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Two flights later, I arrived at my final destination. Waiting in baggage claim, I texted Mistress Aurora to let her know I had arrived, when I felt a hand touch my back; instead of wondering who it was, I was relieved I was not wearing a bra under my shirt! It was Caleb.

"Hey man how the fuck are you!?!" He bellowed in the crowded space.

"Great man," I responded, much quieter than him, "how was your flight?"

"Not bad," he replied with his usual bravado. "I think I coulda nailed one of the stewardesses if it had been longer."

I sarcastically replied, "I do not think they do flights that circumnavigate the globe in one stop."

While Caleb waited in line for a cab, I picked up my bags. After checking into our hotel rooms, Caleb and I went straight to the bar. Eventually, our group of friends got together and shot the shit, catching up on what we had done in the year since the previous conference. By the time I stumbled back to my room it was pretty late, I texted Mistress Aurora to let her know I was heading to bed, and much to my surprise my phone rang immediately after.

"Did you have fun with the boys honeybun?" Mistress Aurora asked.

"Yes, Mommy," I replied feeling more than a bit of a buzz, should’ve stopped at the third round.

"Good! "I packed you a lovely purple nightgown to wear to bed tonight," she instructed, "and tomorrow you will wear the baby pink lingerie I sent with you as well. Understand baby girl?!"

"Yes, Mommy," I replied, opening my suitcase to reveal nothing but lingerie and heels.

"Oh, and whenever you are in the room, you will be wearing an appropriately coordinating pair of heels." She spoke with an obvious air of superiority in her voice. "Do it now!"

"Yes, Mistress Aurora," I replied slipping on the two-inch platform with five-inch purple patent heels.

"Good girl, text me in the morning once you are dressed so I can see how it looks."

She hung up before I could say anything. There was nearly a three-hour time difference between her and me, and whatever time it was here, it was even later there. I quickly brushed my teeth and changed into my nightgown so I could sleep. Unfortunately, the drinking had caused me to wake up a couple of times during the night, requiring me to put on my heels and toddle to the bathroom. My alarm went off in the morning, and as usual, I got up at the first ring and grabbed my toiletry bag from my larger suitcase. I travel a lot, so I keep my toiletries in my check-in bag to make things easier. As expected, my toiletries were identical to those I had at home, and it looked like I would not be able to take a few days off from shaving my legs.

While I was getting ready, I received a series of texts, some from Caleb and the guys about breakfast, others from Mistress Aurora about how I was going to spend the rest of the week. She politely reminded me that, just like at home, I would not be permitted to dress in my boy’s clothes until it was time to leave. Now dressed in my baby pink thong, garter belt, seamed tan stockings, pink heels, and a matching baby pink camisole I laid out my grey suit for the day. I didn't recognize the dress shirts that she had packed, most were now softer colors. Finally, I settled on a pale blue one and a coordinating tie.

"Son of a bitch!" I hissed as I put on the dress shirt.

Most men don't realize this but there is little difference between a woman's collared dress shirt and a man's. The one difference between the two is women's dress shirts and blouses button from the left side. Mistress Aurora had replaced my dress shirts with women's dress shirts, honestly, with a tie on no one would notice but it was still the mental reminder that she enjoyed dressing me as a girl. I finished getting ready and headed downstairs to breakfast with the guys. Other than not being able to use the urinal during breaks the day went just about as normally as other conferences in the past. At lunch, we went to Hooters around the corner from the conference center. Caleb always preferred so-called breasteraunts. At the end of the first day's session, I got a call from Mistress Aurora.

"How was your day baby?" she asked.

"It was good," I replied, feeling slightly sheepish as people milled around me, "thank you."

"Did you like your new shirts honeybun?"

"That was quite a surprise," I said softly. "I wasn't expecting that."

"Well, I got bored and wanted to surprise you," she laughed. "I have another surprise for you in a couple of days as well! One you are going to absolutely L O V E!" I could imagine what it was and hoped I was correct, I was horny and I so badly needed to cum! "Is Caleb there this year?"

"Yes, he is," I said. "He is actually walking up to me right now."

"Oh great! Put me on speakerphone!" I hesitated at this request. "Lexi, sweetie, unless you want to wear that fiery red lingerie set I packed for you underneath a white shirt tomorrow, you'd better put me on loudspeaker right now Alex!" I gave in quickly considering she used my real last name after Lexi. "Caleb, how have you been?"

"Hey, Rory!" Caleb beamed big as he spoke to her. "How's my favorite Blonde doing?"

"I'm doing well Sweetie," Mommy. replied, "So was it Hooters for lunch, or was it Bone Daddy’s?"

"Darling, You know me too well," Caleb replied with a laugh, "and it was Hooters thank you very much."

"You are a predictable bunch," Mistress Aurora laughed. "So, is the strip club on Wednesday or Thursday night?"

"Probably Thursday; why are you planning to fly out and join us?" Caleb teased.

"That's a long way to go to look at some fake boobs Caleb," she chuckled, "but make sure you get my guy a lap dance from a hot blondie, would you?"

