbeat, then slid it back in, deeper this time. This time the entire finger disappeared inside her fresh pussy, buried to the knuckle in her slick heat.

“Ahhhhh!” Alexa moaned wildly, her back arching sharply off the bed. Her virgin cunt fluttered and squeezed around his thick finger, leaking even more arousal down onto his hand and the sheets. David began to finger fuck her with it in a steady rhythm - slow, deep strokes in and out, in and out. The wet, filthy sounds of her pussy filled the bedroom as his finger pumped into her again and again. He curled it slightly on every inward thrust, stroking along her sensitive front wall, drawing out more helpless moans.

Alexa shivered violently in excitement, her thighs trembling. Her full breasts jiggled with every thrust of his finger. She could feel every ridge and knuckle as he worked her open, stretching her virgin pussy for the very first time. His free hand moved up to her breasts. He squeezed one heavy tit firmly, then pinched and rolled her stiff nipple between his fingers, tugging gently. David kept the rhythm steady and relentless, finger sliding in and out of her soaked pussy with wet, obscene noises. He added a second finger on the next thrust, stretching her wider, making her cry out. Her walls began to flutter and clench rhythmically around his invading fingers. Alexa was right on the edge, her body trembling violently, hips bucking desperately against his hand as her orgasm built like a tidal wave. Just as she was about to explode, David suddenly pulled his fingers  out of her dripping cunt. Alexa whimpered in desperate disappointment. Victoria smiled from her chair, slow and wicked, clearly enjoying her little sissy’s desperate need.

He shifted his body on the bed, moving from kneeling beside her to positioning himself between her thighs. Alexa’s legs fell open wider, a natural, inviting surrender. Her hands came up, palms sliding over his chest, feeling the hard muscle beneath. He supported himself with one arm, his other hand guiding his cock. He held the base, angling the swollen tip toward her. The crown of him pressed against her entrance. Alexa’s body jerked, a full, involuntary convulsion of anticipation.  He bent his head, kissed her forehead. A tender, anchoring gesture amidst the rising storm.

Then, he pushed.

The initial entrance was a slow, inexorable invasion. Alexa’s eyes widened. Her breath stopped. The sensation was beyond anything her mind had constructed. It was a filling. A profound, deep stretching that reached into the very core of her being. He slid deeper. Inch by inch. She felt every centimeter of his advance. Her hands tightened on his chest, nails digging in slightly. He was fully inside her. The first withdrawal was a dragging, sensual slide. Alexa gasped as he retreated. Then he thrust back in.

It was a stroke of immense, controlled power. He used the full length of his cock, driving back into her depths with a steady, claiming force. Her body absorbed it, welcoming it, her internal muscles gripping him tightly as he filled her again.

The rhythm began.

In. Out. Deep. Measured.

Each thrust was a wave that crashed through her entire system. Her mind blanked. Her moans became constant. Loud, unfiltered, desperate sounds that echoed in the quiet room. “Ahhh! Oh God! Yes!” They were prayers, exclamations, raw releases of feeling. David’s pace increased. The steady, powerful strokes became faster, more urgent. His control began to fray, edged by her responsiveness, by the tight, wet heat of her, by the wild sounds she was making. He fucked her with a deepening intensity, each drive aiming to bury himself deeper, to claim her more completely. Her breasts bounced with the motion. He reached down, capturing one, squeezing the soft flesh, rolling the nipple between his thumb and finger.  The bed creaked. David changed his angle slightly, leaning forward, driving deeper. The new position made his cock rub against a different, even more sensitive part of her inner landscape. A shockwave of new pleasure ripped through Alexa. Her cry broke into a scream, high and ragged. He hammered into that spot, relentless. Alexa’s world was fracturing. She was being deflowered. Her virginity - the virginity of this new, perfect body was being taken with every deep, powerful stroke. And she was giving it freely, screaming her consent into the air.

David felt her tightening around him, the rhythmic, gripping pulses that signaled her impending orgasm. He drove into her harder, faster, his own climax approaching like a train. One final, brutal thrust, angled perfectly.

It hit.

Alexa’s body snapped taut. Her back arched violently off the bed. Her internal muscles clamped around David’s cock in a series of intense, milking spasms. With a final, deep groan, he thrust home and held there, buried as deep as possible. His own orgasm erupted, hot and urgent, filling her. The feeling of his release inside her, combined with the ongoing waves of her own climax, sent her into a second, overlapping peak. She convulsed, her thighs shaking against his hips, her hands scrabbling at his shoulders. They crashed together, a sweaty, panting, joined heap on the bed. For long moments, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing, the faint tremors in her limbs, the feeling of his weight atop her, his cock still slowly softening inside her warmth.

Slowly, David withdrew. He collapsed beside her, pulling her into his arms. She turned into him, burying her face against his neck. Her skin was flushed, fever-hot. She was trembling, a fine, continuous shudder of aftermath. He kissed her temple, his hand stroking down her back.

“You were incredible.” He whispered.

She couldn’t speak. She just clung to him.

“Well,” Victoria said, her voice a smooth, knowing purr. “That was quite a performance. “ But the night is still young.”

David smiled, “Sure, it is”.

She walked to the large wooden drawer beside the bed and took out the thick, realistic black dildo attached to a leather harness. Without hesitation, she stripped completely naked and stepped into the strap-on, pulling the straps tight around her waist and thighs until the thick dildo stood out proudly from her body. She climbed onto the bed.

