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"We are going to try something," she said, touching my arm, "the lighting in there will be dark enough. "We just need to do a couple more things first before you go in."

Mommy stepped out of the car and opened the trunk. When I put up the mirror, I noticed she had parked at an adult toy store. What else has she planned for me? Fuck it’s scary, exciting, arousing all at the same time. This is exactly how Mommy has been making me feel often these days, and I cannot complain. I’m literally living the life I’ve always fantasized

"First it's time to lose the paper slippers honeybun," Mommy said putting a pair of barbie pink flip-flops on the ground in front of me.

"Yes, Mommy," I said dutifully slipping my freshly pedicured and nail-polished feet into them.

"Lexi, open up your jacket." Mommy spoke with a sense of authority. I knew who was in charge, so I did what she said. "Also, unbutton a couple buttons." She continued.

When I opened my top enough, Mommy pulled it back and stuffed at least four pairs of panties from our shopping trip into one of the bra cups. She did the same to the other cup as well. Mommy added a few more pairs to each cup until she was pleased with the ‘fullness’ of my chest.

"Just one more thing sweetie." Mommy sounded pleased with herself. She then wrapped a pink scarf and tied it around my neck to hide my Adam's apple. "You look stunning!" Mommy said, gleaming with pride. "Do you trust me honeybun?" She asked.

"Yes, Mommy I do!" I answered.

"Then let's go, baby," Mommy said, taking my arm once again and leading me into the adult toy store.

The lighting was dim. Inside, there were racks & racks of all types of toys, magazines, and DVDs and there was a long hallway to the left that appeared to have small TV monitors in it. A large counter stood on the right, with a rather large man behind it. We were the only two ‘women’ in the store; there was one other old male customer and a man behind the counter. Mommy took my arm and led me through the magazine racks. I was too nervous to focus on where we were and did not start paying attention to my surroundings until Mommy handed me an open magazine. I looked down to see a boy in a dress, stockings, and heels sucking another man's massive cock. I could not help but gasp aloud and feel my face flush in embarrassment.

"Like what you see honeybun?" Mommy asked teasingly.

I flipped a few pages and saw the same sissy bent over a couch, with the well-hung man behind her fucking her from behind. It was impossible to ignore how my cock was tingling inside my thong.

"I can tell you are getting excited by this," Mommy whispered in my ear, "there's no denying it, is there sweetie?"

"No Mommy," I whispered back.

She picked up a number of other magazines including a sissy comic, another magazine on feminization, and another on strapon sex and femdom in general. I could not wait to go through them and see what possibilities arose. It was incredible to see such professional studio-quality photos of what I so desperately desired and wanted. I had never considered myself gay, and the idea of being with a man as a man was still repulsive to me, but somehow the idea of a sissy being fucked by a man, made me and my cock excited.

"I called earlier," Mommy told the gentleman behind the counter, "and there should be a package for Lexi."

It dawned on me that Mommy had guided me up to the counter while I was lost in my little dream! How could I have missed the fact that we were actually walking? I put the magazines on the counter and tried not to make eye contact with the man behind it. He was more fat than muscle and not particularly attractive.

"Here ya go." He spoke gruffly. "Just that and the magazines?"

"No," Mommy said with a very relaxed tone, "she needs six of those 7" suction cup base dildos, three of the 9" realistic-looking ones, one of those big 14" pink suction cup base ones, and that multi-set pack of butt plugs."

My mouth hung wide open at the shopping list Mommy had just rattled off. What was I going to do with eight butt plugs and seven dildos!?!?!?! She simply patted my hand and pulled out my credit card. The guy didn't bat an eye at the name Alex on the card and rang it up along with the magazines. He placed all the new toys and reading material in two black plastic bags and sent us on our way. Mommy led me back to the car and loaded the two bags into the trunk.

"I can't have you getting all excited before we get home!" Mommy joked. "Lord knows what you will do now that you know what truly turns you on!" I simply blushed and got into the car.

"Would you like to try one more thing?" Mommy asked looking straight into my eyes.

"After everything we have done already," I replied, looking into her gorgeous blue eyes, "what else is left?"

"Short of a boob job, not much baby!" Mommy said, laughing, and started her car. "Seriously," she said as she drove out of the parking lot, "are you up for one more stop?"

"Okay," I replied more out of curiosity to see how she could top off such an eventful day.