"Oh, if you insisted!" Caleb said elbowing me as she spoke.

"Well, he's had a tough few weeks and needs to blow off some steam." Mistress Aurora told him.

"Oh, I am sure I can make it happen!" Caleb said with a wide grin and another firm nudge.

"Well just make sure those girls don't try and steal him away!" She teased before she hung up.

"Dude, I fucking love her," Caleb laughed taking a big swig of his beer, "you'd better marry her before I do!"

The idea of Caleb trying to marry Mistress Aurora was quite a vision. Caleb was 6'4 and built like a typical jock, he exactly wasn't the type you'd put in lingerie. Then again, I hadn't thought I was the type you put in lingerie either, and here I was with a sexy matching lingerie set on under my clothes! After a couple of hours of nonchalant conversation, Caleb and I finished our drinks and then parted ways for the night. As soon as I got back to the room, I called Mistress Aurora.

"How was your day honeybun?" She teased. "Are you dressed appropriately?"

"Yes, Mommy.," I replied dutifully, "lingerie, heels, and wig."

"Good girl," Mommy said, making me feel warm inside. "I have been bored without you; who is going to clean up my toys?" I am sure Mommy could hear my soft moan as my clitty swelled in my cage at the thought of her masturbating and letting me clean off her dildo with my mouth. "Listen to you getting all excited," Mistress Aurora teased. "If only you knew how little I was wearing!" I couldn't hide my groan at her words as I strained against my cage.

"Yo dude!" I heard Caleb pound on the door to my room. "Let's go, there are single moms in  need of our hard-earned money!"

"You'd better not keep him waiting," Mistress Aurora laughed, "he might break down the door and demand a lap dance!" she giggled.

"Hang on, Caleb!" I called to the door. "What should I do, Mommy?" I hissed into the phone, already slipping off my heels.

"You put on pants, a shirt, and regular shoes, then go ogle at naked women!" Mistress Aurora chuckled. "You only get to take off one item of clothing so choose wisely!"

"Yes, Mistress Aurora," I replied quietly. "Caleb, give me a couple of minutes; I am in the bathroom!"

"Hurry the hell up, dude!" He replied.

Less than five minutes later, I was leaving the hotel room wearing a collared shirt, casual pants, and shoes. Underneath, I wore seamed lace top stockings, a lace thong, a garter belt, and a camisole. I was probably dressed in more lingerie than half the women I would meet! The rideover was as raucous as usual, with Caleb leading the way in amplifying the excitement. I was sure he was completely different at home, and this was the one time a year he could truly let his hair down. We got to the strip club and inside, where Caleb got us a table right in the middle of the action.

"Excuse me," he said, flagging down a lovely blonde. "My friend's girlfriend said he needed a lap dance tonight; would you mind doing the honor?"

"Oh, I like a woman with confidence!" She said putting her hand on my shoulder.

Caleb handed her the money and in an instant, I was being led off to one of the side areas reserved and secluded for lap dances.

"My name's Pamela." She said with a smile.

"Hello, Pamela. My name is Alex." I replied sheepishly.

Pamela wore a pair of shiny silver patent knee-high boots with a 4" platform, tight silver high-waisted booty shorts, and a white fishnet crop top that barely covered her metallic silver bra and its contents.

"Why don't we sit over here until the next song starts." She said leading me to a long couch.

At the far end of it, a gorgeous redhead was giving a lap dance to another man. I envied her ability to move her hips the way she did in the heels she had on. While I was lost in thought, Pamela sat next to me and placed her hand on my right thigh, right on the garter clasp. She made some small talk, which I barely noticed because I was more concerned with her hand than anything else. Somehow, she seemed not to feel the clasp, I think it was right in the palm of her hand but because of its relaxed position, her hand hovered barely above it. As the song ended, Pamela shifted to stand up, placing two of her fingers directly on the clasp. I felt my face flush deeply as she looked down and then up at me.

"Alex, do you have any medical conditions you would like to tell me about before we start?" She asked as she ran her fingers around the clasp.

"Ummm, no medical conditions." I stammered suddenly, feeling extremely warm. "It's okay if you don't want to do this, we can just tell my buddy that you did."

Pamela moved the clasp to the strap that attached to my garter belt, slipping a finger under it through my loose-fitting pants. She lifted it up, allowing the strap to snap back to my skin before following the clasp down to my leg, where she could clearly feel the lace top stocking I was wearing.

"Alex, what do you want to tell me?" She said raising an eyebrow at me.

I could feel my cheeks turning bright red as I tried to think of something to tell her.

"I, my um, it is kinda..." I couldn't find the words to explain anything.

"Relax, honey," she said, softly squeezing my leg. "Your secret is safe with me." Her voice and eyes conveyed reassurance. "Plus, now we've missed the start of the song, so we have all the time in the world for you to tell me what's going on baby."

"I am wearing lingerie," I blurted out much louder than I had intended; "My girlfriend is also my Mistress, and I wear it all the time. I dress and live completely as a girl at home for her."