Victoria flipped Alexa onto all fours, positioning her like a proper fucktoy. She spread Alexa’s plump ass cheeks wide, exposing her tight, puckered little asshole. Spitting on the strap-on for extra lubrication, she pressed the thick head against Alexa’s virgin ass.

“Time to take it in your ass, princess.”

Victoria pushed forward. The fat head of the strap-on forced its way past Alexa’s tight ring, stretching her asshole open. Alexa cried out sharply as the thick toy sank deeper into her ass.

“Ahhhhh!”

Victoria  gripped Alexa’s hips and drove the entire length of the strap-on deep into her ass in one long, steady thrust until her hips pressed against Alexa’s soft cheeks. David knelt in front of Alexa’s face. He grabbed her hair roughly and shoved his massive 9-inch cock straight into her mouth, stretching her lips wide around his thick shaft.

Alexa was now completely stuffed from both ends.

Victoria began fucking her ass with hard, rhythmic strokes, the thick strap-on plunging deep into her tight asshole again and again. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh echoed through the room as Victoria pounded her mercilessly. David fucked her mouth with deep, steady thrusts, forcing his cock into her throat until her nose pressed against his pelvis.

“Mmmphhh! Mmmphhh!” Alexa gagged and moaned helplessly around the huge cock ravaging her throat. Thick drool poured from the corners of her stretched mouth, dripping down her chin and onto her swinging breasts. Alexa’s mind went blank from the overwhelming sensation - her ass being stretched and pounded, while her throat was stuffed full of David’s monster cock. Her eyes watered, mascara running down her flushed cheeks as she struggled to breathe.

Victoria fucked her ass faster and deeper, the strap-on sliding in and out of her tight hole. David matched her rhythm, throat-fucking Alexa until she was choking and gagging loudly. The intense double penetration pushed Alexa over the edge. A powerful, shattering orgasm ripped through her as her pussy gushed and squirted onto the sheets, her asshole clenching rhythmically around Victoria’s thrusting strap-on.

“Mmmmphhhhh!!!” she screamed around David’s cock.

David groaned deeply and held her head down, burying his cock to the hilt in her throat as he exploded. Thick, hot ropes of cum flooded her mouth and throat. Alexa choked and swallowed desperately, tears streaming down her face as she tried to take every drop.

Victoria continued fucking her ass through the orgasm, drawing out every spasm until Alexa finally collapsed forward onto the bed, shaking and gasping for air, completely destroyed. David slowly pulled his spent cock from her cum-filled mouth. Victoria withdrew the thick strap-on from Alexa’s gaping, twitching asshole with a wet pop, admiring the way her hole stayed open for a few seconds before slowly closing.

Alexa lay limp between them, covered in sweat, cum, and her own juices - thoroughly used, broken, and owned in every possible way.
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Victoria had decided it was time for her perfect creation to be fully shared. She began introducing Alexa to selected men - powerful clients, business partners, and friends. What started as occasional encounters quickly became a regular occurrence. Alexa was used freely and often. Sometimes in the office after hours, sometimes at private parties in the penthouse, and sometimes even during “business lunches” where she served as the main entertainment.

She was passed around, fucked in every hole, covered in cum, and shared without mercy. Victoria watched many of these sessions with pride, often directing the men on how to use her little slut properly. Alexa’s once-virgin pussy and tight ass were now regularly stretched and filled. She learned to take two cocks at once, to swallow load after load, and to thank every man who used her.

She had officially become the town’s well-known slut.
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PRESENT DAY

The bus hissed to a stop under the pouring rain. Alexa stepped down, her glossy black heels clicking on the wet pavement. She walked slowly toward the modest apartment building a few blocks away. Her heart beat faster with every step. Despite being passed around and fucked by dozens of different men, Alexa’s heart always belonged to one person - David. The massive, dominant Black man who had taken her virginity that unforgettable night held a special place in her mind and body. No matter how many cocks she took, no one made her feel the same way David did.

Alexa took the elevator to the 7th floor, She walked down the dimly lit corridor and stopped in front of apartment 702. She rang the bell.

A few seconds later, the door opened.

David stood there in just grey sweatpants, his massive, muscular frame filling the doorway.

“Hey, sweety,” he said in that deep, rich voice that always made her knees weak.

Without a word, he pulled her inside and wrapped his powerful arms around her. Alexa melted into his chest, feeling the familiar heat of his body and the massive bulge of his cock pressing against her stomach through his sweatpants. She sighed softly, burying her face in his broad chest as he hugged her tightly, one large hand sliding down to squeeze her plump ass possessively.

That night, he fucked her well.

He took her on the couch, on the bed, and against the wall. His thick 9-inch cock stretched her pussy and ass repeatedly, pounding her with the same raw power that had claimed her virginity months ago. Alexa moaned like a whore for him, cumming harder than she ever did with the other men. Hours later, she lay exhausted in his arms, naked, covered in sweat and his seed, her head resting on his chest as he gently stroked her hair.

David kissed the top of her head and whispered,

“You’re mine whenever you need me, baby.”

Alexa smiled softly, eyes half-closed, feeling completely satisfied.

No matter how many men fucked her, she would always come back to him.

To the man who truly owned her heart.

––––––––

THE END
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Thank you so much for reading this book.

I would be incredibly grateful if you could take a moment to leave a short review.

Thank you again from the bottom of my heart.

https://www.amazon.com/review/create-review/ref=cm_cr_othr_d_wr_but_top?ie=UTF8&channel=glance-detail&asin=B0H1JYZYX9

If you enjoyed this book you may also like this femdom book bundle

https://a.co/d/0aPscX8T
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