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CHAPTER 1

Twelve long years. That was how long it had been since I’d packed my bags and got out of that place, never looking back. I’d made a promise to myself that I’d break my back to make sure I’d never have to return again, even if that meant cutting off what little family I had. 

I’d kept that promise for more than a decade. 

But now I was back. 

I wouldn’t have gone back if not for my aunt’s wedding. My aunt Beth raised me after my mom died when I was eight. My dad’s always been out of the picture—I like not to think about him much. Aunt Beth, Mom’s sister, was a widow herself, so she basically took care of me like a single mom. When I left her at eighteen she started dating again and met Ricky, a gentle divorcé in his fifties who owned a nice woodworking shop and could take care of her for a change. I was elated for her when she told me they were finally going to get married, but when she sent through the wedding invitation I think she half-expected me to decline it. I’d never accepted any of her invitations over the years, always saying I was broke and couldn’t afford a plane ticket until she just stopped asking altogether. 

“Don’t be a shitty person,” my girlfriend Jadyn said when I told her about the wedding. “This woman single-handedly raised you and you’re going to shun her off on the happiest day of her life? Seriously, Todd? I can’t believe you’ve never met Ricky either.”

“That’s not true,” I argued. “I’ve called them plenty of times. It’s not like I’ve never kept in touch.”

“It’s not the same,” she said coldly. 

“Fine,” I said, wincing. The memories of my hometown were already trying to claw their way back to the surface, but I refused to pay them any attention. Thinking about the past wasn’t going to do me any good. I looked up at Jadyn’s huge expectant eyes and forced a smile. “We’re going.”

Jadyn hugged me. “You need to call Beth right now,” she said. “I’ll look at ticket deals. We need to think about gifts too. Oh my god, what am I going to wear?” She drifted straight to her closet and began rummaging through her dresses. 

She was clearly excited. Jadyn and I were at the point in our relationship where even the mere mention of a wedding could get her all worked up. It was kind of cute. Four years of steady courtship and there was nothing I wanted more than to call Jadyn mine, my wife. I was already looking at rings and planning a romantic surprise getaway for next year. 

I couldn’t wait to see those eyes light up once I put a ring on that finger.

But for now, I had another wedding to go to. Another wedding to be happy for. A part of me still couldn’t believe I was actually going back, returning to the place that buried me under what were probably the darkest years of my life, where I was an outcast in every sense of the word. Younger Todd was skinny and had long hair that wasn’t cut as often as it needed to be because he thought it’d distract from a face full of acne. Of course, the only thing the long hair did was exacerbate my skin condition and attract the bullies who wanted to pick on a girly-looking guy. The worst part was I had no real friends—the school I went to was small and everyone knew each other because their families hung out with one another. The only person who talked to me with any dignity was probably my English teacher, who was sweet and kind and exactly like Miss Honey from Matilda.

If I had had friends, I know it would’ve softened the blow of those years just a little bit. Maybe it wouldn’t have impacted me so much, especially more than a decade later. Some of my bullies I actually didn’t mind too much, in the sense I could shrug them off and still go about my day, knowing they tormented pretty much anyone who seemed even a little different. There was Max, who mostly tried to scare me and intimidate me after school, calling me his favorite names: girlie, shorty, or pussy. There was John, who once snatched my notebook full of the drawings I’d painstakingly done and half-flushed the pages down the toilet. And then there was Jared, who was maybe the worst out of that lot and had fun throwing whatever he was drinking that day at me, often soaking me from the waist down so I’d have to hurry home during breaks and change so I wouldn’t miss yet another class.

The bully who outdid all of them, however—and the one I hated the most—was Shannon Kelley. I can still remember the sickening blood-like smell of the metal lockers as she pushed me up against them and spit in my face or stuck her chewing gum into my hair so I was forced to cut the strands off. She was hot, obviously, but she was also a great student and the fact that her dad knew the school principal allowed her to get away with almost anything. While my other bullies targeted many people, Shannon seemed hellbent on making just my life miserable. She’d call me every name in the book and get her girl gang to throw things at me in the lunchroom. She spread rumors that I gave my butt to any guy who could give me five bucks because I was that broke and desperate. And started a bunch of other rumors that made sure I kept being a complete loner.