It felt good to get it out, I rambled for over a minute to Pamela about my secret sissy lifestyle and how I now live. I must have said half a dozen times that the guys I was with had no idea about me and never could know. Pamela said my secret was safe with her. Thankfully the guy with the redhead left, for a moment Pamela and the redhead exchanged a quick look. Obviously, it was odd that she hadn't started dancing yet as we'd been there now for two full songs.

"Well see that wasn't so difficult was it? Pamela smirked as she asked, "I bet you look sexy in lingerie as well. Think your Mistress is home now?"

"She was when we last talked before we came here," I replied. "Why?!"

"Give me your phone!" Pamela basically demanded. "Hurry up, before your loudmouth friend buys someone else a lap dance!"

I did as she said, handing her my phone; she quickly scrolled through it before standing up and moving to the end of the recently vacated couch. My mind raced. What the hell was I supposed to be doing? She had my phone, there was no way Caleb would want to leave so I was trapped. I could not think straight. Actually, that wasn't true, my mind was racing but I couldn't stop it long enough to come up with a coherent thought!

"She wants to talk to you, Lexi," Pamela said holding my phone out for me. "Move over to the corner so you can hear her better."

Pamela had me sit with my legs spread so she could stand between them. The timing was almost perfect as another dancer came in with a customer. While I was on the phone with Mommy, Pamela was gyrating her butt into my lap.

"Seems like you made a friend, honeybun!" Mommy giggled as she spoke. "Don't worry she isn't going to say a word to Caleb or the rest of the Neanderthals." I breathed a sigh of relief as Pamela turned around putting her left thigh over my leg and all but shoving her breasts on either side of my face. "But you will be very polite to her the rest of the night," Mommy said, "and give her a nice tip for being so understanding of your situation."

"Yes Mommy," I replied.

With her leg and body blocking most of anyone else's view Pamela reached between my legs grabbing my crotch. There was no denying that she was grabbing a plastic cage that housed my cock.

"Poor baby," she whispered into my ear, "I bet this makes it difficult to enjoy yourself."

"Yes, it does," I admitted, blushing again.

"You should call me Mistress Pamela, Lexi." She instructed.

"Yes Mistress Pamela," I replied knowing I really didn't have a choice.

The song ended, and Mistress Pamela extended her hand, signaling that it was time for me to stand. As she led me past the strawberry blonde dancer who was now performing a lap dance, I reached into my pocket and pulled out some money. I handed her one of my twenties, as that was all I had at the time.

"Thank you for keeping my secret safe, Mistress Pamela," I said, leaning into her to avoid speaking too loudly.

"Oh, you are welcome, Lexi." She whispered into my ear while giving me a kiss on the cheek.

I desperately fought the urge to run as I headed back to the table where Caleb had ordered shots for everyone. Needless to say, I downed mine without hesitation! For the moment things appeared to be normal, that was until the petite redhead that had been giving a lap dance to the customer when we arrived walked up to my right side without warning.

"Hi Sweetie," she whispered in my ear as her left hand slid down my butt finding the garter strap there, "your secret is safe with me too."

Completely dumbfounded I had no way of responding before she walked off.

"What the hell was that!?!" Caleb all but shouted from across the table.

"What?" I replied trying to appear calm.

"That girl just came up, out of the blue, and whispered in your ear," he pointed at the redhead as she walked away, "and it looked like she grabbed your ass!"

"Maybe she heard I was a good tipper," I said sheepishly while grabbing a beer from the table.

He might have bought it if a second dancer had not come up and done nearly the same thing, but this time her hand was on the front of my pants as she felt the clasp, then grazed the front of my cage before walking away. I was in a state of agony and ecstasy; the attention made all the guys around me jealous while also making my cage extremely uncomfortable. Most jealous of all was Caleb who couldn't understand how I had garnered such attention so easily. Caleb was in tears by the time the fifth dancer appeared, this time from behind, to tug both straps on the backs of my legs at the same time. He summoned Mistress Pamela over for a lap dance of his own. Just over three songs later, he returned, making a big show of giving her $50 as a tip.

"Let's see who's more popular now!" He said triumphantly sitting waiting for attention.

I had to admit Mistress Pamela was wonderful with this and seemed to be having the time of her life. Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed her talking to a rather buxom brunette. The brunette then circled a couple of tables until she was standing directly on the other side of Caleb from where I was positioned. The brunette lowered her gaze sauntering toward our table. Caleb happily patted his lap waiting for the woman to all but fall into it but at the last minute, she turned deftly avoiding his swinging arm as he tried to lure her in. Instead, she walked right up to me letting her left hand glide up my chest and behind my neck while her right hand cupped my crotch giving my aching balls and caged cock a firm squeeze.

"This will really drive your buddy wild won't it honeybun?" She whispered into my ear, giving my crotch another squeeze.

"Yes, it will Mistress" I replied as she slowly backed away.

"All right, seriously?" Caleb let out a shout. "What in the hell was that?" I shrugged my shoulders as if I had no idea what he was talking about. "You have got to be kidding me," he said, downing his drink in disgust. "That’s it, I am done with this place! Let's go fellas."