She drove us closer to home, which made me a little nervous. We were now about twenty miles from home, and the thought of being seen by someone I knew made me nervous. Mommy drove to a small strip mall and parked with the front of her car facing the street.

"Are you ready?" She asked.

Reluctant to look at the stores to see what might be in store for me, I replied with my eyes down "I think so."

"Just one more thing," Mommy said, "you are going to need to practice your voice. To start, speak softly until we find a good pitch for you.

"Okay," I replied barely above a whisper.

"Alright, Let's go," Mommy said rolling her eyes as she got out.

She walked around and met me on my side of the car, then led me by the arm towards the strip mall. Thank god the place was deserted as it still was only midday. There were several stores, but the way Mommy was winding through the parking lot made it difficult to tell where she was taking me. We reached the sidewalk and walked down it, passing a few stores before Mommy turned and opened a door. It was the very last place I had considered.

"A tattoo shop?" I asked, trying to keep my voice low but failing.

"You can get more than tattoos here, silly," Mommy said, taking my hand. "Now quiet down and relax."

She led us inside and walked to the counter. I had never considered getting a tattoo, and if that was what she had in mind, what exactly was she planning on getting for me? How on earth would I explain a tramp stamp to a guy at work? No, this was going to be insane if she made me do it.

"Lexi," Mommy called. "Lexi!" It took me a second to remember that was me. "Come here, sweetie," she said, waving me over. "You need to take a look at this paperwork."

"What's this for?" I asked as I walked to the counter.

"For your belly button ring, silly." Mommy said as if I had a clue.

I took a quick look at the form and thought about it. A belly button ring would be temporary and could be removed leaving barely anything behind. It was easier to hide this one from work, and since I no longer went to a public gym, the only person who saw me change was Mommy Aurora and my Doctor.

"Just sign right here, Lexi!" Mommy said reminding me not to sign the form Alex.

I signed it as naturally as possible and waited in the nearby seats. Mommy sat beside me, holding my hand tightly. She could tell I was nervous and did her best to calm me down. She reminded me of our mall purchases and how cute my toe color was. It worked briefly until a tattooed biker-looking guy came out from behind a curtain.

"You Lexi?" He spoke gruffly. I shook my head, unable to say anything. "Okay, come on." He waved.

I walked quickly in the flip-flops, gripping Mommy Aurora's hand even tighter. He glanced at me, half checking me out and half questioning me. If I spoke, he would know I was not Lexi and would most likely beat me senseless. The thought of going to jail or the hospital dressed like this was enough to make me keep my mouth shut!

"Lie down on the table and roll up your top." He gave instructions while sitting with his back to us.

I did as I was told and pulled up my shirt to just below my bra. Mommy had to help me because my hands did not want to stop shaking. She held my hand and looked down at me, assuring me that everything was going to be fine. For as scared as I was, her telling me that helped, and I gradually relaxed.

"You ready, sweetheart?" He asked as he rolled over to the table in his stool. I just nodded, still too afraid to speak. "This'll hurt just a bit."

He swabbed the area to sterilize it before using the swab to cover the skin around my belly button. I was happy that my stomach was relatively flat. He then did something to numb the area briefly before I felt the pinch, pressure, and sting of the piercing. It was very different from when I had my ears done, and I could not understand how guys got this done down there on their peckers. Thank God Mommy didn't want that done!!!

"There you go," he said, sitting back and taking the paper away. "All set."

"Thank you," I replied softly taking a mirror from him to inspect the piercing.

It was a small pink heart that looked like a diamond suspended from a couple of smaller diamonds below the bar. The gems were obviously costume jewelry, but Mommy was correct: it looked very cute. I carefully got up from the table and followed Mommy to the counter, where she paid cash for the piercing. She grabbed some cleaner to help keep me infection-free and led me back to the car. When I sat, I had to be careful not to bump or rub against the piercing because it hurt. As she drove, I tried to relax, but it was difficult after everything that had happened today. My clitty and balls had been pinned under me for hours by this point, and they hurt. Mommy pulled into our parking garage and turned off the car. That was when panic struck again.

"Listen to me honeybun," Mommy said without me saying a word, "we barely know our neighbors and we’ve been here for four years. For all they know we could be a family of six living in there and they'd have no clue! Just relax and act like everything's normal and no one will say a word okay?"

"Yes Mommy," I replied quietly while trying to femme up my voice.

