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By: Clover Cox


CHAPTER ONE

 

Scott Cade hated weekend conferences. He preferred to spend the last weekends of fall doing outdoor activities or finding a piece of tail to slumber in his bed. Women loved him, and he had been living it up ever since the divorce. They didn’t have kids, and his ex wife blamed him, but the doctors said there was nothing wrong with either of them. They signed the papers three years ago, and Scott had moved on with his life. Not having a child delighted him. He was free to spend his money on travel and experiences, not diapers and formula. Soccer practices and the PTA at his local school.

Scott wouldn’t mind finding a childless woman who shared his ideals, but it didn’t keep him from beauty sleep. His ex wife also had another problem with Scott, but she only told her friends and family about the baby problems. She was too embarrassed to admit that Scott liked to wear panties. He got off on lingerie in the bedroom. Silky fabric brushing against his erect cock.

Relaxing in his hotel room before the welcome dinner, Scott stood in the bathroom mirror. It was floor to ceiling and showed every inch of his chiseled body. His hard manhood parading through the thin layer of white lace. He had bought the pair right before hopping on the train in Chicago. He couldn’t help himself. The salespeople always believed he was buying a gift for his girlfriend. Nobody questioned Scott’s masculinity. He had bulging muscles and stood with his shoulders high but loved the feel of satin, lace, and silk against his hairless balls. His groomed piece.

His ex wife hadn’t enjoyed it when she found Scott chatting online wearing panties one day. He had tried to open the door in their marriage, but she shut it. Scott was a brewing storm for years before that fateful day. It was better that things had ended. Scott and his ex went their separate ways and hadn’t spoken since.

Scott had encountered more accepting women since but hadn’t found the right balance. He wasn’t looking for love but wouldn’t cast it away if he found it. Scott was hard on the outside but a romantic at heart. One day he would find a woman to spoil. This weekend he had a management training conference to survive.

Stroking his dick through the white lace, Scott admired the impression of his cock. The way his head darkened the lace with its precum. He wanted a woman to lick him through the fabric. Accept him for what he liked. Ride his dick. Maybe fuck him from behind. Rubbing his dick and fondling his hole, Scott edged himself. Most people were driving or arriving to the hotel, but he had taken the midday train to have time to play with himself before dinner. Scott needed a release before interacting with a hundred random strangers.

Scott pulled the lingerie down. It cupped the bottom of his balls. His dick hung and brushed the counter top. He stared at himself through the mirror, pinching his nipples. Scott hoped to find a woman on his trip. Opening his phone, he checked his dating app, but there weren’t many ladies online. He wanted someone from the conference he could enjoy and leave behind. No strings. No attachment.

Spitting into his hand, Scott replenished his rod. He stroked his dick over the sink, balls tightening into his body. Scott closed his eyes. His head fell back as his body exploded. His toes curled and cracked. It was quiet apart from the light grunts leaving Scott’s lips. No control. Scott filled the sink with his jizz. White goo inched toward the drain. His dick limped. Scott bent his body forward and gripped the counter. He had an hour until dinner started.

Sometimes Scott loved his fetish, but that often changed when he came. Scott peeled the white lace panties from his thighs, stepping out of them. Shame washed over his body. His ex had left him for what he loved, and that tinged his outlook daily. Scott tossed the panties to the side and stepped in the shower.

The shame had evaporated enough for Scott to slip into a green pair of silk panties before putting on his suit and heading to the welcome dinner.

 

♦

 

Norma Goodman had come a long way from college. She wasn’t the same woman she was before. She still had her curves but had whipped them into shape. Lifting her ass with endless squats and lunges. Norma had spent hours in the gym. She was never destined to become a skinny woman, but that didn’t phase her. Men turned their heads when she walked into a room. Standing at six inches under six feet, she was a force in heels.

Norma was speaking at the conference this weekend, but she had come for another reason. One of Norma’s contacts had sent her a list of the attendees, and Scott Cade was on the list. She couldn’t believe it. She double checked he was the same man, and sure enough. Her dark shadow from college would prowl around the hotel. She hated spending her weekends in a small town but to share walls with the man that haunted her past had her skin crawling.

Foss, Illinois wasn’t the worst place in the world, at least it wasn’t a small town in a different state. Norma had driven down from her condo in no time. Her job as a regional manager took her to interesting parts of the Midwest, some worse than others. In some small towns, she would have the chance to stay in a cute bed-and-breakfast. This weekend everyone was staying at the large hotel. It wasn’t her first time in Foss.

Norma changed into a slimming black dress that hugged her hips. It didn’t hide her curves, but black was a magical color. She added diamond studs to her ears. Black heels and a clutch. She wore a stylish scarf around her waist that she could use as a blanket if the air conditioning was too cold at dinner. Scott crossed her mind as she pulled her hair back into a tight bun.

When Norma saw Scott’s name on the roster, she cried. Her old fears had resurfaced. College was worse than high school because of Scott. She stood in the mirror staring at her vivacious, curvy body, but the past felt like a fresh wound. Like she had just scraped her knee after falling from her bike.


CHAPTER TWO

 

18 Years Earlier

Norma Goodman was eighteen going on nineteen and had started university a few days ago. Her initial fears were dissipating. She had spent a few nights away from home for the first time and could still find her way. The world had given out from beneath her. Norma was afraid to live without her parents but felt a renewed sense of maturity after surviving the first three nights. Her roommate, Vicky, treated her well too. They didn’t hit it off and become best friends, but Norma thought Vicky was a fantastic woman to live with.

Walking to the cafeteria on the day before her first day of classes, Norma felt a sense of autonomy. A confidence she never had as a teenager in high school. She had nicknames: whale, The Norma (boat). The list went on, but Norma tried to forget those names. She was bigger than most and ate to fill the void of her emotions. She had a secret stash of gummy candy to eat when the names taunted her at night.

Norma got in line and examined the menu. She heard two ladies talking about her from a few spots back. The fat jokes never ended, but Norma couldn’t let that stop her. She would show those bitches who was boss when she got a high-paying business job. Norma received a near-perfect score on her SAT and planned to become a CEO of a major corporation. She would work nonstop until she achieved her dream. Norma ignored the women behind her and ordered tacos. She grabbed a bag of barbecue chips and a soda to wash it down.

A man bumped into her, knocking everything to the ground. He started to apologize until he looked Norma up and down. She felt like a violated piece of art. A public display. Someone nobody respected. “No wonder I bumped into you, Mrs. Elephant.”

The two ladies in line burst into giggles. Laughter caught like a virus. Nobody helped poor Norma on the ground covered in sour cream. She stood and sank her head. The rude boy said more horrible things about Norma’s weight as she walked out of cafeteria in a slow pace. She tried not to cry. She tried not to run like an upset child. Everyone laughed as the man continued his jokes that burned in Norma’s memory:

What happens when you lose weight?…. Mrs. Elephant eats the fat.

How many chins does it take to change a light bulb?…. Mrs. Elephant? Don’t walk away, Let us count!

Norma saw the lights switch off when she reached the door. She made it to her room before bursting into tears. Hot, burning tears. Norma hated herself for crying over that ugly boy. He had a nice body like a thin swimmer, but ache covered his face. Norma had the nicest skin of any girl she had ever seen. People complimented her often. Girls could always find something nice to say.

Vicky knocked on Norma’s door that afternoon. Norma still had dried taco bits on her shirt. She hollered for Vicky to wait and changed her shirt. Norma opened the door and Vicky asked what was wrong. Norma tried but failed to hide the tears. She had only just met Vicky but told her everything that happened in the cafeteria.