The other guys groaned about leaving but eventually gave in. It was already late, and we had a conference in the morning. To be honest, Caleb was the only one who wanted to go out, so we just went along with it to shut him up! On our way out the door, Mistress Pamela managed to make sure I walked close by her, so she could give my butt a smack causing Caleb to barely say a word on the drive back to the hotel. I texted Mommy once I was back in the room, and she called almost immediately. I gave her the rundown of the evening's events, which left her in stitches. Caleb looked pretty hungover in the morning as if he had tried to drown his sorrows over not being the most popular guy in the strip club after we returned. He was still so butt hurt about it that when Thursday night came, the night we would have traditionally gone out, Caleb didn't want anything to do with it.

After our awards dinner, I went up to my room and got ready for the trip home the following day. As I packed, dressed in a long soft sheer pink nightgown, matching boyshorts panties in lace, and a modest 3" mules, I could only imagine what housekeeping thought as they entered my room every day. Two suits, two pairs of khakis, and four dress shirts were neatly hung in the closet, with one pair of regular men's dress shoes and three pairs of sexy women's heels at the bottom. The drawers contained nothing but lingerie, in different colors, and all of them were sexy, not one of them was the normal traditional lingerie women wore, these were all designed to make the viewer and the wearer feel hot, and all of the toiletries were designed specifically for women. I shook my head and continued to pack knowing none of them would say anything to anyone else. My phone soon rang, and it was Mommy.

"So, no strip club tonight, I assume?" Mommy said sounding a bit disappointed.

"No, Mommy," I said, "Caleb seemed a little pissed after the last trip."

"Well, when we hang up, you will need to text a picture of yourself to Mistress Pamela," she said, clearly proud of her new friend; "she and the girls were really hoping to see you again tonight!" I agreed that I would. "So tomorrow you can remove the shipping lock from your cage when you get to the airport before you go through security," she said, "but make sure to put it back on before you board the flight."

"Yes Mommy," I replied dutifully.

"Be a good girl, Lexi," Mistress added. "I have big plans for you this weekend, so behave yourself and you will get an amazing reward." I agreed again; her rewards had always proven to be worthwhile. They were always worth it when compared to her punishments! "I'll text you that number in a minute," she instructed, "no face but as full length as you can make it."

"Yes Mommy" I replied thinking the small full-length mirror by the front door would work best.

As soon as we hung up, I went to the mirror and stuck one leg through the slit in my nightgown. I took a couple of photos, making sure to capture the heels I was wearing while holding the phone in front of my face, masking myself from the view, and then choosing the best one as the text arrived. Now that I had Mistress Pamela's phone number, I texted her the better picture and waited for her response. It didn't take long, she wanted to see the cage. I complied by pulling up my nightgown with my right hand and pushing my panties down with my left. The return text from her was several laughing face emojis and a promise to share it with all her friends. There was an odd rush in sharing the photo with Mistress Pamela, knowing she would share it with the other women there. I secretly hoped we would be back here for the convention next year.

"Thank goodness I left my face out," I told myself as I finished packing.

The morning session was relatively boring. Caleb seemed back to his old self although he didn't mention the trip to the strip club at all which was often the topic of Friday conversation. After the conference, I headed to the airport in my khakis, golf shirt, nude silk thigh highs, and a nude satin thong. I checked in and went to the men's room to remove my cage and put it in my carry-on. Almost immediately my cock sprang to life making me regret the choice of satin bottoms. I did manage to make it through security ducking back into another men's room where my still semi-rigid cock was not ready to be caged. I had two choices to get him soft enough to fit into the cage, one would get me in big trouble and the other would be a bit uncomfortable. I decided to go with being a bit uncomfortable rather than punishment, a light rap of my swollen balls later, and soon my cock fit the pink cage perfectly. A few hours later I was happily back home. I opened the front closet door and removed my pants and golf shirt, ready to change into whatever Mommy had left for me. Instead, there was a note hanging from the rack.

"Go into the guest room; there are instructions on the bed. Open only one envelope at a time as numbered. ~ Mommy A."

I walked in my stocking feet to the guest room almost falling over as I opened the door. The bedroom was now painted in a light pink color, with one wall behind the bed painted in a brighter hot pink, and had a tall dresser and long bureau that were white with different flowers in different shades of pink on each drawer. There was also a matching pair of nightstands on either side of the bed which was also covered in new light pink bedding! There were two posters on the walls with shirtless guys on them, with one holding a towel that barely covered his crotch! On the bed were several numbered envelopes, I opened the one marked "1" and sat on the bed hoping it would answer my question. The letter inside informed me that the guest room from now was going to be my new room as my clothes were taking up too much space in Mommy's closet and that I woke up too early to do my exercises for her liking. All my clothing had been moved into the guest bedroom, which was now my room, and my toiletries were now in the small attached bath. The letter closed by telling me to shower and shave again and promised me a surprise.

