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BLIND DATE




CHAPTER 1

“Mitch, your phone’s blowing up.”

Vicky, my best friend, grabbed my phone off the balcony bar table and tossed it at me, but not before sneaking a peek at the screen. 

I sighed as soon as I glanced at the phone. It was a slew of messages from Sabrina. We’d matched up six weeks ago and had met up for a beer before heading back to my place to hook up. Sabrina was a pretty blonde who was even prettier naked, but she was clingy as hell and wouldn’t stop texting me after our one date. 

Vicky saw me swipe up to ignore the notifications and her eyebrow shot up. She snatched my phone and began looking through my message trail. 

“Dude. She’s gorgeous,” she said after a while. “What the hell is wrong with you?” 

I didn’t feel like explaining the whole story so I just shrugged. “I don’t know,” I said. I had a hunch that my penthouse had something to do with the fact that this otherwise normal, self-respecting college student was prepared to beg—increasingly late into the night—for another date with me. I’d almost seen the dollar signs flashing in her pretty blue eyes when I’d showed her around that night.

“This is so not like you,” Vicky said. “Are you okay? What happened to the sex-crazed Mitch I knew a year ago?”

“He’s still in here,” I insisted. 

I looked over at the forest of condo buildings and the stretch of gray lake beyond, all casted in the orange glow of the sunset, and suddenly, the worst feeling in the world settled over me like a dark veil. My heart sank when I realized what it was. Boredom. 

I was only twenty-seven. Life was still supposed to be exciting, wasn’t it?

“I think I’m kind of in a rut,” I finally admitted.

It felt marginally good to let it all out. Maybe the truth was that I’d been in a huge rut for a long time. Fucking just wasn’t as fun anymore. My dates went all the same way: meet up at a bar near my place and assess our chemistry. If I got positive signals I’d take them back home and sooner or later we’d get down and dirty. My penthouse kind of worked like a magic trick— it was the surprise at the end that told my dates that I was a step above all the other men (nothing can get a girl to undress for you faster than exceeding their expectations). At first, having a new girl bare their body and soul to me was nothing short of a big sexual high. But now? I’d come to the realization that all my dates were basically all the same—same long hair…the same style of clothes...they even had the same long, drawn-out moan as they climaxed in my arms!

I glanced over at Vicky. She’d lapsed into silence after my confession, just sipping her Diet Coke. She was thinking. 

We watched the sunset together.

“I have a great idea,” she said after a minute or so. “You should go celibate for a year.”

“That is an amazing idea,” I said, downing my third beer—or was it my fourth? “Maybe you could tell me where I could get myself a monk’s robe and shave my head too?”

Vicky laughed and crossed her legs. “When was the last time you had sex?”

I flinched and set my back against the wicker couch. “I wish I could ask you the same question.”

Vicky thumped me on the arm. While she started going on her inevitable tirade, I tried to scan my memories. Forget about sex—when was the last time I’d had any good sex? The last time I’d fucked someone was maybe three weeks ago. But that was a sympathy fuck with a distant friend who’d just split up from her boyfriend, so that didn’t count. Reeling back, all I could recollect was mindless, dumb, boring sex. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d felt…what was the right word? Taken…enthralled…swayed…by a girl.  

When I turned my attention back to Vicky, she was waving her arms around at the living room behind the balcony glass door. “And maybe, just maybe, Mitch, this—” Her waving became more frantic. “This is the problem. It’s become sort of a…crutch, I think.” 

“Are you kidding me?” I asked. “I’m not giving up what I worked so hard for.”

“You mean what your dad worked so hard for?” she bit back.

Ouch.

“I have another great idea,” Vicky continued brightly. 

“Let me guess,” I said. “Stay celibate for two years.”

“No, idiot. I’m going to set you up.” 

“Oh yeah? With who?”

“Cherry.”

The first thing I imagined was a stripper. “Who’s that? A stripper?”

“Not a stripper. She’s a friend. She’s a little…different.”

“No thanks.” 

Vicky was a self-confessed sapiosexual who loved rubbing in the fact she valued intelligence and personality more than looks. I was fine with that, but ‘different’ for Vicky could very well mean ‘ugly’, and I wasn’t prepared to take the risk. 

Vicky sighed. “And to think I thought you were starting to get a little more open-minded.”

“I am,” I shot back. “I just have no motivation to date a five-head you know?”

Vicky crumpled up her can of Diet Coke and aimed it at the trash can set at the corner of my wraparound balcony. She missed. She stood up and started ambling toward the can, grumbling. 

“What if I told you Cherry’s hot?” 

I was back to watching the sunset when Vicky’s proclamation reached my ears. I turned toward her. “Well, that definitely changes things.”

She looked at me a little curiously. “When was the last time you cut your hair?”

I ran a hand through my hair. My last cut had been three months ago and had cost me $300. I’d kind of been digging the long look. “Dude. Should I start calling you Mom now?”

Vicky smiled. “I’ll let you know when the date’s all set up!” 

“Hold on,” I said. “I haven’t exactly agreed to this great big date yet.”

“Oh, but you will!” she said. “I can see that. You’re intrigued, aren’t you?”