“That bastard. Fuck him,” Vicky said.

“I know, but it’s so hard to get his cruel words out my head,” Norma said.

“You can’t let them control your life with their evil ways. Keep your head up,” Vicky said. She held Norma in her arms. Vicky hugged Norma and left the room.

A few days later when Norma was walking to her first class, she felt better. Things weren’t as dark in her head since the cafeteria incident. People didn’t have smartphones then to spread around the rumor. Nobody had recorded her on video. Norma held her chin high that first day of classes. She had three classes on Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays. Those classes went well. No incidents.

That first Tuesday was a different story. She had two classes on Tuesdays and Thursdays. Her first class went okay. They were both introductory business classes. The other days she had her general education studies. Norma walked into her second class, and the sound of an elephant greeted her.

The boy from the cafeteria extended his arm from his nose and acted like an elephant, to the amusement of the class. Norma had lived long enough not to break down in front of an audience, but she wasn’t strong enough to defend herself. The professor hadn’t arrived, and the class gravitated to the bully. Norma took a deep breath and sat on the opposite side of the classroom.

The mean man stood and walked over to Norma. “Mrs. Elephant, how are you today?”

Norma lost control. She snapped. If he could taunt, she had to respond. Norma punched him in the nuts and gathered her bags, storming out the classroom. People roared with laughter beyond the closed door. Norma didn’t know it then but had passed the professor on the stairs. She skipped the first day, but it was worth it.

Scott, as she learned his name the next class, taunted her whenever he could, but it grew old with the class. Norma had changed that first week of college, and Scott remained with her like bad memories do. Repeating in her mind every time she went to the gym over the next years or saw an elephant or ate something that wasn’t part of her new diet.

Oh Scott Cade, how he would pay if Norma ever got the chance.


CHAPTER THREE

 

Scott went downstairs to the dinner. He hated mingling with strangers, but they all did. It was like punishment for money. Networking. Kids were much better at connecting to strangers than adults. Too many secrets, betrayals, and disappoints clouded the minds of ‘grown-ups’. It was better to avoid than trust. Better to crush than love. Scott lived his life for making money.

There were people from all over the Midwest, but he had seen a lot of them before. After years in upper management, the same faces from offices in Minneapolis, Chicago, Detroit, and other cities grew familiar. Scott collected his fat paychecks and didn’t complain too much. He had a big office in Chicago with views of the city.

People waved at Scott as he sipped on his bourbon without ice. They had thirty minutes until dinner. Scott didn’t feel the need to associate with the others. He had reached his upper management job. He could climb higher up the ladder but lacked the ambition. Scott had payed off his condo, and the HOA fees were nothing out of his salary.

Someone tapped Scott’s shoulder. He turned to see a stunning woman with the sexiest curves he had seen in a while. He loved how the black dress hugged her. The diamonds in her ears. She smiled at him and put out her hand, “I’m Norma,” she said.

“Nice to meet you, Norma. I’m Scott. Scott Cade,” he said, shaking her hand. She used a firm grip, but Scott liked that in a woman. He lived in the gym and appreciated people that took care of their bodies. Norma looked thick but set, Scott’s dream woman. He could spend a couple nights in her bed. She wasn’t wearing a wedding ring. Scott ran his eyes up and down her body and checked the boxes in his head.

“What do you do Scott?” she asked.

“I’m a district manager for FNF Enterprises,” he said. He stepped over to the high-top table and placed his drink on the white tablecloth. Norma rested her clutch on the table. She was stunning. Everyone else in the room disappeared as Scott focused his attention on Norma. “What about you?”

“I’m a regional manager at BHGT Enterprises. They have me speaking at this conference,” Norma said. She shimmied her shoulders, almost like she wanted her dress to slide down her shoulder two inches. Scott tried not to stare at her cleavage, but he was a man. She was a woman. Neither wore a wedding ring.

“Are you married?” Scott asked.

“Divorced,” she said. Her smile infectious. Scott would love to spend a night with her. He glanced at his watch. They didn’t have much time before dinner, and there were assigned seats. Scott might have the chance to talk to her more. Norma brushed her hand against Scott’s, “what about you? Are you married?”

“I’m also divorced,” he said. He was too desperate. Scott gripped his glass and slammed the bourbon. A host rang the bell and announced dinner. “We should have dinner tomorrow night after the long day,” he said.

“I’d like that,” Norma said. “Do you have a phone number?” Scott took a business card from his jacket pocket and passed it to Norma. She slid it into her clutch. “Thanks for the chat, Scott. I’ll see you tomorrow,” she said. Norma turned on her heels and sashayed away.

“Bye Norma,” he said and waved his hand like a lunatic. His seat was far from Norma, and she disappeared before he could talk to her again. He didn’t have a number. She had the power.

 

♦

 

Walking away from Scott wasn’t as easy as Norma would have liked. He was handsome and stirred things inside of her. She hadn’t been with a man in months. Her career demanded too much from her, and the selection of men disappointed Norma. They were married or had issues. She wanted someone who could play into her fetishes while keeping a steady job. But for the weekend, revenge was the only thing that mattered. Scott deserved nothing less than humiliation. Norma had a plan for him.

When she sat at the table and conversed with other managers, her mind drifted to Scott. To university. The pain she had dealt with for years. Scott had no idea who she was when they were talking. Norma wasn’t sure he had ever bothered to learn her name in university. Nothing beyond Mrs. Elephant. Those words burned in her mind. Scott Cade would pay for what he’d done all those years ago. No amount of time could heal that wound.

Norma had left Scott without giving her his number on purpose. She returned to her room after the dinner and had no intention of using Scott’s number until the following day. He could wait. Norma was staying three nights, maybe Scott was too. He lived in Chicago according to his card. Norma hadn’t thought about Scott since leaving university, but his name stood out on the list.

A plan had formed in Norma’s mind without control. Without effort. She wasn’t the vindictive type, but Scott was a special case. His cruel words had pushed her towards a new behavior. She would never credit him to her figure adjustment, but he fueled it all those years ago. After a devastating freshman year, Norma had turned a corner. She went to the gym and beat her body into a voluptuous dream.

After the divorce, at twenty-nine, Norma went wild for a few years. She was thirty-six now and more settled, but she had become a dominatrix of sorts. Men contacted her for a spanking and to eat her pussy. Or for her to tie the man up and tickle him. Push him to the edge. Norma had gotten in shape and lost it a little by the end of the marriage, but it didn’t take long after the divorce to return to her happy state. Norma spent a lot of the time in the gym after things ended. It kept the darkness at bay. Dominating did that too.

Scott wasn’t the most submissive type, but he would learn. Norma massaged her feet with lotion and fell asleep.


CHAPTER FOUR

 

Scott finished his day at the conference. He listened to Norma speak. It was fabulous to hear her view on managing employees across a region and how to track numbers by the number of employees in an office. She spoke in a way that captivated the crowd. Scott couldn’t wait to spend the evening with her but had to find new underwear. If Norma saw his panties, she wouldn’t find him sexy. Scott hadn’t driven down to Foss, so he called a car to the store to buy a set of boxers. He didn’t have much time between their dinner plans and the conference.

Running back inside the hotel, Scott showered. He cleaned his body and changed into the new boxers. They felt loose and unnatural. He missed the soft silk and sexy lace. His dick didn’t pop like it did in lingerie. It saddened Scott to look at himself in the men’s underwear, but Norma was worth it.