"So this wasn't the surprise?" I said looking at the now extremely feminine room. The paint, floral lace curtains, pink satin sheet-covered bed, and the complete decor made it look like it was a little girl’s dream room.

I did as instructed making sure to do a thorough job of shaving my body and face before heading back into the bedroom in just a long white robe to open envelope two.

"In your closet, you have new heels, and in your dresser's top drawer, you have new lingerie." Was all the note had on it.

I opened the drawer removing a zip-front pink satin corset, a new pair of seamed white lace top stockings, and a tiny pair of white panties with three rows of pink ruffles across the back and front. In the closet was a pair of towering pink patent heels with white ribbon bows on the back, they had to be over 6 inches tall with 2-inch platforms! I decided the stockings would be the best place to start and put them on using the white framed full-length mirror in the corner to make sure the seams were perfect in the back. The corset was snug, but I was able to zip it up without much difficulty. With the garters attached, I pulled on the small pair of panties and stepped into the heels before returning to the bed for envelope 3.

"You have new hot pink lipstick in the bathroom and matching fake nails as well as a great pair of expensive false boobs. Slut it up for Mommy, Lexi!"

The fake breasts were heavy and felt almost like real breasts as I hefted them! I was able to squeeze them into the corset cups and then applied my makeup as directed. The red lipstick and nails did not disappoint, they were "catch me, fuck me" red! With those done, I headed for envelope 4 now fully wondering what outfit would be finishing such amazing lingerie!

"The right side of the closet has the remaining parts of your outfit, take care putting them on."

My hands shook as I approached the closet door and slid it open. I nearly gasped when I saw a massive white and pink petticoat and a tiny pink maid's dress hanging in there! With the heels, it took me a bit to step into the petticoat but it felt so amazing sliding up my legs it didn't matter at that point. The bottom of the petticoat covered my stocking tops and the top almost fell like a shelf around my waist! I had to pull the dress on over my head, it was pink satin with white ruffles around the neckline which I set off each shoulder. The short zipper pulled the soft material tight to my corset causing me to feel almost lightheaded for a minute. When I turned around and looked at myself in the mirror, From my eyes to my toes I looked like an absolute sexy, slutty feminine French maid! I couldn't wait to open the next envelope and all but ran to the bed to get to it.

"There are earrings, bracelets, and a necklace in your jewelry box and the maid's apron is behind it folded neatly. Go put them on next."

First, I put on the white satin with pink lace trim apron, which almost lay flat on my tiny dress. There was a big satin bow in the back, but it closed with a hook and eye behind me making the lovely bow just for decorative purposes. I put on a pair of gold and rhinestone dangly earrings that clipped onto both ears, followed by four thin golden bracelets on each wrist. Finally, there was the necklace, an incredibly delicate gold chain with a heart engraved with the word "sissy." It was perfect! I looked at the bed and noticed two more envelopes! I dashed in my heels to open the next one.

"The wig you’ll be wearing is on the top shelf, be very careful with it. Also, behind it is your feather duster. No slutty French Sissy Maid should be without a feather duster!"

I took a moment to collect myself before opening the closet and finding the wig. It was amazing. It was blonde with seemingly hundreds of layered curls that would fall down my neck and around my shoulders. Removing the wig from the shelf, I made my way quickly back into the bathroom to put it on. I had not even noticed the tiny maid's cap pinned to the wig. The whole outfit gave me goosebumps! I took my time making sure the wig was perfectly and securely in place before returning for my feather duster. I had to stand on my toes to get there, but I did find the feather duster. The duster part was normal with large grey and white feathers, but the handle was definitely not, it was a realistic-looking 8 or 9-inch dildo! I blushed deeply as I felt my mouth water while looking at the cock-like handle in my hands. Turning around, I noticed one more unopened envelope. I set the duster aside and then opened it.

"While you are a sissy maid you are also a maid, which means maid duties. Go do your laundry and dust the apartment. Whenever you bend forward, do it from your hips and keep your legs straight to show off that sweet sissy ass of yours honeybun! I'll be home soon enough, so make sure you are doing things properly, or it will be a very long time before you get that fat sissy orgasm you are hoping for! ~ Love, Mommy."

Picking up my duster, I went to my mirror and turned so that my right side faced it. Leaning forward to pretend to dust something I kept my legs straight watching the petticoat rise behind me. Turning slightly, I noticed my stockings were completely exposed, as were the ruffles on my small pair of panties. I turned again, this time toward the mirror, and noticed that my ample cleavage became even more prominent as I leaned forward.

"Dammit, I'm sexy!" I said out loud in my best seductive girly voice.