“Well, you did tell me she’s hot. So what makes her different?”

Vicky smiled mischievously. “I guess you’ll find out.”

The conversation that evening was left at that. We went out for a movie after, and oddly enough, I found myself thinking about Cherry. I hadn’t even thought about a girl for a long time, and what was funny was I didn’t even know what she looked like. For all I knew she could turn up with wonky teeth and crossed eyes—this was Vicky’s version of ‘hot’ we were talking about after all. Maybe Cherry had a prosthetic leg or something…something I wouldn’t exactly be opposed to. Still, I wasn’t going to get my hopes up. 


CHAPTER 2

Three days later, I’d all but forgotten about Cherry. I was at the gym focusing on my squats when Vicky called me up and said that I was supposed to meet up with Cherry at her place the next day. 

I was more than a little thrown off by the suggestion. 

“At her place?” I asked hesitantly. “What if she turns out to be a…I don’t know, a serial killer?”

Vicky just sighed dramatically into my ear.  

“Alright, alright,” I said. “I get it.” All Vicky was doing was gently nudging me out of my comfort zone. As best friends do. I wasn’t exactly opposed to meeting Cherry at her place. Didn’t that make things easier? I could skip all the small talk and bullshit. Of course, that meant I couldn’t rely on my penthouse to add to my sex appeal. That was okay. I was still funny, smart, and sexy.

This was definitely going to be a little different. 

“She’ll be making dinner,” Vicky added.

“Awesome.”

“I’ll text you the address.”

As soon as she hung up I keyed the place into Google Maps and frowned. Cherry’s place was a little more than an hour and a half away. She wasn’t exactly a ‘city’ girl. 

The next evening, I got home early from work and started getting ready for my big blind date. A fresh white linen shirt, my favorite Balmain jeans, my suede Tom Ford loafers. A splash of cologne. A dash of Moroccan oil through my hair. Plenty of anti-perspirant. I took a whiff of my shirt to make sure the guy at the laundromat hadn’t used one of those awful scent boosters. Nope. Just nice, clean fabric.

All the time I’d gained from leaving work early was lost on my way to Cherry’s place. I’d entered the wrong address into the GPS which sent me ten miles eastward before I’d noticed the mistake. By the time I reached Cherry’s house, it was a half-hour past our agreed-upon time, which was 8 p.m. 

Cherry’s house was located in a fairly isolated community, encircled by luscious greenery and thick, brushy woods. It was obvious this wasn’t just any community. I drove past the open gates and parked out front, then skipped up the pathway leading up to the front entrance. I wondered if she lived alone. 

There’s no way she’s living in that giant house all alone, I thought, rolling my eyes. I just hoped the ’rents were out for the night. 

When the door opened, my mouth suddenly went dry and my breathing got a little heavier. 

Cherry was a drop dead gorgeous redhead. 

She was wearing this pretty red dress that matched seamlessly with her hair, which reached down to her waist. She also had a hair clip that kind of bunched up one side of her hair and let it fall strategically off her face. The top of her dress showed off the nice round shape of a set of very perky tits.

“Hi,” she said. “You must be Mitchell.”

“Uh, Mitch,” I said, and cracked a smile. “Sorry I’m late.”

I couldn’t help but notice that her eyes were so light they might as well have been made of glass. 

She shrugged lightly. “Please, come in.”

I was instantly blown away by the interior of the house. Decorated by neutrals and subtle accent colors, everything screamed excess wealth. The floors almost sparkled and the huge wall paintings showed off shapes and patterns that were modern in the way they didn’t really make any sense. In the living room, expensive textures like pure silk and cashmere adorned most of the throws and pillows decorating the furniture. And—of course—there was a grand piano.

Cherry invited me to sit on this huge leather couch positioned in front of an expansive wall art made of cracked china plates. I settled my feet on top of the ornate rug that spanned the floor and tried not to get lost in its elaborate swirls. Cherry pressed a button on the side of the wall and a TV began sliding down inconspicuously from the ceiling, already playing some kind of news channel. Then she went to fix me a drink, telling me she’d be right back. 

I took the opportunity to text Vicky a quick: ‘Your eyes still work after all’. I couldn’t read the catty reply back because Cherry returned with two drinks balanced on a tray. 

I’d already thought of the perfect ice-breaker. “So, how do you know Vicky?”

“We go way back,” she said, not caring to offer any further specifics. She flopped down on the couch opposite mine and brought her knees up, hugging her drink and getting comfortable. “I wasn’t expecting you to be this handsome.”

I gave her a smirk, trying not to give anything else away from my expression. 

I didn’t expect you to be this hot. Or this wealthy. What the heck does your family do?

“Do you live with your parents?” I asked. 

“Oh no,” Cherry said. “My parents actually live in London. With my brother, Casey. They come visit me every six months or so.”

My ear perked up. Vicky had been to London. On some kind of exchange student scholarship program. 

“London? Then what are you doing here?”

“I grew up there,” she admitted. “Well, half here, and half in England I guess. My mom works for the United Nations, and my dad’s British so we never stayed in one place for too long.” She blew adorably at a stray strand of hair that had fallen across her face. “As for why I’m still here, I’m not sure, I guess I just feel more at home. And London weather can get pretty rubbish. I get depressed whenever I visit.”