She got out and waited for me at the trunk while she picked up the bags. When I got there she handed me a bunch of them and closed the trunk. We had to walk up two flights of stairs to reach the crosswalk from the garage to our building. Then it was just a quick elevator ride up eight floors and a long walk to our apartment. We only saw like two people on our walk, and none of them were close enough to even bother speaking to us. Mommy opened the door and let us in. It felt so good to finally be in our home!

"Tell you what," Mommy said, setting the bags down. "We don’t want to be ruining your pretty painted toes, so leave those flip flops on sweetie, and also take your jeans and shirt off carefully."

I slid out of the jeans, knowing it would finally provide some relief for my aching parts, and carefully removed the shirt so as not to tug on the piercing. I stood there waiting for Mommy's next instruction in my pale pink thong and panties-stuffed bra. She looked at me and giggled.

She tried to sound stern as she said, "Fold your clothes neatly, and I’ll find something for you to wear tonight."

I truly hoped what she would find was in the VS bag. I folded the jeans and shirt carefully and then put them in my closet by the front door. All the while I was unable to take my eyes off the Victoria’s Secret bag.

"Did you have something in mind honeybun?" Aurora asked.

"Well," I mumbled, "we did buy that nightgown at Victoria's Secret this morning. That should work fine, right?"

"Would you really want to wear that?" She asked, holding it up. "I don’t know sweetie; I have been thinking about it since we left the mall, and I am not sure if I am a fan. I might just return it."

"What?!" I replied, unable to hide my shock. I knew right away this was a mistake.

"Why? Do you really like it?!" She asked raising an eyebrow at me, a small mischievous smile at one corner of her luscious red painted lips.

After pausing for a second I said admitting my defeat, "Yes I do Mommy, I like it a lot and I really want to wear it."

"Well, there will be a few things you must do first," Mommy said, reaching into the two adult toy store bags with a big grin. "First, take these," she said, handing me the numerous dildos, "and wash them off with the antibacterial soap."

As I walked into the kitchen with my hands literally full of cocks, I tried to think what exactly she wanted me to do with so many dildos. I had to remind myself that Mistress Aurora was still way ahead of me and was now playing me like a well-tuned instrument as she had been the past weeks. Removing the dildos from the packaging I washed them one at a time in the sink and let them air dry in the dish rack. As I did Mommy walked into the kitchen behind me and took the first dildo from the rack. She walked to the refrigerator and stuck the 7" dildo to the door just about the level of my crotch. She then took a few of the others and walked into the living room, out of sight, and returned a minute later without any of them. She took the remaining 7" dildos and disappeared again coming back into the kitchen empty-handed once again.

"You are going to have to earn that nightgown, honeybun," Mommy said, walking up to me and releasing my balls and clit from the gaffe. "To begin, we will work on your oral skills. I have placed the cocks you bought in all the house's rooms; whenever you enter one of them, suck that cock for five deep strokes with that sexy mouth of yours." Mommy said this while teasing my clitty through the thong I was wearing. "Why don’t you start with this one sweetie?" Mommy asked, tilting her head toward the refrigerator door, "and be careful when you kneel; you do not want to mess up your toes."

"Yes Mommy," I replied softly, suppressing a moan.

Walking to the refrigerator, I knelt on the smooth tile floor and wrapped my lips around the 7-inch shaft. I took the dildo as deep as I could in my mouth and relaxed my throat.

"Go deeper with each stroke, honeybun," Mommy said. "By number five, you should be touching the fridge with your nose." Mommy was pleased that I managed to barely touch the refrigerator door with my nose on number five. "Now, go find the others." Mommy ordered.

The next dildo was in the living room wall and I had to stand on my toes to take it into my mouth. I walked down the hall and found the next one. It was halfway between standing and kneeling, and I had to squat slightly to take it into my mouth. I found it easier to take each dildo until my nose was completely pressed against the wall. The next dildo was in my bathroom, on the full-length mirror behind the door, which was also kneeling height. With this dildo, I had to watch myself in the mirror as my mouth approached to take it in; thankfully, the makeup and wig made me appear more femme, and I could feel my clitty getting hard in my thong. I was not just a guy in some lingerie sucking dildos; I was the girl in that magazine who was being fed a hard cock. My clitty became so hard that it ached, and I was grateful that my cage was not on. There was another in my bedroom by the closet which I had to stand on my toes to take in as well. As I sucked this one, Mommy reached around and gently stroked my clitty once again through my thongs with just her fingertips.