She was a stranger, but something about her caught Scott’s eye. Scott had a causal outfit. He put on the button-up shirt and dark jeans. He slicked his hair to the side with a comb. Norma was meeting him in the lobby, and they would take a car to a restaurant close to the hotel. It had outstanding reviews online.

Scott switched in the mirror, uncomfortable in the loose undergarments. He glanced at his bag. The lingerie visible. He went out to the open bag and took his favorite white pair. They smelled of the previous day. He rubbed them against his stubble. No woman understood why he loved lingerie as much as them. Scott had some for men too but preferred for the fabric to constrict his dick. He liked a little pain but didn’t know how to express himself. Scott could hurt people with his words because he wanted a woman to humiliate him. No one deserved it more than Scott. He skated along at his company as the least-favorite manager. Norma had no idea who she was going out with tonight. The evil that lay within Scott. The self-hatred.

When Scott went down to the lobby, Norma was waiting. She looked exquisite wearing a golden dress. During the day she wore a pantsuit. They hadn’t spoken, but Scott saw her on stage. The dress had Scott jealous for every man in their vicinity. No woman compared to Norma. How she had her hair pinned to the side. She stood tall with her back straight. Confidence oozing from her pours.

“Good evening,” Scott said. She curled her fingers and waved. “How are you, Norma? Excellent speech today,” he said.

She turned her head to the side like she was studying Scott’s face. Her eyes narrowed, staring into his soul. Scott swallowed. “Thank you, Scott. How was your day at the conference?”

“Fantastic,” he said. “I learned a lot I can take to the office.”

“Shall we? I ordered a cab that should arrive any minute,” Norma said. She waved her hand toward the door.

Scott took her arm and walked with her outside. A slight chill touched the fall weather. He held Norma close as they waited for the cab. “When did you graduate?” Scott asked.

“In 2005,” she said.

“Same year as me? Wow, what are the odds of that?”

“That’s a coincidence! I think that’s our cab arriving now,” she said. Scott opened the door for her. She went in first, and he followed. They sat in silence as the man drove down the road. Classical music played on the radio.

They arrived at the restaurant, and Scott held the door open for her. The hostess showed them to their table right away. Scott touched the small of Norma’s back as they crossed the restaurant. The waiter came over, and they ordered a bottle of wine to share. Scott couldn’t believe he was in the presence of such an outstanding woman. Norma was out of his league. Her curves and confidence were every man’s dream. She ordered appetizers without fear.

“How long have you been in your position at the company, Scott?” she asked.

“Five years now,” he said.

“You don’t want to move up?”

“They’ve given me a raise every year. I’m not too worried. What about you?”

“I will become CEO,” she said. “Hopefully it won’t take too much longer until they promote me again.”

“When were you promoted last?”

“Four years ago,” she said. They sipped their wine. Norma stared at Scott over the rim of her glass. His crush was growing by the second.

“How did you sleep last night, Norma?”

“Fine. Why?”

“Were you hoping for company tonight?”

Norma scoffed. “Why would you think that?” she asked.

“Just a thought. We could spend the night together and keep each other warm.”

“Are you this forward with all women, Scott?”

“No, but you’re the sexiest woman I’ve seen in a long time. You don’t know the lengths I’d go to have you in my life,” he said. “Even if it was only for a night.”

“You stand by those words?” Norma asked. She had a wicked smile on her face. “If you’d excuse me, I need to use the restroom.”

“By all means,” Scott said and enjoyed his glass of wine at the table.

 

♦

 

Norma adjusted her makeup in the mirror. She needed a breath more than anything. The audacity of Scott amazed her. He didn’t recognize her. After that agonizing first semester of university, he didn’t remember her. It killed her. She was dying to throw a drink in his face but had a better surprise in the hotel room. She had brought all her toys from her dominatrix days when she saw Scott’s name on the roster. Norma had known about his divorce and online profiles, but nothing prepared her for reality. Living out her plan was harder than anything she had prepped. Her wishes fell into place, but she didn’t know if it was worth it. Opening up that pain, even for revenge, felt wrong. She didn’t want to stoop to his level. Scott was half a lifetime behind her, and Norma wanted to leave it like that.

A woman came out the stall and asked to borrow her mascara. They chatted about their dates. The stranger was enjoying hers but feared her date was ordering a few too many drinks. They shrugged, and the woman disappeared. Norma only had to power through the weekend, enact her revenge, and move on with her life. Scott lived in Chicago too, but they could avoid each other. The city was big enough.

Norma held her head high and went back to the table. She hated how soft Scott made her feel. Those ‘Mrs. Elephant’ taunts hurt more than Norma realized after all those years. Her body had changed, but pain could linger longer than extra meat.

“Hello, gorgeous,” Scott said.

Norma twirled her wine and sipped. She struggled not to reveal herself. The Mrs. Elephant who hid beneath the surface. “Handsome, how’s your dinner?” she asked. Her voice thick with sarcasm. The food had arrived, and Scott started without her. She shook her head inside, knowing that he was a low-tier man. Scott had money but zero class or respect. He deserved a punishment. A spanking. They were enjoying appetizers before Norma had gone to the bathroom, but it was the principle. Men waited for Norma to eat. She was the curvy queen.

“Food is great. I’m glad we came here instead of eating at the hotel,” Scott said. He was oblivious to everything. Norma wished she could spend more time with Scott, but he didn’t deserve to learn manners. He would wind up alone and sad because he had no perception.

Norma twirled pasta around her fork and ate. She enjoyed her wine and dinner, ignoring Scott as he rambled about life in Chicago. Norma offered few details about her life, but Scott didn’t seem to notice. He was so egotistical and crude. Norma felt sorry for him. She had learned how to love herself for what she had on the inside at an early age. When men started paying attention to her, it was a welcome surprise but didn’t change her world. Scott worked out and had a decent body his entire life. He didn’t understand what it was like to struggle through the desires for a late-night snack.

“You never answered my question, Norma. We only have a weekend together,” he said. “Unless you want to continue things in Chicago?”

Norma had told him she lived in Chicago but had a busy schedule. Her job took her out of town often. She loved to travel for work and get out of the city on a company credit card. “Who says we are doing anything after this dinner?”

“I would like to,” Scott said.

“If we did something, you would have to play by my rules,” Norma said. They were about finished with their dinners, and she wanted to continue the night but couldn’t appear desperate. She had to keep control of the situation and get Scott right where she wanted him. “No debate. Think you can handle doing what I tell you?”

Scott bit his bottom lip. “You’re bossy in the bedroom?”

“Men don’t tell me what to do anywhere in life,” Norma said. She leaned forward and asserted herself with strong eyes.

“Fine, we can do what you say,” Scott said.

“Perfect, pay the bill, and I’ll call a cab.”

Scott didn’t hesitate to pull out his credit card and flag down the server. He paid the bill and added extra to the tip. They went outside and waited for the taxi. Norma couldn’t wait to have Scott alone in her room and teach him a thing or two about making fun of people.

 

♦

 

Scott followed Norma to her room. He couldn’t wait to spend the night with her. Half the bottle of wine ran through him, loosening his inhibitions. Not that Scott had many. He hoped Norma liked to play rough. It seemed like she had a dominant side to her, which Scott loved. He admired women that could take charge in the bedroom and tell him what to do. Scott had so much power in life, he cherished when a woman could take over for a night. It almost never happened.

“Sit in the middle of the floor. On your knees,” Norma said when they stepped into the room. There was an empty space to the right of the bed. Scott dropped to his knees. Norma hadn’t removed her heels. They pressed into the carpet as she circled him. Scott was becoming hotter for Norma by the second. He could almost see up her golden dress. The angle tempted him to crouch lower to glimpse her goodies but resisted the urge. “You should have offered to pay for my taxi too. Why didn’t you, Scott?”