“That’s cool,” I said. “You don’t have an accent or anything.”

“Oh, that’s because I do a lot of code-switching,” Cherry said, giving me another one of her light shrugs. “Need a refill?” she asked, pointing to my now empty glass.

“Sure,” I said. 

When she disappeared from my line of vision, I settled back on the couch and brought my legs up, daring to get a little messy in her spotless space.  Hot, rich, and nice, I thought. So what’s the catch? Vicky had said she was different. Different how? Unless she’d been talking about the fact that Cherry was rolling in money, I didn’t exactly smell that anything was off. 


CHAPTER 3

Cherry and I spent another hour or so chit-chatting in her living room. The topics never veered away from first date vibes: movies (Cherry’s dad had an extensive DVD collection which we went through), hobbies (she loved running, pilates, and reading), and books (her favorite author? Richard Matheson). When I asked her what she did, Cherry was surprisingly evasive. 

“I’m not doing anything too ambitious right now,” she said. “I write, but mostly just for myself.” 

I took that as code for: I can afford to do anything I fucking want. 

Which…I could kind of relate to. Kind of. 

The whole time, I was trying to urge myself to make a move. If this was like any of my other dates, we’d both be naked right now and things would’ve been so intense she’d witness an entire galaxy of stars just from my cock screwing her tight, pink pussy. Today, though…all I could do was watch her from the couch, noticing the soft freckles across her nose and the perfect angles that made up her face. There was something about Cherry that was making me really, really like her. 

“You know, you don’t need to sit that far out,” she said suddenly. “There’s plenty of space here.” She extended a foot onto the side of her couch. 

I grinned. “I was waiting until you asked.”

Cherry placed her legs on my lap as soon as I settled in. 

She has pretty feet, I thought. I’d never been into feet, but I couldn’t help but think hers were flawless. They were small, perfectly polished with some dark glitter, and looked so delicate. I had the sudden urge to bite down on her big toe, to taste her softness… 

Cherry caught me staring down at her feet. My cheeks instantly felt as hot as an oven.

Was I blushing? Jesus Christ!

“So you never told me how you know Vicky,” I said, trying to break the awkward silence. 

“I don’t think we’re here to talk about her,” she chided me gently. “Are you hungry?”

The fact that she’d brushed me off so easily settled on me uneasily while we headed to the dining room. I suddenly wished we were at my place instead, curled up in my bed or doing it on top of the kitchen island. Without my old routine to set me on track, I had to be on my toes and I didn’t exactly like it. 

“Wow,” I said when I took a bite out of the steaming stew. “Did you make this yourself?”

“Uh-huh,” Cherry said. 

“What’s in there?”

“Rabbit. And like four different types of mushrooms.”

We ate, and at that point it got a little awkward. Which wasn’t a good sign. It wasn’t a good sign at all. You wanted a date to get warmer and hotter by the second, not cooler. I knew I’d have to do double duty now if I wanted the night to end well. 

“Wanna go to the garden?” Cherry said once we were done with dessert. “It’s pretty nice out there at this time.”

A backyard garden at night was a great place to make a move. Chicks liked flowers and romantic starry skies, didn’t they? I could easily woo her there. 

It turned out that Cherry had wanted to give me a whole backyard tour. I made it a point to stand close to her, brushing her arm casually as I wished I could shut her mouth up once and for all by thrusting my cock inside those pretty lips. The thought led me to have a full-blown erection. 

Yes. Rip that red dress off, Mitch, and eat her ass under the stars. See how she’d like it. 

“I wanna show you something,” Cherry said suddenly. 

Before I could react, she’d taken my hand and was pulling me through to a shed that was in the corner of her backyard. Our footwear plunged into the muddy trail that led to it—a black corrugated shed that seemed like it could’ve functioned as an out office except for the fact that there were no windows. The dinner that I’d just had was now bubbling away in my stomach, and I tried to let out a burp as quietly as I could. 

Cherry opened the door with a skull key that was hidden under a flower pot by the side of the shed. She whooshed me inside before flicking on the lights. The room lit up hazily, like there was just candlelight. I saw blood-red and black, along with shadows and more darkness. A constrained space that nevertheless seemed to hold an endless array of things.

I wasn’t sure what I’d expected, but it definitely wasn’t this. 

I’d imagined a studio or an artist’s space or something…but this…this was a BDSM room.

A dungeon. 

I was at a loss for words as I took it all in. Cherry’s ‘shed’ was equipped with everything you could possibly think of. There was a life-size cross to one side, its silver cuffs falling seductively off each end. Dildos and whips and weird-looking gadgets were propped up on low shelves. An umbrella holder held a dizzying array of canes of different lengths and colors. There was an entire bed along the other side. It was a gothic-style four-poster bed accompanied by a small red velvet chair and a footstool. 

“What do you think?” Cherry asked. 

You are one kinky bitch.