I quickly picked up the ripped envelopes and notes setting the notes aside and putting the envelopes in the trash can in my bathroom before heading out to open my suitcase. The laundry in our condo was in the hallway between the two bedrooms. While it may sound inconvenient the stacked washer and dryer offered a lot of space in the closet they occupied. I pulled items out, making sure not to catch my petticoat on the zipper of my bag, and then put a load of delicates in before making my way to the living room to dust. I kept catching glimpses of myself as I performed my ‘maidly’ duties, my long legs seemed endless in the heels and short skirt which also made my hips seem more feminine. The off-the-shoulder cut of the dress and my larger realistic silicone boobs added to it. Even the sound of my earrings and bracelets just made me feel more girlie. I was totally lost in my own little world as I dusted everything and anything I could. It was such an amazing sense of freedom and enjoyment, I didn't want it to end! When I heard the keys in the front door I quickly made my way to the nearby table turning my back to the door and bending forward to dust the lowest shelf. I knew that Mommy would be pleased with my position when she entered.

"Rory, is that you?" A curious voice behind me said. "Awfully slutty outfit you have on there, expecting someone babe?"

A woman's voice from behind me sent a jolt of sheer panic through my body. My heart thumped loudly in my chest making my fake boobs that much more present. Wondering what I could do, I slowly straightened up. There was nowhere to run, whoever came in had keys to the place.

"Wait! That's not Aurora," the voice behind me said sternly, "Alright freak, who the hell are you? I want answers now!"

I slowly turned to face the door seeing Mommy Aurora's best friend Olivia standing in the doorway. I'd secretly had a crush on Olivia for years, she was 5'10" with long blondish-brunette hair and an absolutely amazing body. She was athletic, without being overly athletic… her legs and body were amazingly toned from years of trekking, running, and swimming. It was literally impossible not to find her attractive.

"Hi Olivia," I responded with a weak smile.

"Oh my God! Alex?!" She all but screamed.

15 minutes later…

As I stood dutifully nearby I listened to Mistress and Mommy Aurora describe my transformation to her friend Mistress Olivia who kept looking me up and down. Both women were casually dressed in jeans and loose-fitting tops with bare feet and wine glasses in their hands, while I was dolled up in my Pink Satin French Maid uniform teetering on 6" heels with a cock shaped handle duster in my hands. As Mommy spoke about the evening she made me throw away all of my, as she liked to call it ‘ugly boy underwear’, I felt as if my sissy clit was starting to retract into my body. Unfortunately, as it continued to get smaller the torrential downpour of precum continued. I was thankful for the very full petticoat which hid the giant wet spot that was overtaking the front of my frilly panties.

"Well, I have to admit," Mistress Olivia said as her gaze wandered over my long stocking-clad legs, "he, I mean she looks pretty incredible!"

"My little Lexi has been working quite hard," Mommy spoke of me with great pride which thrilled me, "she's even mastered walking in those heels as well as a few other things."

"Oh really?!" Mistress Olivia now looked me straight in the eyes as she spoke. "Do tell Lexi…" she said with a gleam in her eye, "what else have you mastered?!" there was a certain haughtily seductive touch to her voice as she asked the obvious.

"Ummm, Mistress Olivia," my voice crackled like a pubescent teen as I tried to speak, "I do my own makeup and shaving, I um, I am learning to cook and do well in my heels."

"Go get your boyfriend, Lexi." Mommy said abruptly cutting me off.

"Yes, Mommy," I replied sheepishly while feeling my face turn beet red.

"Boyfriend?!" Mistress Olivia all but shouted.

"Oh, wait until you see!" Mommy Aurora gushed then looked over at me, "Move your sissy ass before I put you over my knee honeybun!"

Gulping I quickly made my way out of the living room while the two of them laughed behind me. Mistress Olivia seemed quite excited about the idea of witnessing corporal punishment! The idea of having my petticoat lifted and panties yanked down while over Mistress Aurora's lap was exciting and scary. We'd never had another person in our "play" and the idea was very arousing to me. I entered my bedroom and headed toward my nightstand, there in a prominent spot was what my Mommy referred to as my "boyfriend." The 8" realistic dildo had balls and a suction cup base. Each night before bed I would kiss my boyfriend goodnight and upon waking would kiss him good morning. Whenever I watched what Mistress Aurora called "training videos", which was sissy porn, I did so with my boyfriend. During blow job scenes I would practice on him as well, Mistress Aurora would often smear my seemingly endless stream of precum on the head and shaft for me to lick off as well. Over the months of oral training with my boyfriend my body had learned to simply react at the sight of him, just picking him up from the nightstand had caused my mouth to start watering and shriveled balls to tingle. I walked back to the living room holding him with two hands in front of me as if carrying something sacred. Instead of retracting into my body my sissy clit was now straining at the cage that held it, which was another bodily reaction to holding my boyfriend. Over the months since this journey started Mistress Aurora would make sure that I learned to associate dildos, particularly the one being cradled in my hands, with pleasure. For weeks, whenever I stroked or sucked a dildo, Mistress Aurora would make sure to tease me and keep me aroused until, just like my mouth starting to water on its own, the sight of my boyfriend aroused me. My body, and my brain, had been trained to love cock to the point that just the word cock or the thought of a cock made me tingle inside.

"Holy shit," Mistress Olivia blurted as I moved back in front of them, "I can see what you're saying about the glassy-eye look!"

"Yup!" Mommy said triumphantly. "My little sissy loves her boyfriend! Don't you honeybun?"