Shannon made me feel worthless. 

There was one memory, though, that outlasted all the others. That memory still remained so crisp I could convince myself that it just happened yesterday. There was a fire drill at school, and I was late to get out because I was in the bathroom. Once I’d done my business and stepped out, everyone else had assembled outside like planned. Everyone, that is, except for Shannon, who pushed me by my shirt to the room next to it…the girls’ bathroom. It smelled badly of cigarette smoke, and I knew she’d probably been in there smoking all morning. 

That was when I got really scared. It was just me and my worst bully together—alone—in our entire high school building. 

Shannon was tall. Like 5’9” tall—she even did modeling as a part-time gig. And then there was me. Just a stump of a guy. She just stood over me like a tree for a while. She was wearing this pink top that showed off her midriff and a tight pink skirt. I remember thinking how perfect her body was in that moment of total fear. The wall was gross and sticky but I leaned back, causing her to move forward and bend down a bit. Even though it made zero sense, I thought she was bending down to kiss me. But of course that wasn’t what she did. She stripped down, letting her top and skirt pile up on the floor before peeling off her panties. Then she stripped me down and made me wear them, watching intently as those tight pink bikini briefs cupped my cock as they slid past my hips. She took off her bra and made me wear that too. She fished out her phone and started snapping pictures of me. 

I was so ashamed of what she’d done to me. She’d turned me into a girl. Just like that. I tried really hard to fight my erection as her gorgeous nude body swayed from side to side, capturing my humiliating moment from all angles.

After that day, I was worried sick, wondering when she’d unleash those pictures to everyone at school. I knew it was only a matter of time. At first I thought she’d release them that same week, concocting some kind of rumor like I’d snuck in and stole her underwear because I was that desperate for male attention. But even when nothing cropped up that week, I was far from relieved. When several weeks went by, I figured Shannon was just waiting for the perfect moment to out me and destroy me. But then a year came and went. 

She never did release those pictures. 

When she bullied me again, it was like nothing ever happened. Like she never dressed me up in her own bra and underwear. Like she never took pictures of it for proof, so she always, always had the power over me. 

She never mentioned it again.

Even though the horrifying day I kept imagining would happen never did, the day she made me submit and wear her clothes was in many ways a turning point. I quickly lost count of the number of times I masturbated thinking about her towering over me, her body bared just for me. Her sharp eyes raking through my own naked body as I stood there waiting for her to tell me what to do. How amazing my cock actually felt inside the tightness of her panties. I would jerk myself off, feeling furious and miserable and ashamed and a million other things at once, letting myself feel what I’d tried so hard to constrain that day in the girls’ bathroom.

I’d never kissed anyone, let alone had sex. That was probably the closest I’d ever been to a girl.

It just so happened she was my bully. 

I knew—deep in my heart—that I had excited her. Even if she never showed any outward signs. She liked me being a girl just for her, even if it was just for a fleeting moment.


CHAPTER 2

Four months after my decisive conversation with Jadyn, Ricky had come to pick us up from the station. He was exactly like I’d seen him in the pictures. He wrapped his arms around both of us and squeezed us into a big hairy bear hug.

“Good to see you boy!” he said, and thumped me on my back. 

As we sped through the quiet streets in his Ford F-150, I couldn’t help but notice that everything looked the same. The same tacky looking convenience stores, the teenage hotshots sat smoking on the curbs, kids playing in the muddy parks, scruffy old people lining up in front of the post office. The sky was always a gray even when it was sunny. The past was still in the air. I could smell it. It was like my hometown had frozen time, waiting for me to come back. 

Jadyn squeezed my hand the entire way, keeping her eyes peeled even though a long flight plus a three-hour bus ride had wiped her out. 