“Looks painful,” I joked, grinning. This was perfect. So this was why Vicky had said that Cherry was different. She just had eclectic tastes. Whatever. It was hot. All my worries about the night ending in disaster disappeared into the night. I imagined cuffing her to that giant cross, peppering those round tits of hers with kisses while she had to endure my endless teasing to her clit. My boner sprang back to life. 

Cherry seemed blissfully unaware of my dark thoughts. She sat down on the bed like an angel and ran a hand through her gorgeous red hair. She knew exactly what she was doing and I was drinking it all up. I saw her give me a little smile and I smirked. Right then, funnily enough, I couldn’t give a fuck about her playroom. I just wanted to bang her. 

I went close to her and started playing with her hair. She smelled like an impending night-long fuck-fest. Her body seemed to want to stick to mine. Before we knew it, we were making out. I breathed hard into her and crept one hand inside her dress, rubbing the soft apex atop her thighs. It was already damp. Craving something. Me. 

I sucked in a breath and yanked her legs far apart, burying my hands inside to get rid of her panties. 

Cherry stopped me. 

“I’d like to try something with you,” she said brightly. 

The candlelight illuminating her light eyes and freckles was making her look even more stunning. I stared into those eyes before I nodded. We were in her dungeon, after all. I wasn’t opposed to trying something new. 

She made me lay down on the bed. I was expecting feathers and cushiony goodness, but the ‘bed’ was hard. It wasn’t really a bed, I realized. Just a structure made up to kind of imitate one.

Then out of nowhere, Cherry basically jumped my bones. 

“Whoa!” I huffed out as her entire weight descended on me. 

Her tongue was inside my mouth as she unbuttoned my shirt. The shed felt hot and cool at the same time, and I thought there was a breeze coming from outside. But as she went on to attack my jeans, I saw that the door was firmly shut and the breeze was being created by a small rotating fan attached close to the ceiling. We were literally shut off from the world in this tiny space that was catered to Cherry’s fantasies.  

The next second, my boxers were on the floor and I was stark naked. My cock was being enthusiastically spat on and then Cherry was jerking me off. 

“Are you like a Mistress or something?” I couldn’t help but ask. 

Cherry straddled my legs and laughed. “Nah. Like I said, I’m a writer. I like writing erotic stories. It’s a little bit of an alternate profession, so I mostly like to keep it to myself.” 

She tightened her grip on my shaft and I choked out a moan. I stretched my arms behind my head and got comfy—or as much as I could on the hard bed so I could relax into this handjob. Cherry was good at this. Great. I suddenly remembered that she’d wanted to try something different. What it was…I still didn’t know. 

“Tell me when you’re close,” she said in this husky voice. “Really close.”

She was still pumping me. Slowly now. Strategically. I was getting real sensitive, my dick veins throbbing with mounting lust. I was probably three inches away from the wetlands of her pussy. She amped up her pace. I marveled at how shiny my cock looked with her hot spit. 

“I’m close,” I breathed. 

Instead of upping the pace, Cherry completely let go. My cock jerked up and I felt my body vibrate with hunger only to then fizz out in disappointment. I gritted my teeth.  

Your idea of different is giving me blue balls?

Cherry laughed heartily when she saw my expression. I was mildly annoyed but she clearly gave no fucks. I guess it was hard to give a fuck when you were buck naked while your date was still fully dressed with not a hair out of place. She knew exactly what she was doing.

With that hot smug look still on her face, she leaned back on her elbows and spread her legs. Her dress rode up her thighs and the strip of her underwear greeted me, gray and shadowy, but presumably black in reality. Her weight was on my still pulsing cock. I wished I had taken off her panties earlier. 

“Aw. Come on now. Let’s put a smile back on that handsome face,” she teased. 

I gritted my teeth harder. I hated all the teasing but I also kind of loved it. Normally I was the one doing all the teasing. The taunting. A girl had to really like you if she was doing it. It was just making me want to fuck her harder when the time came. 

She brought her legs down, resting them on each of my shoulders. Her heels sank into my flesh. 

“I didn’t know you had a foot fetish,” she said. She was grinding against my fresh boner. 

I didn’t say a single word. 

“Still okay with trying something different?”

“Heck yeah,” I said.

Even her stupid fan couldn’t cool me down now.

She teased me with those heels again, brushing the tips against the side of my cheeks. The bottoms were caked with mud and silt, and they definitely smelled that way. I was sweating. I couldn’t put a finger on why what she was doing was so fucking sensual. The way she lay confidently on top of me, her legs spread, like my body was her only source of comfort in her hospital bed. Those sharp heels pressing hard into my shoulder blades. Promising me just a touch of danger. 

One muddy sole nudged against my cheek. 

“Lick it,” she whispered. 


CHAPTER 4

I stared at Cherry, who had her eyebrow raised like she was taunting me. I stared down at the dirty black heel cradled against my cheek and right shoulder. Then I shut my eyes. 

She said something that made my dick squirm with wanting. 

“If you do it right I might just take off my panties for you.”

I leaned further into the heel, the strong odor of muck surrounding me. It was a pretty dirty thing to do—literally—but I knew I was going to do it. I grinned at Cherry as I grasped the sole with my tongue, bringing the muddy surface to my lips. The actual heel part—which looked to be about five inches tall—was literally caked with mud. Cherry was staring down at me intensely as I licked, tentatively as first, and then with a little more gusto. Her foot stayed still, letting me explore the depths of her designer heel. The air was positively pregnant with tension.