"Oh my my, you are such a horny little sissy slut, aren't you baby?" She asked cupping my bare ass with her other hand.

I walked into Mommy's room and discovered the next one on her sliding closet door, which was also a full-length mirror. As my mouth approached the dildo, I took another look at my makeup and wig in the mirror.

"Are you having fun with your cocks tonight, honeybun?" Mommy asked, pressing her body against the back of my head. I could not respond because my mouth and throat were full of the latex dildo. "You look like a hot slut sucking that cock!" Mommy said in a low seductive whisper in my ears. "I'll bet you feel like one too… which is why that clitty of yours is so fucking hard right now." Mommy squatted closely behind me, as I groaned around the dildo in agreement. "You'd probably cum right now with two or three strokes wouldn't you?" Mommy asked as she teased my clitty once more through my now drenched-in precum thong.

I groaned harder and pressed my nose hard against the mirror, feeling the latex balls against my chin. My head was spinning not just from not being able to breathe but also from the thoughts racing through my head as well. As I pulled back I could see Mommy in the mirror, her look was ravenous as well, she was getting excited watching me do this which drove me on further!

"One more to find sweetie," Mommy whispered in my ear while continuing to squeeze my clit.

I stepped back from the dildo and walked to Mommy's bathroom, where the final one was waiting for me at a squatting height. It took some effort to find a comfortable position, which ended up being with my legs spread and my back arched, sticking my ass out. While I was on stroke three Mommy gave my bare ass a hard swat with her hand. I quickly stepped back and stood up.

"Oh no!" Mommy exclaimed. "No cheating babygirl," she said, waving her finger at me disapprovingly. "Get back down there and start from one again."

This time on stroke two she spanked me even harder. I grunted and continued sucking, trying not to skip a beat with my stroke. Halfway through stroke four, my other cheek got a swat, but I kept going. Mommy spanked me back to back three more times but I was able to get the final stroke deeper just as she had originally instructed.

"Alright, honeybun back to the living room." Mommy ordered leading me out of the bathroom. I went to follow her out to the hallway but she stopped me. "Forgetting something?" She asked. "You did just walk into the bedroom didn't you?"

"Yes, Mommy," I replied not following what she was saying.

"Each time you enter a room, you will give the cock in that room five strokes!" She said it firmly.

I took a few steps back, knelt in front of her closet door, and sucked the dildo five times. Joining her in the hallway, I squatted and sucked that dildo five times before joining her in the living room and sucking that dildo five more times. Mommy had me put away the shopping items one by one over the next hour. She would sometimes send me on random trips to her bathroom or kitchen, while other times she would combine the trips to see how many different combinations of dildos she could get me to suck. By the end of the hour, my clitty had been so hard that my balls were aching as well! Finally, Mommy let me kneel by her feet and relax for a minute.

"Do you want to see what is in that box?" Looking at the sealed box she had purchased from the adult toy store, Mommy asked.

I tried to remember to keep my toenails off the floor as I replied, "Yes, Mommy, I do."

Mommy slowly opened the box, removed a couple of DVDs, and handed them to me. Both featured sissies on the cover in highly provocative poses. She opened the first one and gave it to me.

"Go put it in the Playstation honeybun," Mommy said handing it to me.

I put the DVD into my PS5 that I no longer had any time to really play and set up the TV. When I turned around, Mommy was standing, holding a leather harness. She straightened it out, and I knew right away it was a strap-on harness. This was a different harness because it contained two shafts. They were both in a position to penetrate Mommy.

"We won't be needing these," Mommy said removing the two shafts. "Help me put this on."

Helping Mommy put on a strap-on harness was almost like loading the gun that was going to be used for my own execution. She told me to adjust the waist and then the back so it fitted comfortably.

"Hand me that 8" cock." Mommy pointed to one of the two remaining realistic dildos.

Mommy sat down to watch the movie with the TV remote in one hand and her dildo in the other. She seemed to not think about it but I couldn't notice how her fingers seemed to constantly touch and stroke the flesh-colored real-looking phallus sticking practically straight up in the air. We were quite the contrast; I sat with my legs crossed, while Mommy sat with one foot on the coffee table and her legs spread wide. She was obviously sitting as how a guy would. Plus she was still fully dressed and I was sitting in just my lingerie, I felt absolutely slutty, and my clitty was once again straining in my thong.