I sucked in a breath when we turned into the driveway of Aunt Beth’s house. My childhood home, just a decade older. It seemed exactly the same, other than a little fading and graying. The moment Ricky cut off the engine the front door opened and there was Aunt Beth, beaming. 

She waved her arms at me in an excited frenzy. I rushed toward her and hugged her. She hugged me back for the longest time. It felt amazing, but I couldn’t ignore the guilt that was creeping up on me. Aunt Beth was once the most important person in my life, and I’d waited too long to see her in person.

“And this must be your fiancée,” Aunt Beth said, her eyes twinkling. 

“Uh, my girlfriend,” I corrected her awkwardly, then mumbled under my breath, “But yeah, soon enough…”

“Todd’s told me so much about you!” Jadyn said, hugging her too. “You shouldn’t have let us stay in your home. You must be so busy!”

“Nonsense. I will not have you staying into a hotel room like a pair of strangers,” Aunt Beth said. “You’re a very pretty one. Todd’s lucky to have you.”

Jadyn blushed.

Ricky and I took our suitcases inside and we quickly made ourselves home in the cozy kitchen. Aunt Beth had already laid the table for lunch since she figured we must have been hungry after traveling. She’d made her chicken pot pie with an olive salad and her delicious layered jelly to go along with it. 

“So tell me more about your fabulous fiancée,” Aunt Beth said brightly as we all dug in. “How did you two meet?”

“Oh, at work,” I said. 

“Todd got drunk on a work trip and he asked me out,” Jadyn said.

Ricky raised an eyebrow. “I’d like to hear that story.”

I reddened. “It didn’t happen quite like that,” I said. “I’d been meaning to ask her out and it just so happened the trip was perfect timing. Okay, maybe I was a little drunk. But Jadyn told me she’d had a crush on me for ages so it all worked out.”

Jadyn pinched my cheeks and put on her private baby voice. She was obviously comfortable enough to put on that voice knowing full well it would make me horny. “Of course I had a crush on him. How could I have not with these cute little cheeks?”

Aunt Beth laughed. “Todd was even cuter when he was younger. As cute as a button. Now he’s become a man.” She grabbed my bicep with an amused expression like she was checking how big my muscles were. “So do you still work at…what was that place? The community arts center? You used to be a coordinator there if I remember correctly.” 

“No, it’s been a couple of years since I left that job,” I said. I cleared my throat. “I’m now a financial advisor. At a wealth management firm.”

Ricky grinned. “A pity I couldn’t get hold of some of that advice for the wedding.”

Aunt Beth rolled her eyes. “If it was up to Ricky he’d be standing up there in just shorts and a see-through tank top,” she said. Her eyes met mine again. “It’s a shame that your old friends all seem to have moved out. You could’ve had a reunion.”

I dug into my layered jello and took a big bite, feeling my heart clench tight. “Yeah. Shame.”

“Oh, except for Shannon,” Aunt Beth said, clapping a hand over her forehead like she’d just remembered her. “Shannon Kelley! Do you remember her, Todd? She was your friend! Now she’s all grown up. Married a musician. Has a sweet baby boy and everything. Such a beautiful family.”

I bit down hard on my tongue to stop myself from saying something I would regret. I couldn’t believe my aunt had forgotten that Shannon used to be my bully. I’d always told her what I could, but I had to leave out the grisly details for her own sanity. But she knew Shannon was one of the worst. She knew I hated her. 

Maybe she thought I’d moved on. 

After lunch, Aunt Beth showed us to our room, which, of course, was my old bedroom. The blue walls were still there, along with my old work desk, though all my posters had been taken down. The bed had been replaced, along with the closet. Grinning at us from the bed was the big stuffed Elmo I had as a kid. Jadyn raced to the toy and gave it a big sniff.

“Mmmm. I love these old smells,” she said. Then she looked at me in surprise. “Babe? You okay?”

“Yeah,” I said, grabbing Elmo from her and giving it a hug. 

“I’m so glad you’re home again,” Jadyn said, smiling as she began to undress.