“You ordered it through your phone. There’s money in my wallet if you want me to—”

Norma pressed her finger to his lips. “Have you ever been spanked before, Mr. Cade?”

Scott shook his head. He had asked his ex wife to discipline him, but she never went through with it. His random requests had turned her off. Scott hadn’t found a woman since to spank him and put him in his place. He found a couple to bark orders but none had the confidence of Norma. Scott’s dick was harder than it had been in ages, and he only wished a pair of lace panties were constricting it.

“Do your employees like you, Mr. Cade? You come off as a smug asshole, asking me to the bed on a first date like that. Was that appropriate, Mr. Cade?”

Scott shook his head twice. He was horrid toward his subordinates and loved to treat women inappropriately. They took it. He couldn’t help himself after all the years of meaningless sex, sticking his dick in some vagina before moving on to the next.

“Who’s a naughty boy?” Norma asked.

“I am,” Scott said.

“Excuse me, I didn’t hear you Scott. Speak up please,” she said.

“I’m a naughty boy.”

“What do naughty boys receive when they are bad?”

“A spanking,” Scott said. He tried to control his voice, but his hormones were running in overdrive.

“That’s right,” Norma said. She went over to her bag and withdrew a small paddle. She moved the instrument along the edge of the bed. Paul watched with intent. His excitement had skyrocketed. “Take off your clothes, fold them, and place them in the corner.”

Scott swallowed. No woman had ever commanded him like this before. He was terrified to display how hard his dick had grown from her words. Humiliated that a spanking excited him. Scott slowly unbuttoned his shirt. He peeled it from his body and folded it. Scott did the same with his undershirt. Hesitating at his jeans, Norma swatted his ass with the paddle.

“Don’t think, do,” she said. “Remove those pants, sissy boy.”

Scott would be her sissy whenever Norma wanted. She had him on the verge of panting his dick throbbed so hard. When he removed his pants, Norma burst out laughing. She pointed at Scott’s dick. “What?” he asked but knew the answer.

“You’re hard from a spanking,” she said.

“So?” Scott asked defensively.

“Get back to your position.”

Scott sank to his knees in the middle of the room. He was helpless in Norma’s hands. He wouldn’t refuse her. She could tell him to climb the walls, and Scott would find a way.

Norma lifted her dress. She wore a pair of black panties that hid nothing. “Take them off, sissy,” she said. “Use your teeth, and I’ll punish you for pinching my skin.”

Scott breathed deeply, wanting to bite her for a spanking but knew better than to disrespect his goddess. He hadn’t known what he wanted before, but it was becoming clearer as he ran his hands up Norma’s thick thighs. Her muscles evident as Scott gripped her ass. He wished Norma would grace his face with her hole, but she pushed his head if he focused on her pussy imprint instead of the panties. Sweetness leaked from her folds. Scott could hardly contain himself with her heat on full display beneath the black lace.

“Focus, Scott. My panties off now,” she said.

Scott used his teeth and pulled at the waistline, trying not to nip Norma’s precious skin. He managed to get her panties to her ankles without hurting his queen. When he reached the floor, Norma lifted her leg and pushed Scott to the ground. His erection folded to his stomach. He twisted his head to her shimmering lips with a manicured picture frame of hair. Norma lifted the dress off her body and threw it to the bed. She was naked above him like a statue.

“Turn over and put this pillow over your dick. Hands above your head,” Norma said. She took a pillow from the bed and waited for Scott to turn over. His cock stood at attention. Norma was the hottest woman he had ever had. He would do whatever she wanted to please her. Maybe she was the woman that would accept him for his lingerie fetish. Norma pushed the pillow down on Scott’s dick. He twitched but didn’t yelp from the sudden pain. Scott placed his hands above his head as instructed. Norma moved forward and placed her knees on Scott’s arms, positioning her pussy over his mouth. “There you are,” she said.

Scott breathed through his nose as Norma fucked his face. He never had a woman use his mouth in such a way, controlling it. Taking it for a ride. It turned him on more than he could handle, but Norma had his hands locked away. Scott wanted nothing more than to stroke his dick. Norma used her hand to play with her clit. Her orgasmic moans echoed from the walls.

“Fuck, sissy boy,” she said on repeat. Her curvy body like an hourglass. He wanted to touch her. Touch himself, but she was in complete control. He had no authority but loved having Norma above him. Her pussy against his lips. Her nectar dripping into his mouth. She tasted fresh.

Norma threw back her head and rubbed her clit. She bit her bottom lips. It was like Scott was nothing more than her sex toy. A live vibrator for her pussy lips. Norma gripped Scott’s short brown hair and sounded close to an orgasm. She rode his face harder as the pants became shorter. Scott would have done anything to touch his dick, but his mouth was too full to protest. Norma came. Her body froze, and she locked her thighs on the side of Scott’s face. She panted. Her nipples rock hard. Scott throbbing beneath the pillow.

When Norma relaxed, she stood. “Bend over the bed,” Norma said.

Scott threw the pillow off his dick, spat in his hand, and stroked. Norma wagged her finger, telling him to get off the floor and listen to his mistress. His face covered in her sweet juices. He hadn’t bothered to wipe them off.

“Get to the corner, Scott. Bend over,” she said. Scott swallowed and bent over the side. He touched his dick, and she swatted his ass the first time. Norma hollered, “No cumming tonight!”

Scott couldn’t believe his ears, “what do you mean?”

“What I said, Scott. Stop touching your dick,” she said. “It’s time for your spanking.”

“But I was good,” he said.

“You touched your dick. You don’t get to cum unless I tell you,” she said. “You’re my sissy boy.” Norma brought the paddle down against Scott’s ass. He yelped. She spanked him. “Put a pillow in your mouth and take it.”

Scott would listen to her every word. She was taking him to the edge. Pushing him. His dick throbbed under him, but he didn’t dare touch it. Norma reddened each of Scott’s cheeks. The spankings stopped. Norma stepped back and admired her work. Scott’s ass stung like no other, but it was worth it to share oxygen with Norma. Exist in the same space as her. Scott had never met such a powerful woman that took him to the edge. He wanted so badly to bust his load, but she hadn’t allowed it.

“You can leave now,” Norma said. “Gather your clothes and get out of my hotel room.”

“What about tomorrow? I want to see you.”

“Do you leave after the afternoon lunch?”

“No, I’m off Monday and taking the morning train,” Scott said.

“Very well. Hurry along, Scott. A woman needs her beauty sleep,” Norma said.

“Will I see you again?” Scott asked. He hated how desperate, pathetic he sounded. Women begged him for another night, not the other way around.

“I guess we’ll discover that answer tomorrow, won’t we? Gather your clothes and leave without another word, or I’ll make you walk down the hallway naked. Which would you prefer?”

Scott didn’t answer and dressed, hurrying out the room. Norma’s naked body burned in Scott’s mind.


CHAPTER FIVE

 

It was the second day of the conference, and Norma couldn’t get the sex out her mind. She hated how much she loved Scott as her sissy. He could become the doll who walked around on her leash. She knew camps in the summer where anything went. Scott had performed like a wizard in the bedroom, hitting every button. Norma squeezed her thighs and ignored the growing warmth in her center. She couldn’t let a man who had caused her endless pain and nightmares the freedom to take her to ecstasy. She had to humiliate Scott and enact her revenge and block him when the weekend ended. They were both staying an extra night, and Norma wouldn’t miss her chance for mind-blowing sex, but Scott had to hate himself by the time she left.