“You’re such a bootlicker,” she murmured. She began wiping her heel against my tongue, urging me to clean it faster. 

Dirty, dirty. I rolled my mouth against the sole, trying to ignore the incredible saltiness of the mud cake I was tasting. I was doing this for her.

“I think I’m going to need a little motivation here,” I said after a while, my eyes darting between her legs. 

Cherry tittered. “And I think you can do a little better. Open your mouth.”

The moment I did, she popped her five-inch heel inside like it was nothing. 

“Can you suck it?” she asked.

I was technically already sucking it, because she was jutting it in and out like it was a cock in her mouth. I was swallowing mud now, and a little thrill whiffed down my spine as the odor of her foot finally reached me. Okay, maybe I definitely had a foot fetish, and I wasn’t totally upset. There was just something so dirty sexual about what I was doing, polishing her soiled footwear off, sucking it off just to please her. 

As the smell of her foot lingered I was getting more and more aroused. Cherry seemed satisfied with how clean her high heel was because she popped it out through my lips before thrusting the left one in. By now, the sucking motions were becoming automatic…my head bobs and her heel pumping in perfect synchrony…all I could imagine was her hot pussy slobbering over me next while I sucked off that delicious clit of hers…

“Ugh, a submissive guy is such a turn on,” Cherry breathed. She snuck her heel out, laughing when she saw that my mouth was still in an ‘O’ position. “Okay. I think it’s time for your reward.”

Not breaking eye contact, Cherry got rid of her black underwear. She leaned forward and, with zero warning, rubbed her panties on my face. 

“Oh fuck—” I mumbled, inhaling her scent, letting it soak down to my bones.

“Shhhh…” she whispered. I could smell her breath this time. “Dragonfruit.”

“Dragonfruit?”

“That’s your safeword. If you feel like things are getting too fucked up. Or if you want to take a break. Anyway. Remember the word.”

“Got it, Mistress.”

Fucked up? I almost wanted to chuckle. Just how fucked up could things get, now that’d licked and swallowed the mud off her feet?

She was now at the back of the bed, on her knees, twirling her underwear like a cowboy’s lasso while staring at me seductively. A playful grin spread on her face and she hunched down to thrust the two panty holes up my legs. 

“What are you—” I grunted. 

But things were happening too fast for me to even process them. When I looked down I was no longer naked. I was wearing her panties. 

“How does it feel? Too tight?” Cherry asked. 

I was too focused on the feel of the fabric to answer her right away. The crotch was definitely wet. Her pussy juice-drenched panties were clinging onto my balls, making me want to groan with need. 

“It’s…it’s okay,” I bit out after a while. 

“Remember the safeword?”

I nodded. 

“Good.” Cherry got back to work. She peeled her dress off and unstrapped her bra. My heart was beating like a horse in a race at the sight of her naked body. The fact she was revealing herself to me after such a long wait was making me happy, but at the same time she was—very purposefully—dressing me up in her clothes. There was a sense of pride in what she was doing. Quick, stern, deliberate motions. Like I was a shiny but lifeless doll she’d just bought from the toy store. 

“Has anyone said you’d make a good woman?” she whispered.

“Not really,” I said breathlessly.

“Well, you are,” she said. “You don’t even need a wig.” Her fingers tousled my hair a little, and then she took off her hair clip and clipped it on mine. “Hold on.”

From somewhere she’s taken out a tube of lipgloss. She applied a layer onto her lips, rubbing them to allow the shine to settle before smearing some onto mine very slowly, like she wanted to milk every ounce of enjoyment she was getting out of it. 

“You’re very pretty, Mitchy,” she said and planted a glossy peck on my cheek. 

She pulled away but then she came back to me. She kissed me like I was irresistible. This time, we were soft and gentle, our tongues kissing in slow motion. I grabbed her naked breast and squeezed it, content to tickle her nipple until it hardened underneath my fingers. She responded by squeezing mine. Pressing and pinching my nipple through the bra cup. I could feel it shoot up and swell underneath the dress. We were acting like a lesbian couple or something, and I was so confused. What the heck was my blind date doing to me?  

When Cherry finally broke away my dick had its own heartbeat. She reached underneath the pillow and pulled out something that sparkled under the dim lights. It was a tiara. She raked it through my hair and it easily gripped itself into place. 

“I only do this for special dates,” she said. 

I blushed. I suddenly felt like a shy teenage girl, and it was so wrong. But I was special, apparently. And my dick liked it. 

Cherry was incredibly good at reading my thoughts. “It’s meant to be weird and confusing,” she said in this matronly tone, like she was guiding me through an awkward coming-of-age experience. “That’s okay. As long as you still like it. You do, don’t you?”

I found myself nodding. This was all kinds of fucked up but I was too shy to admit that I weirdly liked it out loud.

Cherry looked delighted. “Wow. I’m glad you like it, Mitchy,” she said. “You look hot in red and that tiara looks so cute on you. And I love that you’re wearing my tiny little girlie panties. You make me so wet.”