"All right, now pay close attention," Mommy said turning to make sure I was looking at the screen. "You could learn quite a lot from this girl."

As I turned to look at the screen I saw a brunette-haired sissy on her knees between a well-hung man's legs. He had a massive erection. The sissy licked him from beneath his balls all the way up the shaft before taking the glistening throbbing head into her mouth. It was incredibly hot watching her bob up and down the huge shaft, only pausing to lick the underside or suck his shaved and swollen balls.

"Lexi, stop drooling," Mommy smiled mischievously, reaching over and touching my aching crotch. "You already have a wet spot on your thong from all that precum you're leaking." I did not need to look down because I knew it was true. "Now get on your knees honeybun," Mommy said pointing between her legs, while turning and hitting the rewind on the remote. "I want you to exactly mimic your on-screen friend there sweetie."

Mommy spread her legs so that I could crawl between them. Once I was in position, she slipped her right leg between my thighs and used her feet to rub my soft balls and clitty through my thong while I tried and imitated the actions of the brunette. I soon found that my long blond hair got in the way often and I had to keep sweeping it around my neck or behind my ear.

Every now and then, Mommy would pause the DVD to make sure I was mastering every move. I felt extremely slutty while doing this, and I relished in the enjoyment that I was seeing in the sissy I was watching. When I saw the man whose cock she was sucking grab the back of her head and a handful of hair and watched him repeatedly ram her head down onto his cock, I trembled all over. He was using her mouth like a pussy and fucking it just as hard and rough. When Mommy slipped a hand around the back of my head I quaked with anticipation and fear.

"What do you think babygirl?" Mommy asked looking down at me while still massaging my crotch with her foot.

"It looks scary Mommy," I said softly.

"Don't worry honeybun," she said with a seductive devilish smile, "Mommy will be gentle."

Mommy slowly started to move my head up and down making sure to bury the dildo as deep into my throat as she could. She gradually increased the pace and intensity. I felt so incredibly slutty and sexy that I wanted to beg for more. No, I wanted to scream for more and enjoy this feeling forever. Then Mommy took it up even further!

"Like that babygirl?!" Mommy hissed, her voice dripping with haughtiness. "Suck it slut!" Her words, her voice, her hands controlling my head and ramming it into her massive phallus, I could feel my clitty ache and ooze precum. "Ohhhhhhh someone likes that doesn't she?" Mommy growled deepening her voice. "Someone likes being called a slut," Mommy smirked, "and being treated like a slut too don't you?" I groaned yes around the massive shaft. "I bet if I wanted," Mommy said slowing her hands down for a moment, "I could bend you over this couch and fuck your pussy with this cock couldn't I?" I was unable to respond; all I could do was tremble. "Exactly what I was thinking," Mommy laughed, "my little slut really wants to be used like one!" Mommy pushed me back and then stood up. While she is not particularly tall, she seems to tower over me now. "Get up whore!" She commanded. I immediately stood and waited for her next command. "Knees on the couch, elbows on the back, and keep your eyes straight ahead!" Her tone was strict and authoritative.

Mommy pulled my thong off my hips and over my bubble butt, allowing it to sit on top of my thighs. I felt exposed and very, very slutty. I felt like an absolute whore. My emotions and senses were on an overload. I even felt as if I could feel every single strand of hair from my blonde wig touching my face. While I had never imagined myself in this position, the feeling was incredibly intoxicating. Mommy seemed to take forever, and when her fingers touched my backside, I nearly jumped.

"Just relax." Mommy spoke in stark contrast to how she had spoken just a few seconds ago. "Take nice controlled deep breaths," Mommy said as I felt several slick fingers rubbing around my pussy opening. "It will be easier if you just stay relaxed baby."

"Yes, Mommy," I replied breathlessly.

I tensed up as soon as I felt something press against the opening of my pussy. It was a natural bodily reaction, but I judged myself for doing it. Mommy seemed unphased and continued to talk softly to me reminding me over and over to relax and breathe. On the third attempt, the rubber plug Mommy had picked from today’s shopping was in her hand and she started to penetrate me using it. I couldn't help but moan hungrily.

"You are doing great, honeybun," Mommy said in a soft and smooth voice. "This one is just a little bigger than the one you are used to, but you’ll get used to this sooner than you know."

Mommy was not lying when she said it was bigger. She used the plug like a dildo inserting just a little more with each slow push. Eventually, the largest part of the plug slipped inside my pussy which then clamped down around it. Mommy then pulled my thong back up, making sure to tug it into place. The thong was now even tighter around my swollen balls and aching clitty.