Holding Scott’s business card, Norma texted him. She wanted to drop off a gift at his door.

Norma: What’s your room number?

Scott replied in an instant. She saw him walk into the last meeting, but Norma was free. There was a lunch after the meeting, and most people were leaving after, but Norma had different plans. She would stay behind and enjoy Scott as her sissy for the night. Femininize him.

Norma went to her room and grabbed the bag before setting it in front of Scott’s door. She couldn’t wait to see him wearing her present. She had prepared everything before leaving the city. Scott taunted her for years, but the tables would turn after this weekend. She had to remain strong and resist the urges to fall into Scott’s muscular arms.

Norma went to the lunch and would message Scott again later.

 

♦

 

Lunch had passed, and Scott went back to his hotel room. It surprised him to find a gift bag outside his door. Scott slid the key card into the lock and entered the room. Sunlight drifted through the windows. He hoped to spend as much time as he could with Norma, his goddess. Scott couldn’t have created a better woman if he had a magical program. Norma was beyond his capacity of dreaming. His imagination didn’t stretch that far. He would never forget her beauty. No matter how many years passed, she would stay with him.

Scott pulled the tissue paper out the small bag. The package revealed itself. He turned the bag upside down, and a pair of black panties fell to the bed. His heart stopped. He clutched the bed and slapped himself. Scott hesitated to touch the lingerie. It was like a little fire. Scott had booked his hotel room through Monday hoping to score, but he had never imagined this.

Picking up the panties, Scott examined them. They were black and lacy and had a little pouch for his dick. Scott preferred a woman’s cut but wouldn’t complain. Not yet. He had to keep Norma in his life.

Scott stripped naked. His dick burned from its hardness. A woman gifting him lingerie was what he fantasized while stroking his cock. Acceptance. Scott was an asshole in his life but desired love beneath the roughness. Stepping into the panties, Scott felt complete. Standing in front of the bed, he stared at himself in the mirror, precum ruining the fresh pair. Scott’s phone buzzed behind him.

Norma: Come to my room, sissy.

Scott had never interacted with such a dominant woman but loved the lack of control he felt with Norma. She had him in her hands like a toy. He was her doll.

After freshening up in the bathroom, Scott slipped on a pair of sweats over the black lace panties and wore a thin sweater. He didn’t plan on keeping his clothes on for long. Scott left the room excited to spend the night with his new lover Norma. It drove him wild how little he knew about her, but she felt familiar. Like a piece of clothing one used to love but had forgotten. She kept Scott at a distance, but he would break down that barrier and stay this woman’s sissy.


CHAPTER SIX

 

Norma wanted to grab her keys and leave, not knowing if she was strong enough to carry on with the night. Scott was sexy. He had a nice body. He submitted like no man had before. There were many things about him she would love in any other man, if Scott weren’t the one who had coined ‘Mrs. Elephant’. How would she explain that to people if they were a couple? Norma couldn’t allow herself to stoop to such levels, thinking of forgiving Scott. She wavered between lust and disgust.

Picking through her luggage, Norma withdrew an outfit from her wild days. A leather suit with a hole for her pussy. She wanted to bring Scott to his knees and record him doing it. The plan had sounded perfect in her head, but staring at herself in the hotel mirror, Norma was losing confidence. She loved her curves but didn’t know if she could expose herself to Scott. Reveal the truth. The fact Scott didn’t recognize her irked Norma. Would it give Scott the power if he found out she was the woman he teased an entire semester in college?

Norma held her phone in her hand, unsure to text Scott, but she had already left the gift in front of his door. By now, he would have seen it. She couldn’t ignore her opportunity to use Scott’s desire to orgasm against him. Men would wear anything to shoot a load. Norma took a deep breath and exhaled her pains. If she could direct a region, she could handle a weak man. Scott hurt others because he couldn’t love himself. Norma had battled with herself for too long but learned to accept every inch and love every curve along the way.

Norma: Come to my room, sissy.

She hit send before she could stop herself from sending the message. Feminizing Scott would cleanse Norma. Norma opened her computer and set up a private browser. Scott would arrive any minute, and she rushed to gather his new outfit. She couldn’t wait to see Scott dressed up as a woman and humiliate him as he deserved after all these years. Norma wouldn’t doubt if he had hurt others in his quest to stay the funniest man in the room.

Norma lifted her shoulders and told herself to stay strong. She had fantasized about this day for too long to turn away now. He was within reach, and Norma was more capable than she gave herself credit for. She aligned Scott’s new outfit on the bed and sat on the edge, staring at herself in the mirror. Opening her legs, Norma’s pink lips greeted herself through the hole in the leather outfit. Scott would only see what she allowed him to. The control was in her hands.

A knock came at the door.

 

♦

 

Scott stood on the other side of Norma’s door. He couldn’t resist reaching into his jeans to touch the lace. Nobody was in the hallway. His dick pressed into the cup. He hated that his panties had room for his dick and missed the usual constriction he had become accustomed to. Scott knocked on the door, excited for the night ahead with Norma. Afraid he was falling in love with a dominatrix. Norma confirmed his suspicions when he opened the door wearing a leather one-piece with a hole for her vagina. She was a piece of fruit, waiting for someone to peel her open.

“Welcome, sissy. Drop to your knees.” Scott tried to step inside, but she stopped him. “In the hallway, dear.”

Scott swallowed and looked both ways. People had exited the elevator. He could hear their voices, but Norma was already closing the door in his face. He dropped to his knees and crawled inside. They had seen him. Norma didn’t, but it didn’t matter. Weird things happened in hotels. Scott crawled inside and saw the dress, wig, and skimpy top on the bed. His dick nearly exploded in his pants. She was the woman he would spend the rest of his life with dressing as her woman. Her sissy. Scott would surrender his all to her.

“Kiss my feet, sissy,” she said. Norma wore black heels with her leather. He kissed the exposed part of her foot. “Crawl to the open area. Take off your clothes. You know the drill,” she said.

“Yes, whatever you want,” Scott said. His knees burned against his jeans and the carpet. Scott lifted the shirt from his body. He unbuttoned his jeans, staring at Norma. She had a conflicted look in her eyes, like she was on the verge of saying something she could never take back. Scott felt things for her. Love perhaps, but it was too early to admit that. He didn’t want to hear the words leave her mouth and ruin the orgasmic moment they were creating. The tension they were building.

“Look down and take off your clothing,” Norma said. She stepped over to him and pushed his head down.

Scott unbuttoned his jeans and slid them down his thighs, revealing the black panties Norma had bought him.

“Ah, you wore your gift. Such a fantastic sissy you are,” she said. “How do you find them, Scott?” she asked.

“They fit well,” he said, referring to the pouch where his hard dick rested. “Are they designed for men?” Scott asked. He didn’t want to reveal how deep his fetish ran. He would become the best sissy Norma ever had, but she had no idea how badly he wanted it. He couldn’t confess his desires. The ambitious side within him wanted to capture Norma as his goddess dominatrix, what Scott most desired and feared. Scott removed all his clothing and sat naked waiting for Norma’s command.

“As you might have seen, there is an outfit for you on the bed, but we have to shave your nasty hair first. Don’t you agree?”

“Oh, yes,” Scott said. He bent his head low to the ground, ashamed of the passion that left his mouth. He hoped Norma hadn’t noticed. “It would look better, Mistress.”