"Yes, Mommy," I replied with a smoothness to my voice emphasizing my state of arousal, "I do." I felt my face blush more than I knew it ever possibly could.

Another "step" in my training was the introduction of pet names that could only be applied to those of the female gender. My Mistress and Mommy would not use sexually ambiguous pet names like Honey, Babe, or Sweetie, instead preferring terms like "honeybun," "my little girl," or even "my sweet sissy." From the moment I set foot in the condo after work until the moment I left for work the following day, I was totally immersed in being a sissy. There was no escaping it, I lived every non-work moment as a girl, a very horny girl with very slutty tastes in clothing and movies. Truth be told, I absolutely loved it all! Being called those silly pet names just warmed my heart to the core. I loved having to come back home and being a good little girl for Mommy.

"Put him down on the coffee table," Mommy said shifting to face the table in front of her and Mistress Olivia, "and show Mistress Olivia what you've learned these past few months honeybun."

I placed the dildo so the suction cup base adhered to the glass top then knelt in front of it, and them. My chest pounded with excitement as the humiliation and thought of displaying my oral skills to a hot and gorgeous woman consumed me. Without thinking I licked my lips as I lowered my mouth to my boyfriend.

"Holy shit!" Mistress Olivia exclaimed as my bright lipsticked lips wrapped around the bulbous realistic head. "He's really going to do it!"

"She! Olivia," Mommy corrected her, "my Lexi is as girlie as they come, isn't that right my sweet honeybun?"

"Yes, Mommy," I replied lifting my mouth free for a moment.

"Now show Olivia how good you are at this baby girl," Mommy ordered, "suck it like a pornstar!"

I didn't need any encouragement, I'd wanted the dildo in my mouth since the moment Mommy had ordered me to get him from my bedroom! With the index finger and thumb of my right hand holding the base and my left hand massaging the big latex balls my mouth and tongue worked the shaft while the world around me disappeared. I sensed Mistress Aurora moving but focused on my task taking more and more of the shaft into my mouth and throat until my nose bumped the glass table top. She spoke from behind me, her words were soft, comforting, and encouraging but I was too focused to hear her. I felt a hand on my back, then her other hand started to massage my swollen balls through the thin satin material of my panties. I groaned, then redoubled my efforts to take it deeper as she reiterated that having a phallus in my mouth was associated with physical pleasure. My body shuddered as Mommy pressed her wet thumb against my puckered tight hole while pushing on my upper back to hold my boyfriend fully deep in my mouth. By the time she let me up, I was lightheaded from the lack of oxygen.

"That's my good little cock sucker!" Mistress Aurora said proudly while giving a kiss on my cheek as I sat back on my heels, "You could make any cock happy with oral skills like that baby girl!"

"Thank you, Mommy!" I replied breathlessly.

"Well I must say I'm impressed," Mistress Olivia said unable to hide her look of shock, "I think you are way better at that than I am Lexi!" I blushed at her compliment. "I know I have never been able to deep-throat anything that big!"

"Well Lexi had a bit of motivation in that department, didn't you sweet sissy?"

"Yes, Mommy," I replied wondering if I'd ever stop blushing, "I did."

"Tell Mistress Olivia your motivation baby girl." Mistress Aurora continued.

"My sissy clitty is locked in a cage Mistress," I started knowing I wouldn't stop blushing anytime soon, "and Mommy has the key. In order to be allowed a real orgasm I had to prove I could suck cock like the girls in the videos I watch." The shocked and blushed look on Mistress Olivia's face wasn't going to leave anytime soon either as I went on. "I practiced every night for hours for three weeks until I could finally touch the glass with my nose," I felt my clitty straining against the plastic cage thinking about it, "until finally, I could touch my nose ten times without taking a breather."

"Holy fuck Aurora!" Mistress Olivia blurted.

"I know right!?!" Mommy replied giddily. "Do you enjoy being Lexi though honeybun?"

"Yes, Mommy," I replied sincerely with a smile, "I truly do!"

"Take your rubber lover back to your bedroom," Mommy said with a matching smile, but a little naughtily while handing Mistress Olivia her refilled glass of wine, "I left something new out for you to wear to sleep in your bathroom. Go get ready for bed, baby girl."

"Yes, Mommy." I replied dutifully picking up the dildo before mincing back to my room.

While I could hear their conversation, I could not make out what was being said. What I could make out from the tone was Mistress Olivia's confusion about our relationship. Many people don't understand what it is to be a sissy. Honestly, I didn't at first either, but since going down this route I am thrilled with every turn it has taken. When I get home after work, I change into a different person, one who is controlled and does whatever task that is given happily and without hesitation. I get to shut my brain off and let my Mistress and Mommy, Aurora "drive". The weekends are the best as I am en femme from Friday afternoon until Monday morning, even wearing fake nails all weekend long. I become someone else entirely, someone devoted to pleasing and other's pleasure. That is where I get my enjoyment.