"I think you've had enough for one night," Mommy said letting her fingers gently glide over my burning flesh. "Take your bra off and fold the panties in your cups," Mommy said stepping back so she could watch, "and I'll help you get ready for bed."

A moment later I stood before her wearing just the wig and tiny thong. While I felt a bit silly I was still so aroused it didn't matter. Mommy picked up the soft lacy red nightgown I had fallen in love with and held it up in front of me.

"While I am sure you would like to put this on right now," Mommy said, cupping my clitty, "these will make it difficult and ruin the look. Don't you agree?"

"Yes, Mommy," I said unsure of what she was up to.

"I know a quick way to fix it," Mommy said, moving closer to me I could feel her hot breath on me, "but you might not like it," she whispered. Just then I felt Mommy's hand lift off my crotch. She must have flicked her wrist because her four fingers swatted my balls not-so-gently the next second. It was not hard enough to knock me over or make my eyes water, but what had previously been a raging hard clitty began to shrink.

"Sorry, sweetie," Mommy said, turning to reach for the pink chastity cage, "but if I had told you I was going to flick your cute balls like that, you would have complained." Of course, Mommy, as always, was correct. "Now, pull your thong down so I can lock you away again." Mommy put the cage in place and locked it with the small brass lock. "Now pull back up your thong and put on your sexy nightgown." she smiled.

The nightgown was everything I expected it to be. It was a light, soft, and oh-so-delicate feeling. My clitty attempted to get hard again but was quickly stopped by the plastic prison it was locked in. Mommy's hands ran over the soft sheer material, driving me insane, her fingers found my nipples over the lace, and she quickly pinched and teased them, making me moan once more, I could at the same time, feel my pussy clamping and clench around the big rubber plug lodged deep inside it. The feeling of the soft material over my shaved body was amazing. I was once again in a complete sensory overload. Mommy then handed me the robe which I put on as well. I could not wait to see myself in the mirror!

"Okay honeybun," Mommy said releasing me, "Why don't you head off to bed! Make sure to kiss all your new toys a good night like the good little slut you are, and take care of your wig, and don’t forget to leave your heels by your bedside."

"Yes Mommy," I replied dutifully.

I made my way past the dildos along the way, trying to take every one of them as deep into my mouth as possible with every stroke. In the bathroom, I was finally able to see my reflection. The robe was really more for show than for covering and when I walked, the generous slit in the leg showed my sexy nightgown through the robe too. With heels, it would show even more! I just could not wait until morning.

Thirty minutes after Mommy had sent me to bed, the wig was on a Styrofoam head on my dresser, my heels were next to my bed so I could put them on before I got up, and all of the dildos had touched the back of my throat for exactly five times. I couldn't imagine what kind of dreams I'd have after the night I just experienced, but I couldn't wait!

***

I was making good progress with my training after six months of living as Lexi. I was hoping however that a week-long business trip would give me a relief of sorts. Every year, the regional managers for my company would get together; it was always a great "guys week" because 99% of us were men. During the day, we would be in boring meetings, but at night, we would be out late drinking and talking endlessly till the sun would eventually come out. I had become good friends with five of them and we always looked forward to it. I did not say much to Mistress Aurora in the days leading up to it, hoping to be able to simply slink away on Monday for the trip. She proved to me on Sunday evening that she was still one step ahead.

"Are you excited for your trip tomorrow, honeybun?" She asked as I knelt in front of her and painted her toes.

"Ummm, yes, Mommy," I replied, feeling her other foot slide further between my legs until her painted toes were pressing and gliding against my neon pink thong.

"It will be fun to see the guys again," she added, roughly rubbing my swollen clitty through the satin material of my thong. "I know you always have fun on these trips."

"Yes, we do," I said sheepishly. "I am sure it will be a little tamer this year."

"Ohh don’t bullshit me honeybun!" Mistress Aurora exclaimed with a little giggle. "I'm sure Caleb will round all you guys up to go to the strip club just like he has done every year so far!"

"I don't think I would go." I sheepishly replied.

"Whyyy?!" She quipped pulling her foot away. "Think you'll get too aroused by what they are wearing than them taking it off?"

As much as her foot had been uncomfortable, I missed the sensation of her foot massaging my aching balls now. I even slid forward just a bit in the hope she would resume.