“Ah, so you think I’m your mistress? How wrong you are, my sissy. I’m your queen. Call me Queen or Queen Norma, but I prefer you not use my name. You are nothing to me but a weekend fling,” she said. “Get to the bathroom where we can shave your vile body.”

Scott stood and walked to the bathroom in his black panties. Norma swatted his ass with a flogger. He loved the tendrils against the lace. He wanted to fuck Norma but could wait for her perfection. Norma followed Scott into the bathroom and watched as he lathered his legs in shaving cream. Scott watched her watching him through the mirror. He hadn’t removed the panties from his body. Not yet. His dick was too hard, and the lace felt too wonderful against his skin. Scott ran the razor up his leg, rinsing it in the hot water with every stroke. It didn’t take long before his legs were hairless. Scott always kept the hair off his chest and had little back hair.

Norma removed Scott’s panties finished his ass and lower back, removing the last bit of hair from Scott’s body. She rubbed lotion into his reddened skin so he didn’t form bumps. Scott resisted touching his dick as Norma ran her hand up and down Scott’s naked body. She applied two coats and told Scott to air dry. Norma watched Scott to make sure he didn’t waste his cum in the sink.

Neither spoke. Norma studied his naked body. Scott was too overwhelmed to speak. He didn’t know how to approach Norma nor interact with her as the sissy. She had control. He would speak when spoken to.

“Put on your panties. If you want pussy tonight, you have to do something for me first,” she said.

“Whatever you want, Queen,” Scott said. He slipped on the black lingerie and followed Norma out to the room. They were in Foss, but it could have been anywhere in the world. They both lived in Chicago. Scott had to have Norma more than this weekend but didn’t want to sound pathetic. Scott waited on his knees by the sofa in the hotel room for Norma’s command.

“Rub more lotion on yourself,” Norma said. She tossed him a bottle. That same expression crossed her face. A sadness. He rubbed the lotion into his skin before putting on the clothing that Norma passed him. A skirt to go over the panties. A skimpy silk top. Scott felt like a model on the runway. Norma donned a wig on his head. Fiery red curls drifted over Scott’s broad shoulders and covered them. The hair rounded out his face. He was a new woman. Scott shook his hair in the mirror, reveling in how beautiful he felt. Norma watched his with a strange face. Why wasn’t she happy to see Scott enjoying himself?

“How do I look, Queen?”

“Fantastic, my sissy. Do you enjoy the look?”

“More than you know,” he said. Scott tried to hide his satisfaction but couldn’t. He had never felt more alive in his life. His heart raced. He could feel the blood bumping through his body, the flutters in his stomach. He was a man who had met his perfect woman. Nothing compared to that.

“I want you to please people on video chat while I watch,” she said.

“I’m in your command, Queen,” Scott said. He ran his fingers through the hair and stared at himself while Norma set up the camera. He loved watching his feminized self in the mirror and didn’t notice the minutes pass or the anger on Norma’s face.

 

♦

 

Norma watched Scott staring at his feminized body in the mirror. He tossed his hair from side to side like he had no care in the world. It disgusted Norma to see Scott enjoying himself. He was supposed to hate it like most men would have. She should have known when he didn’t leave before the spanking. Men went to extremes to wet their dick with pussy lips, but Norma realized she was delivering a silver platter to Scott. He folded his lips and smacked them in the mirror. He shook his hips, so the skirt flew up and exposed his black lingerie. Scott was a slut and loved every second of his punishment. Norma hated how much he loved what she was doing to him.

“Stop!” Norma screamed. She slammed her laptop shut, unable to continue with her plan. “You shouldn’t like this. What’s wrong with you?” Norma asked. If Scott had been any other man, she would have thought she found her soul mate. The missing piece of her puzzle. But Scott was a scar from her past she had hoped to exterminate from her memory. Norma was the verge of tears but wouldn’t let Scott see her weaknesses.

“Don’t you want me to enjoy this, Queen?”

“I want you to suffer, Scott. You’re an evil person,” Norma said. She pointed at Scott from across the room. She screamed, unleashing her suffering. Collapsing onto the sofa, Norma rubbed her eyes. Her leather outfit felt ridiculous on her skin. Coals burning on her soul. Her pussy was drier than the dessert. She had no desire to continue. Her walls had crumbled. “You really don’t remember me?”

“What are you talking about Norma?” Scott asked. He stopped admiring himself and went over to Norma. He kneeled by the sofa and took her hand, but she pushed him away. “Tell me what I did, Norma.”

Norma’s laughter frightened Scott. He fell backward. His skirt fell forward, and Norma threw a pillow from the sofa at him. She put her arm to her nose and made the noise of an elephant. Once Norma started, she couldn’t stop herself for a minute. Scott lay paralyzed. Norma threw another pillow.

He caught it and held it to his chest. Norma couldn’t look at him. It disgusted her to see Scott in the same room. “Mrs. Elephant?” Scott asked in a low voice.

Norma screamed to keep the tears from falling. She wouldn’t cry in front of him. Anger burned within her. “Yes, it’s me. Mrs. Elephant. How do you like me now, asshole?” Norma asked. She found the strength to stand with her hands on her hips. Norma ran a hand over her hourglass figure she spent hours in the gym sculpting. All the squats, push-ups, crunches, and everything else flooded into her mind.

Scott dropped to his knees beneath Norma. He crawled over to her and hugged her thighs. She didn’t have the strength to push him away and reject him. A part of her loved his warm body, the reg wig, and his slutty skirt. He was the perfect sissy, but Scott had ruined any chance they had eighteen years ago.

“I’m more sorry than I can tell you, Norma. You’re the most amazing woman I’ve met,” he said. Scott turned his head. His breath tickled Norma’s entrance. She ignored the sensations crashing over her body. Scott couldn’t get into her heart.

“It doesn’t matter how sorry you are, Scott. I thought I could humiliate you. Take pictures of you and share them, but you’d enjoy it. Get out of my room.”

“Queen, no. You don’t want this. I’ll do anything you want to make up for it.”

“You can’t make up for being an evil person. Get the fuck out of my room!” Norma said. She went to the door and opened it. She didn’t give Scott time to gather his men’s clothing. Pushing Scott into the hall wearing his skirt and tank top, Norma closed the door behind him. She peeled the leather outfit from her body, desperate to breathe.


CHAPTER SEVEN

 

Scott couldn’t believe that Norma was ‘Mrs. Elephant’. After all those years, the woman of his dreams had been the person he haunted in college. Scott was a brat then and didn’t know what he was doing. If he had known the goddess he was insulting, Scott would take it back. Norma was an incredible woman, but Scott had loved attention too much when he was younger. He would insult anybody to hear the laughter of strangers. Friends avoided him. People fell out of his life. Things happened.

Sitting in his hotel room, Scott stared at himself. He lifted his legs on a chair to see the black panties in the mirror. Tonight could have ended differently if Scott wouldn’t have been the asshole he was, but then he realized Norma had planned all this. She thought wearing a skirt and panties would humiliate him. If the photos leaked to the internet, it might bother Scott. He was reaching the age where he didn’t care what others thought of him. After all those useless laughs, Scott had found himself alone and self-hating.

Scott tried to love himself, but there wasn’t much there to enjoy. He was rough, crude, and took from others without worrying about the repercussions. His old habits were dying but lived on in the background. He would do anything to return to college and take back his pranks. Apologize to all the people he hurt with his dark humor. Norma wasn’t the only person Scott had hurt. He deserved the pain. Norma had crossed Scott’s mind after he graduated, but she blended into the mass of others Scott had humiliated.