She was now leaning against a small wooden cabinet, letting me enjoy her perfect silhouette. Her orange pubic hair was trimmed but not shaped in any kind of way, and I was loving how it curled outward unashamedly. Each curl glistened with evidence of her lust. 

She opened the cabinet and pulled out a coil of black rope, thick as a snake.

I struggled to take in a breath. She was going to tie me up. Wasn’t she?  She had made me into a woman and now she was going to bind me up. And do what? I realized I was sweating profusely, and my armpits felt slick and slimy. 

Why the fuck was I so nervous? Cherry made me nervous. She was so unpredictable. 


CHAPTER 5

Of course, my intuition had been right. 

My wrists were tied up first, my arms brought up and behind my head. Cherry started wrapping the rope around me like I was someone’s Christmas present, criss-crossing it over my chest in an elaborate pattern. I was breathing heavily, sweating, and feeling light-headed and strangely helpless—claustrophobic in my own body. But the feeling passed just as quickly as it had descended over me. It was such a paradox, but Cherry was strangely caring in the way she was tying me up. Full of pride like before, paying attention to the knots she was making so they didn’t hurt me.

“Oh, Cherry…” I wheezed. I was so breathless. So horny. 

Cherry smiled cryptically. 

No more words were exchanged. 

She was building up the knots on my chest. Once she was done she brought my knees up and off the bed, binding my thighs to my shins, connecting the ties to the knots on my chest. 

It was when she giggled and yanked at my cock like it was a hidden treasure that I realized she’d essentially frozen my body in missionary position. I couldn’t move my legs and my knees were tied up to my chest, my legs spread wide. Giving her free access to my pantied crotch. 

Cherry straddled me, sinking her body between my legs. 

“You look so much like Ian right now,” she murmured. 

“Ian?” I mumbled. “Vicky’s ex?”

Cherry nodded. 

None of what she was saying was making sense. “What do you mean?” I asked. 

She began hugging me tight, pressing her pillowy tits down onto my stomach. “So. I first met Vicky in Chelsea, and like three years later our paths crossed at a sex party. She was into BDSM at the time.” She laughed at my incredulous face. I had no idea Vicky was anywhere close to the BDSM scene at any point in time. “The party was wild. We did a makeover on Ian, made him wear a wig and a dress, and tied him up just like you. It was so hot. And then…you want to know what we did to him?” She trailed her fingers down my chest and into my non-existent cleavage. I’d already stopped breathing right then. “We took turns fucking him. Oh yes, Mitchy. Don’t look so surprised. It was Vicky’s idea at first but when she was actually doing it I could see she wasn’t all that into it…but me? I’d always wanted to fuck a guy. And oh my god, it’s like the best feeling in the world. You should’ve heard Ian moaning and crying. I think he enjoyed it more than I did, and that’s saying something!”

Cherry was now grinding against my ass. It was impossible not to get aroused with her dancing against my cock and I was struggling against my own urges. This isn’t how things were supposed to go.  I was supposed to be the charmer. The seductor. The man. All of my old habits and routines were seeping out of me and they were being replaced by something new and dangerous. 

“Oh god! Oh god!” I suddenly screamed. 

Cherry was tickling me. Her laughter echoed inside the shed, getting increasingly warped and sinister as I writhed helplessly against the thick ropes enveloping my body. I felt so vulnerable, tears dripping down my face as she ruthlessly tickled my underarms and neck. She could really do anything she wanted to me right now, and here I was in a prime position with my legs and ass out just for her. 

I just had to watch and wait to see what she’d do to me next…

“Still okay?” she whispered as the tickling died down.

“Yeah,” I muttered. My eyes stung and there was a gigantic lump in my throat. The fact that she was checking in on me was so fucking hot. It was weirdly romantic too. All this was making me feel so wrong, like I was a girl who was about to lose her virginity. 

“Don’t you want to gag me?” I teased when I found my voice again. 

Cherry shook her head. “I’m not the biggest fan of gags. Like, I want to talk to you while I do it. Hear you moan…hear you beg. That’s what really turns me on, you know? Why? Do you want me to gag you?”

“No. I…I think I’m interested in doing this the way you want to,” I replied. 

“Perfect.” Cherry lovingly removed her heels and squeezed my feet into them. “You’re perfect.”

“No, you,” I joked, even though it felt like the furthest thing from a joke. 

Cherry towered over my face and slowly began humping me. Her long hair fell over my face as we both started feeling good together, me shadowing her motions as I had no choice but to rock along with her. I almost wanted to chuckle about how disastrously my date night had gone. To think that I’d finally met a girl who didn’t bore me to death only to find out she wanted to seduce and feminize me. Wrap me around her hot little pussy and suck her high heels just because she told me so. I thought of Vicky and suddenly felt embarrassed. There was no doubt my best friend knew what Cherry would try on me tonight. 

Oh god. There was no way I could face Vicky again. 

“Holy shit, Mitchy,” Cherry moaned into my ear. “I’m so wet. I don’t think I can wait a second longer. I need to make you my sissy bitch.” 