"I don't know," I replied not really able to come up with an excuse that would sound anywhere close to reasonable, "I just don't know if-"

"If you should go look at naked girls while they dance around?!" she asked, I shrugged my shoulders. "And what excuse would you give Caleb that he wouldn't shoot down in a heartbeat? ‘Sorry, Caleb, I can't go ogle strippers because I dress like one now. Wanna see?’"

"Oh my! Mommy he should never find out!" I felt the blood leave my face and turn white at that idea.

Caleb was always a blast, he was the life of the party, but he couldn't keep a secret to even save his life! If he ended up knowing even half of what was going on with me everyone in the conference would know before it ended! He'd probably stand on the table and announce to everyone I had been taking blow job lessons!

"Don't worry honeybun," Mistress Aurora said chuckling while resuming my panty massage with her foot, "He doesn’t need to about our little secret here." she said adding a little more pressure on my clitty, before quickly pulling her feet away, leaving me to moan slightly out of desperation, "Now hurry up so you can get to bed, you have an early flight tomorrow."

"I still need to pack too," I said as I resumed painting her toenails.

"Oh, I already took care of that for you!" She exclaimed in far too happy a tone to make me feel at ease. "Don't look so worried," she smirked, "you have some boy clothes in there. Promise!"

I did not dare to ask how much boy clothing was covered by the term "some." Instead, I did my best to continue to trust her. I never felt threatened or worried about my safety on any of our trips out. Mistress Aurora was always in complete control of any situation, and I knew that even if I was two-thirds of the way across the country, she would still be in total control.

"I wanted to ask about that, Mommy." I struggled to find the right words: "I will never get through the metal detector with the brass lock on my cage."

"Oh, I know that baby girl!" Mommy Giggled.

"So how am I going to make it through airport security?" I asked as she changed which foot was in my lap.

"Don't you worry your pretty little head about that honeybun," she smirked, "I'll make sure you aren't strip searched by the TSA!" she covered her mouth and continued to giggle.

Interestingly, this did not make me feel any better about things. Rather than pushing the issue, I painted the toes of her other foot. While I had always looked forward to these conventions, I was not looking forward to this one anymore. She had packed for me, I had a cage on my clitty with a brass lock that would set off the metal detector at the airport, and this trip was not going to provide the escape I had hoped for.

"I have more good news for you, honeybun," Mistress Aurora said out of the blue, "you're going to have some very specific rules for this week but if you're a good girl and behave well, I have a very, very big surprise for my honeybun on Friday night." she smiled.

Usually, a "big surprise" from her meant a real orgasm. Mistress Aurora typically milked me a couple of times a week but all that ever did was make me even more hornier and frustrated than I was already pretty much 24/7. I didn't dare push any further, there was no way she would tell me her surprise after all.

"I will do everything I can to follow your instructions, Mommy," I replied obediently.

"Good girl, now go get ready for bed."

"Yes Mommy," I replied scooping up the nail polish bottle and then headed to the bathroom.

I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror trying to reassure myself. My reflection was exciting to me still no matter how scary things had become. Standing before me was a tall platinum blond in a white lace robe with a neon pink satin bra and white silk stockings. Of course, the reflection was tall as I had on four-inch white Mary Jane heels along with the previously mentioned neon pink thong. My chest was an inexpensive set of foam-filled boobs that had a bit of an unnatural angle to them and no movement. Any time we went out I had to wear something that hid my cleavage entirely because they were not realistic at all. Just like that, I'd gone from wondering how I'd make it through my guy's week to wondering about getting a more realistic set of boobs! I shook my head in disgust and confusion then went about brushing my teeth and going to the bathroom before putting on the nightie Mistress Aurora had laid out for me. For tonight it was a hot pink babydoll with black lace trimmings and it came with a pair of matching sheer boyshorts panties. I returned to the living room so Mistress Aurora could look at her selection.

"Oh, I love that color on you!" She exclaimed with a wide grin. "It's so feminine I can't stand it!"

"Thank you, Mommy," I replied as I felt my face turn bright red.

"Head off to bed honeybun," she instructed, "I'll be up for a while longer."

"Yes, Mistress Aurora," I replied as I headed off to bed.