Scott needed his queen but had a feeling Norma would never have him.

 

♦

 

Norma lost control after she closed the door behind Scott. She went to shower and washed the disgust from her body. The hot water scolded her pale skin. She rubbed soap into the reddening whiteness. Norma wished she could make Scott out to a horrid adult, but time changed people. Norma wasn’t the same person she was her freshman year of university. Scott could become her perfect sissy. Norma thought Scott had looked cute checking himself out in the mirror while wearing his wig, but that hadn’t been Norma’s objective.

The sex last night was mind-blowing too. Norma dried herself off after stepping out the shower. She thought about grabbing her keys and driving back to Chicago and forgetting the entire weekend, but what would that mean for her dynamic? Would Scott win if she left without dominating him and showing him who was boss?

Norma trimmed her nails and thought about Scott. She wavered between driving back to Chicago and going to his hotel room. She had the number. Norma turned on a movie and painted her nails with a clear coat she carried everywhere. Brushing the polish over her nails calmed her. It was therapeutic to see her toes transform into little beauties.

Norma tried to concentrate on the movie but found it hard with Scott fresh on her mind. She wondered if he was still wearing his skirt and tank top. He looked like a man in a porno she liked to watch, feminized for his woman. She could get him to walk around the mall and do her shopping in his dresses and skirts. They could go on cross-dressing vacations and the camping retreat that Norma knew about. She could walk him around like her pet for a weekend. It would be a fabulous future, but Norma couldn’t think about such things with an evil man. It didn’t matter if he had changed. He was still Scott from business class.

When Norma couldn’t focus on the words the actors said, she turned off the TV. She opened her suitcase on the bed and let the towel fall to the floor. Norma couldn’t wear that leather outfit again, but she wasn’t wasting a night in the same hotel as Scott. Their sex was explosive, and she could enjoy his body for a night. Make him realize what he ruined.

Norma slipped on a pair of simple cotton panties. She didn’t plan on wearing them long. She wore yoga pants over that and a t-shirt. Not her dominatrix outfit, but her attitude was more important than clothing. Norma aligned her toys on the bed: a strap-on, anal beads, a butt plug, lubrication, her whip, flogger, paddle, and rope. She gathered everything and tossed it into her larger bag. She pulled her hair back into a clip and double checked she had the room key.

Scott was her dream man, but Norma wouldn’t fall into his trap. She didn’t need a sissy enough to sacrifice her dignity. She held her head high and strolled from her room to Scott’s, excited to have wild, uninhibited sex.


CHAPTER EIGHT

 

Scott opened the door, and Norma stood on the other side wearing a casual outfit like she was about to hit the gym. She looked radiant no matter what she wore and commanded the space. Scott hadn’t changed out of his outfit, and his dick hardened at the sight of his woman. ‘Mrs. Elephant’ haunted Scott, but if Norma could forgive him, he would kiss where she walked.

“Good evening,” Norma said. “Drop to your knees and get out my way.”

“Yes, my Queen,” he said. Scott raced across the room on his knees and waited for his woman’s command. She stepped into the room and placed her purse on the bed. Scott couldn’t see through the fabric but saw the outlines of many items. He assumed they were toys for their night together. “May I say something, my Queen?”

Norma narrowed her eyes. She stood on the other side of the room, admiring herself in the mirror. Her perfect feminine body. Scott enjoyed his male body but would always remain envious of Norma and other women with her looks, but nobody compared to her. She was a goddess in Scott’s eyes. He tried not to think about how much he would long for her if she kept her word and didn’t speak to him after tonight.

“What do you want to say, sissy?” she said.

“I apologize for hurting you,” he said.

Norma put up her hand, shaking her head. “Get onto the bed. Thank you for keeping on your outfit, sissy. You look radiant.” Scott blushed. Norma hadn’t answered his question, but he wouldn’t push his queen. She had the right to ignore him. Scott climbed onto the bed and sat on his knees. Norma stepped over to him. She stood and reached her hand to Scott’s cheek. “You’re beautiful, my sissy.”

“Thank you, Norma. Do you forgive me?”

“Shh,” she said and pressed her finger to his lips. She moved her finger and kissed him, sinking her tongue into Scott’s mouth. He didn’t resist her. His dick rose under the skirt, throbbing. It pulsed and moved from the black lingerie, freeing itself from beneath the fabric. Scott moved his hand, but Norma stopped him. Their tongues danced another second. “Don’t touch yourself, my sissy. Wait for my instruction. Lie on your stomach. Do you mind if I tie you up?”

“Not at all,” he said. Scott spread out on the bed like a starfish. Norma placed a pillow beneath his head before tying his wrists with rope. She fastened the rope to the bed frame at each corner. Scott bit his bottom lip, loving that his woman had returned to claim her sissy. His Queen. The person he wanted to spend his life with tied up in her bed. “What will you do, my Queen?”

“You’re a naughty boy,” she said.

“I am,” he agreed.

“You deserve a few things to happen to you,” she said.

“Please, indulge me.”

Norma stepped over to the side of the bed after finishing the last knot. She had done this before. It took her no time to fasten Scott to the bed. She was a professional, which drove Scott mad. Norma pushed Scott’s head into the pillow, “you will take what I give you sissy and stop asking fucking questions. Do you understand?”

Scott hummed his answer. Norma opened her bag at an angle where Scott couldn’t see the contents. She pulled out the paddle she had used the night before and spanked Scott’s ass. He was wearing the skirt, so it hurt less than last night but warmed up his ass. When Scott was with Norma, it felt like skydiving without the risk of dying. Unless she left him and he died of a broken heart. Norma was his Queen.

After reddening Scott’s ass, Norma lifted his skirt. Scott felt like a little helpless slut in the hands of her daddy. Scott struggled to turn his neck and watch Norma as she pulled the panties down Scott’s thighs, but they stopped stretching above the knees. Norma gripped the lingerie and ripped them in two. Scott’s dick dangled under his bent body, begging for Norma to touch it. She paid it zero attention.

Norma tugged Scott’s cheeks apart and blew into his hole. He squeezed his ass, but Norma had muscles. She held his ass apart. She would take what she wanted, and Scott was her sissy. He had agreed to this and deserved it. Norma went back to her bag and retrieved anal beads. She held them in front of Scott’s face to see. “I’m going to stick all these up your tight pussy,” she said.

Scott wished he had a pussy like his beautiful woman. He desperately wanted to fuck Norma but would take whatever she gave him. She could fuck him all night if she wanted. He hoped it wouldn’t hurt. “Yes, my Queen.”

“Shut up,” she said. A cold lube touched Scott’s entrance. She inserted the beads one at a time and pushed them deep into his cave. He gripped the sheets. She was the first person to use a toy on Scott’s ass, but he loved it. His balls tightened like he was about to cum. Norma pulled out the beads. She stood and strapped something around her waist. A long dick hung off the end. Scott swallowed, knowing what would come next.

“My Queen, you’re so big,” he said.

“You love my cock, don’t you?”

“I love everything about you, my Queen.” Scott couldn’t help himself.

Norma didn’t reply. She lubed her dick and positioned it. “Take a deep breath, sissy,” she said. When Scott exhaled, Norma pushed into him.

Scott’s hole exploded with sensation, both painful and pleasant. He begged for Norma to take it slow. Every time Scott exhaled, Norma pushed her dick deeper into his ass. Scott’s ass pushed against her strap, but it was deep in him. He couldn’t force it out. Norma was taking what she wanted. His dick jumped, on the verge of shooting his load all over the sheets.