I put my boyfriend down on the nightstand, planting a soft kiss on the tip, before reluctantly removing my dress and petticoat. Catching a glimpse of myself in the mirror the front of my thin pink panties was almost translucent with my precum. Slipping a finger inside them and then bringing it to my mouth I tasted myself, another thing that I'd gotten used to over the months. I now thoroughly enjoyed my own taste. Placing my wig on one of the heads in the closet I made my way to the bathroom to wash off my make-up. I couldn't help but notice Mommy’s choice for bed, Mistress Olivia would easily see my cage in what she picked out for me. After completing my usual nighttime ritual, I removed the corset, panties, stockings, and heels in that order. My feet were not bare for long as I changed into a pair of purple 4" pinup feather bedroom heels before putting on my laid-out bottoms. Pulling on the top I stepped in front of the full-length mirror to give myself a look over. Bedtime was the only time I looked less girlie because I was not wearing make-up or wigs, and many of my bedtime tops did not properly support my breast forms. Thankfully this one did so from my shoulders down I looked fairly femme. The deep purple flyaway babydoll top had a built-in satin pushup bra with a small pink ribbon tied neatly in a bow in the front. The tails from the ribbon fell to my waist along with the sheer lace material of the babydoll. As I stepped or moved the light material would sweep to the side exposing my tummy and the matching sheer thong bottoms which also had a small pink bow. Mommy entered the room just in time from behind me and then went to one of my dressers.

"One more thing for tonight honeybun." She said handing me a pair of purple ankle socks with lace ruffles around the cuffs.

"Thank you, Mommy" I replied as I went to put them on.

"I'm very, very pleased by your performance tonight baby girl," Mommy said as she sat next to me on the bed, "You did very well. I'm so proud of you Lexi." I thanked her as I put on my socks before slipping back into my heels. "Are you okay with everything?" She asked showing obvious concern. "I know it was a bit of a surprise."

"I was shocked at first," I said, feeling a flush of embarrassment return as I remembered Mistress Olivia finding me dressed up. "But it was only a matter of time before someone else saw me dressed. I'm glad it was her. Is she okay with it?"

"Oh trust me, she is," Mommy said with a chuckle as she touched my leg, "Let's just say this wasn't exactly the picture she had of you in her mind." I blushed again. "Now come out and tell your goodnights to our guest," Mommy said as she stood, "You should probably know she is spending the weekend."

"Does she need my bed?" I asked panicked at the idea that Mistress Olivia would sleep on the couch. "Honestly I can sleep on the couch instead of her."

"Oh, you silly sissy," Mommy said cupping my face and lightly kissing my cheek, "In the morning when you bring my coffee and breakfast, make sure to bring for two."

It took me a moment to process what I had just been told. I could not for the life of me understand where Mistress Olivia was sleeping and why I would need to bring Mistress Aurora breakfast and coffee for two in the morning. It finally dawned on me: I had no idea Mistress Aurora and Mistress Olivia had anything other than a friendly relationship. Wait, did they? So, were they? I shook my head to clear it of thoughts a sissy didn't need to know before walking out of my bedroom to the living room. For the first time that night, the relationship between Mistress Aurora and Mistress Olivia became much more clear.

"Oh my God, she’s got a belly ring too?!" Mistress Olivia said almost choking on her wine. "Really, where does this stop?"

Mistress Aurora was sitting in the corner of the couch with her feet up on the coffee table, Mistress Olivia was tucked under Mistress Aurora's left arm snuggled closely to her. They looked every bit the couple as I stood in front of them in my sheer outfit.

"I'll have to tell you about when we got it pierced later," Mommy said proudly before sipping her wine, "Lexi was quite the hit!"

"I am sure she was!" Mistress Olivia giggled as she rested her hand on Mistress Aurora's shoulder.

"Turn around so we can see the rest of your outfit honeybun." Mistress Aurora ordered.

"Oh, that is sexy," Mistress Olivia said letting out a giggle, the same kind the guys gave out whenever a hot dancer walked by the table back in the strip club just two days back, I was the girl here, and I could already feel my clitty straining once again in its cage, God I hope I’d be excused before my already sheer panties get soaked, "What a cute little bottom you have Lexi." she said as her eyes gazed my back.

"Thank you, Mistress Olivia," I replied as I turned back to face them.

"Sweet dreams Lexi," Mommy said warmly while giving me a wink.

The wink was akin to a buddy saying goodnight, so he could spend alone time with the girl he'd brought home. It was just then that I noticed Mommy’s left hand was softly rubbing the side of Mistress Olivia's left breast through her top. The look on Mistress Aurora's face was similar to one I used to get from my old college roommate on nights he knew he was going to get lucky with a girl. Mommy was going to get lucky tonight! With Mistress Olivia! Was she a lesbian?! I mean Bi? Were they both Bi? My mind raced as I walked to my bedroom. Laying in bed I could hear their hushed conversation; their voices had a far more intimate tone to them than earlier in the evening. I was still awake when they walked hand in hand slowly past my room on the way to Mommy’s bedroom. I guess it’s going to be a long night for me…

***
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