I was asleep by the time she came to bed. The next morning, I woke up a couple of hours earlier than normal which was one of the reasons I hated flying. In the bathroom, Mistress Aurora had laid out a nude camisole and black lace high-cut bikinis for me to wear. I should have known I was going to wear lingerie because as time had gone by, the amount of male clothing I had in my wardrobe kept decreasing, Not like I had a huge collection even before, but whatever little male clothing I had, have considerably decreased. Outside of work clothing, Now I had one pair of jeans, one pair of casual pants, two T-shirts, and two pairs of boxers. I showered and shaved just as I would any normal morning, and thankfully Mistress Aurora had allowed me to skip my workout this morning. Dressed in my panties and camisole, I went into our kitchen to prepare a light breakfast. On the kitchen table was a note from Mistress Aurora with instructions for the week ahead.

"That surprise on Friday better be a good one!" I whispered to myself reading over her list.

Next to the list was the key locking the chastity cage to my body, however, next to that were two numbered shipping tags that were in the shape of a heart. I was to put all the three of them in my carry-on and I had to remove the brass lock and replace it with the shipping tag before I started to the airport, and I will have to then put the cage back on as soon as I cleared through security when I landed. With only two of these one-use plastic tags, I would not be able to remove the real brass one until the end of the week when it was time to leave back once again, she had specific instructions to send her the pictures of my locked clitty every time I had to replace the locks, and I for sure knew I was going to follow all it and get my "big surprise" this Friday, I also wished I had gotten precheck clearance, it would’ve been a lot less hassle and waiting. Looking at the door I saw my backpack, suitcase, and garment bag all waiting for me. I made my way back to the bedroom and kissed Mistress Aurora goodbye thanking her for packing for me.

"You're welcome sweetie," she said still half asleep, "have a safe flight."

I returned to the kitchen and removed the lock to the chastity cage setting it on the table next to the key. For whatever reason I waited until I got to the door and started putting on my boy clothing to remove the cage. The moment I took the cage off my clitty sprung to life pretty quickly filling the front of my bikini, much to my amazement it would stay that way for the entire thirty-minute drive to the airport! I put on a pair of brown casual pants, a pale yellow colored golf shirt, and casual shoes, I grabbed my bags and headed out still not daring to look at what Mommy had picked and packed inside them for me. I made my way near the security checkpoint, I then entered the men's room near it and got into the very last stall from the bathroom entrance. Taking out the pink plastic cage and my heart-shaped plastic tag I put it back on and then texted Mistress Aurora a ‘view once’ picture of my locked clitty. I felt silly sending a "Dick Pic" but it wasn't your typical one. Just as we were about to have to turn on the flight mode on our phones, I received a reply from who has lately been my Mommy, Mistress, and pretty much everything ~ Aurora.

"Have a safe flight and a fun week baby girl!" She had texted a seductive selfie of her sheer babydoll-covered body lying down on the bed.

Oh God! I was once again starting to strain against the plastic confines of my cage in the black lace panties I was wearing under my normal-looking soft-colored male clothes in a full flight on a Monday morning to New York. This woman was driving me insane and I am absolutely enjoying every second of being in it. What else does she have in store for me for the rest of the week? And what was that Big Surprise for the weekend? I couldn’t wait!

***

TO BE CONTINUED…

Your Feedback, Reviews, and Ratings are much appreciated. Thank you for them and keep them coming :)  ~ xoxo Sissy Joey.

***

Sign up for my weekly newsletter  to stay updated about my newest releases. I promise, there’ll be no spam!
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Mistress s notes.

The key t0 training a sissy is arousal and knowing when to increase the intensity of their experience. Of
course, Lexi was in a constant state of arousal; she wore lingerie agains! freshly shaved skin every day, slept
in lingerie, and was denied any form of relief or even the ability to simply get hard.

Life at home was a constant reminder that she was living life as a girl. When the situation called for it like
when she needed to associate doing something she may not like with sexual gratification that's when the
arousal needed 0 be amped up,

Lexi would service a realistic dildo with her mouth at least thrice a night, and when she did, I would not
only massage the front of her panties, but also tell her how good she was doing it and encouraging her to
keep going while calling her dirty naughty names, and making sure she associated having a cock in her
‘mouth with pleasure.

Talso made her watch "training videos" that were just heavily sissy-centric porn.
Avibrating plug in her sissy pussy usually helped with having her obedient.

1t was much like CBT - not the one you're probably thinking about ;) rather it was similar to
Cognitive Behavioral Therapy, but this one was just explicitly sexual. Enjoy Reading!

Mistress & Mommy Aurora
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