She got up from the bed and walked back toward the shadows off the far end of the shed, where I heard her opening another one of her cabinets. Several objects rattled around as she searched in the dark for what she wanted. When she sauntered back to where I was, something long and regal was curving out from between her hips.

A cock. 

Cherry’s tits bounced violently as she hopped onto the bed and towered over me again. I was breathless again, the lump returning to my throat. The hot pink apparatus almost glowed in the shadows. I swallowed thickly, wishing I could wipe away the river of sweat that was now flowing down my back. How could a chick with a pink silicone penis look so hot? 

“Do you like my cock?” Cherry asked me sultrily. 

“Uh…it’s pretty big,” I squeaked. Her penis was now digging into my groin and making me shiver. 

She smiled. “Scared?”

“A little,” I admitted.

“Well, you know what to do.” Her smile widened. “I adore you, Mitchy.”

“I adore you too,” I whispered. 

Who the fuck had I become, spewing sappy shit out of my mouth?

We both nodded at each other and laughed together. Her feminine warmth felt amazing to me. My nerves melted and I felt safe with her, even though we were about to do something incredibly, disgustingly taboo. 

She scooted up my body and flapped her cock on my lips. “Suck it,” she murmured, her glassy eyes shining with excitement.  “Suck it like a good girl.” 


CHAPTER 6

I blinked up at Cherry. I’d just been hit by a wave of déjà vu because that had been eerily close to how I did it with women. The flap and the thrust. Suck it, slut. You know you want to. That was what I might’ve said to Cherry on another night. 

Without thinking, I bent forward and wrapped my lips around the tip of the cock. As I began to suck, a wave of revulsion rushed over me. This was worse than licking off those muddy, dirty heels. The soft, spongy feel on my tongue was tricking me into thinking this was a real penis. Cherry ordered me to put my tongue out and then she held onto the railings as she began to fuck my mouth. I groaned as the dildo sank into my open jaw again and again and again. As disgusted as I was, I was still hard—unimaginably, shamelessly hard—and I was leaking into Cherry’s panties. 

The abuse of my mouth stopped only once Cherry was satisfied. She gave me a soft peck on my cheek and lifted herself off of me, leaving me to suck in the drool that was still oozing out of my lips. Her head disappeared between my thighs and I gasped as her cold teeth nipped at my skin. She tore away my panties like a tigress in heat, spitting out shreds of fabric onto the bedspread. 

I felt faint. 

Good god, that was so hot. 

Wasn’t it just mere minutes ago that I was fantasizing about how hard I’d fuck Cherry? Desperate to give her the pounding she deserved? Was I even that same Mitch?  It was like every single trace of manhood left inside me was dying. A part of me was nervous if I’d even wake up as Mitch tomorrow. Maybe I’d stay girly forever…begging hot girls to fuck me in the butt for the rest of my damned life…

“We’ll take it easy,” Cherry was saying gently, wiping away some of the sweat from my inner thighs. “Since you’re technically a virgin tonight. But I promise you it’s going to feel really good soon.” She winked at me, and my heart stopped. “I can’t wait to hear you moaning, Mitchy.”

I licked my lips and winked back, even though I doubted that would happen. I wasn’t like Ian. Vicky’s ex-boyfriend was tall, intelligent, but he was also—in the nicest way possible—rather effeminate. He took longer than Vicky to get ready and always talked about what a dream it would be to get into fashion school. Ian might’ve moaned like a girl while he was tied up and getting blasted in the ass and he might’ve really wanted it, but I was different. I just thought it was hot that a naked girl with a strap-on was going to fuck me while I pretended to be a girl, but even though I’d embraced the whole crossdressing thing today, there was simply no way my ass could override years of cock juicing. 

Cherry rubbed the lining of my asshole for a minute or so, warming it up before her index finger—drenched with saliva—glided inside me. I was taking it like a champ. There was no way I could describe how that first time felt, except when she thrust her middle finger in, my asshole was full and hot and pulsing. My thighs strained against the rope, and my left leg had already fallen asleep. I wriggled my toes inside my heels, bracing when my leg prickled as it woke up. 

When she lined her pink cock against my puckered hole, I almost wanted to shut my eyes. Did I really want to see this? I was horny now, and I decided I did. I didn’t want to miss the moment Cherry took my virginity. 

I let out a hiss as her thick cock head penetrated me. Breathe. I curved my spine a little, hoping it would make it easier for it to further intrude into my depths. Breathe. The feeling of humiliation was so overwhelming now that I was leaking. Precum seeped onto my stomach as she coerced her bulky toy into my impossibly tight asshole. True to her promise, Cherry was being very gentle, almost motherly, trying not to hurt me. Even though she could’ve completely obliterated my anus if she’d wanted to. 

“Shhh. Shhh…” she said, massaging my upper thigh. “You’re okay. You’re doing great. I’m here…we’re so close. So close.”

Her massage was really grounding me, and I realized I’d been hyperventilating. 

Not nearly as macho as you thought, huh, Mitch?