Norma thrust into Scott’s loosened ass. She moved her cock in circles. Scott had never felt something so fully. Fucking pussy was one thing, but having a dick inside him another. The female clothing helped him feel more like a woman than he ever had before. He was loving Norma’s dick in his ass. It was taking him to the next level, promising to push him over the edge.

“How do you like that dick, sissy?”

“It’s everything, my Queen. You make me feel like such a woman,” Scott said. The silky top brushed his nipples. He wished to pinch them and stroke his dick as Norma fucked him but had no access to his hands.

Norma sank deep into Scott and moved the strap. She was moaning like the strap was pleasuring her clit. She reached her hand around and grabbed Scott’s dick leaking of precum. When Norma moved the precum down Scott’s shaft, he couldn’t resist. The cum rushed to the surface with Norma’s cock deep in his ass, pushing against his spot. What they said about men having a spot was true. Scott came all over the sheets.

“Wow, sissy. You cum fast,” Norma said. She giggled. Scott’s opening squeezed against Norma’s dick as she pulled out of his ass. Norma undid the strap, and it fell to the floor.

 

♦

 

Norma used Scott’s ass. It was hot. She would love to fuck him every night of the week but couldn’t. Norma wanted to use his dick one time. He had a handsome rod. It was heavy and thick, not overly long. Norma’s center burned. She had been close to cumming when she fucked Scott but needed a little more. Scott’s dick was sinking after he came, but Norma could change that. “I’m going to untie you and turn you over, sissy.”

“Please,” Scott said.

Norma made quick work to untie Scott, turn him over, and reattach his arms. She would leave his legs free because she didn’t plan on staying long and needed to bust before the desire disappeared. Norma climbed back on the bed and lowered her pussy onto Scott’s face. She lifted her hips, and Scott used his tongue on her clit. Her lips. He lapped up any juices that dripped. Scott’s red wig cushioned his head. He hadn’t taken off the skirt. It brushed against his hardening dick.

Fucking Scott’s face, Norma took herself close to cumming but wanted to ride Scott’s dick. She demounted his face and went to her bag for a condom. Her pussy was gushing, desperate for a rod to fill her. Spread her walls. Hit her spot. Norma opened the condom and rolled it over Scott’s hard dick. He was ready for round two, and Norma was close.

She rubbed the juices around her pussy and slipped a couple fingers into her hole, preparing herself. She wore nothing. Her white panties a wet mess on the floor. Norma climbed atop Scott’s dick. He stared at her. She hated how pretty his dark brown eyes looked with the red hair. He smirked at Norma as she moved her hips up and down his cock. Norma wanted to use him and leave. She took a pillow and covered Scott’s face.

His dick filled her. Norma squatted and used Scott’s chest to thrust her hips up and down his dick. She balanced herself to use one hand and used the other to pleasure her clit. Her nub buzzed with anticipation as the orgasm built in her center. Norma let go of herself and moaned with force. Her loud voice bounced around the room. She wanted to remind Scott of what he would miss when she left her sissy.

Norma rubbed her clit and bounced on Scott’s hardness until her center exploded. Her walls constricted. She hollered while her body went through its roller coaster of sensations. Norma piqued and came back to her physical body. She exhaled and demounted Scott’s hard dick. He hadn’t filled the condom, but Norma didn’t care.

Norma tossed her panties and toys in the purse. She didn’t speak as she dressed in her yoga pants and t-shirt. Norma went over to Scott and untied one side of the rope before leaving the room without a word.


CHAPTER NINE

 

Scott had packed his bags. He wore a pair of purple panties he had brought with him. They were more like trunks but designed for women and had a hint of lace to expose pubic hair, if the woman had that. He had to speak to Norma before they left. He spent an hour where they served breakfast, but Norma never showed. She left without a word after their hot session. Scott wanted closure, even if he didn’t deserve it. The sunlight changed everything. He felt like a hideous person with no control of himself. Why had he said such horrible things about a fragile young woman?

After leaving breakfast, Scott went for his bags. He had to catch the morning train, and it was departing from the station soon. The front desk had called a taxi for him that would arrive in a few minutes. Before Scott left, he stopped by Norma’s room.

Scott knocked on Norma’s door. He waited a minute with nothing. He knocked again and heard stirring within the room. “Please, my Queen. It’s me.”

Norma opened the door wearing a robe with wet hair. She must have been in the shower. “What do you want, Scott?”

“Isn’t there something between us? Don’t you feel the connection? Will I see you when we get back to Chicago?”

“You have a lot of questions and give me zero time to answer a single one,” Norma said.

“Please, tell me what you need. I’ll do anything for you, my Queen.”

Norma stood there. She exhaled and let her robe fall free. She had the most perfect bush of hair around her pussy. Her breasts sat high on her chest. Her thick body more delicious looking than an ice cream cone. Scott could have dropped to his knees and licked her from toe to neck.

“Scott, my sissy,” she said. Her voice trailed off.

“Yes, my Queen?”

“I do agree with you. We have a connection. Our sex is fantastic, but that isn’t everything. You ruined us eighteen years ago. We could have been something special, Scott,” Norma said. She closed the door, but Scott put his foot in the frame.

“No,” he said. “Give me a chance, Norma.”

“Goodbye, Scott. Please move your food and get to your train,” she said.

Scott’s heart cracked in two, but he wouldn’t disappoint Norma and had to leave before he missed his train. Scott sunk his head and walked to the lobby where the taxi took him to the train station.

 

♦

 

Norma closed the door in Scott’s face and felt accomplished. He looked sadder than anyone she had ever seen. Most of her relationships had ended on good terms. Norma didn’t like drama but loved control. Men couldn’t handle a strong woman directing their life. Even her most committed subs cracked one day, renouncing their role. She didn’t hold it against them. Norma wouldn’t submit to a man.

Norma took her time getting ready that morning. She packed her clothes, the toys, and a couple toiletries from the bathroom. She liked the smell of the soap. Norma had a fantastic weekend with Scott, but he didn’t deserve her. She had higher standards for herself than staying with her nightmare, even if he was the best sissy she ever had. Better to live with the memory.

Checking out, Norma walked outside with her suitcases. She wore a light sweater and jeans. Her light-red hair pulled into a ponytail. Norma had almost forgotten. After loading her bags, she unlocked her cell phone and leaned against the trunk. She went to Scott’s messages and blocked his number. They wouldn’t continue their relationship.

Norma locked her phone and slipped into the car. She put the car into gear and drove out of the parking lot, heading back to the city to continue her life with everyone but Scott.


EPILOGUE

 

3 Years Later

BHGT Enterprises had promoted Norma to Chief Operating Officer (COO), and there were talks that the CEO would retire soon. She was on the short list for the job. Everything in Norma’s life was complete, but she hadn’t found the perfect sissy.

At first, she never thought about Scott, but then she saw him at a party. It was about a year ago. Neither spoke to the other, but they stared at each other from across the room all night.

Norma sat at her fancy desk with views of the lakefront, wondering what Scott was doing. She had everything in life but her sissy. Three years had passed, and she wanted Scott more than she hated him. Everyone did horrible things. She hadn’t reached COO by playing nice with her coworkers. Maybe she and Scott were meant to be.

Opening her phone, Norma gazed out the window, watching the waves crash. It was spring. She wouldn’t swim in the cold water, but it was gorgeous. Norma had Scott’s number blocked all these years. If he had sent a message or called, it was never recorded. Norma took a deep breath and unblocked Scott’s number.

She typed the message before sense could stop her.

Norma: My sissy. This is your Queen.
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