“Fuck, Mitchy, you’re way tighter than I thought,” Cherry said. The words lingered above us, sending chills through my heart. The bed rocked a little as she hunted for something underneath the mattress. I heard her pop something open, and cold lube was slathered and poked down my crack and through my asshole. Her cock head, now soppier and kinder to my virgin ass, penetrated me once more. Her lashes fluttered as she blinked down furiously, trying to concentrate on the task at hand. Full of wanting. Determined to still fuck me. 

The cock was finally gliding in. I tried to clench and unclench my anus to help push it further along, as Cherry spread my shuddering ass cheeks apart. That was all I could do, wasn’t it? Seconds later, she started pumping. I felt myself open up as we swayed together. I wasn’t sure how many inches had gone inside me, but it certainly felt like a truckload. 

I knew that we’d made progress when she loomed above me and we shared a kiss. 

Our tongues slipped and slid against each other and her hot breath almost made me lose it. When we pulled apart she spat straight into my open mouth before she hunkered down again, caressing my lips like she never wanted to let go. Her spit was delicious. When I’d swallowed it all I opened my mouth again, inviting more of her mouth nectar. Cherry rewarded me with even more spit this time as a huge spurt spewed out from her mouth to mine. I made the gooey fluid swivel around in my mouth as we made out. The pull between us was as strong as a wildfire. She felt so powerful, so masculine as she fucked me, and I’d never felt smaller or more desired. Even though she was ignoring my cock, it was all starting to feel a little too good. 

“Please, Cherry, please…fuck me harder.” I was gasping now, exhaling the words like I’d lost my voice. 

“Ask like a slut and maybe I’ll do it,” Cherry murmured, chewing her lip as she stared down at me so intensely I couldn’t help but blush. 

“Please, Cherry?” I begged in this cute, girly voice. “I would do anything for you to fuck me like you wanted to destroy me. I just need to feel your cock. Please.”

“I think you can do even better, Mitchy.”

I blushed harder, feeling the blood rush to my privates as I felt her heat. I closed my eyes as I begged, too shy to see her face. 

“Look at what you’ve done to me, Cherry. I’ve become such a cock slut. My ass needs your cock to drill into me like my lungs need air.” I stopped short, trying desperately to put my horny feelings into words. “I’m your sissy bitch and you know it. You know what I need now. I’m your bitch toy waiting to be used and abused.”

At this point Cherry had stopped fucking me. Her eyes glazed over mine as she listened to my embarrassing pleas. Taunting me. 

“More.” 

I felt my privates throb as the words tumbled out. “My tight virgin hoe ass needs to be fucked hard. I’d lick your muddy heels everyday for the rest of my life if you can bang my booty hard tonight. I need to feel the pain of you ripping my dirty, nasty little butthole apart with your amazing strong cock. I need you to hurt me. Please. Pretty please with a cherry on top!”

My breath was knocked out of me as she started fucking me again with a fury I hadn’t seen before. Her hip thrusts felt euphoric and as I stared down at myself all I could see were my legs spread eagle and my heels shaking to her rhythm. I wrestled against my restraints, my wrists getting rubbed raw as my body squirmed in response to the pounding. But I didn’t care. I was Cherry’s hot little bitch and I didn’t give a damn. I only wanted to be used. 

“Take it, whore!” Cherry rasped. “You desperate, pathetic sissy slut!”

She grabbed handfuls of my ass cheeks, painfully spreading my crack wide open as rammed into me with the force of a million cocks hitting at once.   

She was hitting the spot. The spot. 

In an instant, all hell broke loose. 

My balls tightened as my milk shot up high into the air. Pleasure thundered through my body like a hurricane that was sweeping my entire existence away. Tears sprung to my eyes as I tried to buck in response to my climax but failed, forced instead to stay still and power through the insane pulsing that was taking over my body.  

“Holy shit,” I whispered after what felt like an hour. “I think that was the most overwhelming orgasm I’ve ever had.”

“Trust me, I can see that,” Cherry said. She swiped my cum off my dress and held her finger to my lips. “Eat this for me.”

I sucked her finger happily. I would’ve done anything for her at that moment. 

Cherry finally untied me and I groaned and stretched freely, feeling the bliss of freedom. She got rid of the tiara, the heels, and my hair clip and fixed my hair, which was now a sweaty, stinky mess. Cherry didn’t seem to mind. She spooned me from behind and we cooled down, very casually, like she hadn’t just pounded the shit out of me seconds earlier. 

“You know, Mitchy, you’ve been such a good girl I wouldn’t be opposed to you spending the night,” Cherry said minutes later. 

“I’d love to,” I said. 

“What are you going to tell Vicky?” she asked, hugging me tight. 

“I have no idea,” I began. “I…I think I’ll have no choice but to tell her the truth. She’s good at squeezing the truth out of me anyway.”

I couldn’t help but blush again as I thought about how that conversation would go. 

As I sank back into Cherry’s warm body, my eyes flickered toward a small shelf of books that was directly across from me. I squinted to make out the title on the spine. Seducing the Sissy, by Cherry Blakey. I found myself grinning. So…she wasn’t such an unknown writer after all. In any case, she’d definitely found a new fan. 


THE END

Thank you for reading!

Lots of love, Rae
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