I whistled and gave her a quick spank on the butt. “I’m glad you got to come along.”

As Jadyn disappeared to the bathroom to take a shower, I flopped onto the bed. Apart from Aunt Beth’s news about Shannon, I was actually feeling okay. This trip wasn’t even about me. It was about my aunt, and I had to focus on her. They would get married in less than a week, and I was happy I was going to be there to cheer them on. Jadyn and I would be flying home before we knew it. 

Yes. It was all going to be okay.


CHAPTER 3

Aunt Beth and Ricky got married in the lush backyard of a folksy lakeside resort. I’d never seen her look so happy, and Ricky was looking every bit the proud man now that he was her husband—and almost completely unrecognizable in his tailor-made suit. The weather was good: it was pleasantly hot, the sky was brighter than bright for once, and light winds made sure we weren’t actually sweating. 

Jadyn kept commenting how hot I looked in a suit. She had a thing for me in suits. She was wearing a light blue sundress with bows on top of her shoulders, and the dress swished about royally in the breeze. The heels she had on made her almost as tall as I was. She was stunning.

During the afterparty, Jadyn and I drifted toward the dance floor. Aunt Beth had invited way more people than I’d expected, and the backyard was becoming just a little congested. 

“I can’t wait for our big day…” Jadyn whispered in my ear as we danced. 

I grinned. “I don’t think you’ll have to wait all that long,” I whispered back. 

Jadyn bit her lip and looked at me with awe in her eyes. I knew exactly what she was imagining.

The sun rapidly began to fade into the horizon, the winds picking up and the sky darkening into a dreamy orange-purple sunset. As soon as we took a break, some cheery-looking kid guy walked up to Jadyn and handed her a rose, politely asking her to dance. Jadyn giggled and took off her strappy heels, handing them to me. I helped tuck the rose into one of the clips in her hair. I winked at the kid, and, not wanting to be the third wheel, headed to the bar and got myself a rum and Coke. I was happy to do some quiet, uninterrupted people watching, and thankfully there weren’t a lot of people I recognized. The opposite was true too—a lot of the guests simply had no idea who I was, which I took as a compliment.

That was when I spotted her.  

Her.

A shiver ran over me as I took her in. She was wearing a sleeveless yellow dress that looked a bit tight at the top and displayed her generously thick cleavage. She was dancing near a small crowd, her head swaying lightly to the beat, her hips shimmying in perfect rhythm. Her long, wavy blonde hair seemed uncurled from a previous updo, framing down her back with golden highlights. Her face was a little flushed from dancing. She looked so different, and yet she was the same old Shannon. 

My stomach lurched as she dropped down to her heels and threw an arm in the air as she felt the music. I couldn’t believe Aunt Beth had invited her. How could she? Why didn’t she tell me? 

Of course. Aunt Beth was just being nice. Everyone my age had left this stupid town, except for her. She’d assumed I wanted to meet her. Or that she wanted to meet me. 

In that instant, she made eye contact. Her blue eyes shimmered underneath the fairy lights.

I froze. 

In the few seconds it took for Shannon to walk over to me, I considered many things. Make a run for it. Scream until my lungs broke. Vomit into the grass. Throw my drink down her dress. 

None of which, of course, I had time to do. Or the balls. 

“Hey,” Shannon said. Her tone was completely cool. Casual. “If it isn’t Todd Coleman.”

My head bristled as I processed the way she said my name. It had slipped out so easily, like it had been primed over the years, waiting for this exact moment. “If it isn’t Shannon Kelley,” I countered, but I wanted to fucking kick myself. Fake. Fake. You’re fake. So fucking fake. 

“You remember me,” Shannon said, smiling. “So were you actually going to say hi? Or just watch me dance the whole night?”

Ugh. “I was…trying to place you.”

A dig. She felt it. She looked down at the pair of heels I was clutching, then back at me. Had she seen me and my girlfriend together? I was willing to bet she had. Anger shot through me in the awkward silence that ensued. I hated her nonchalance, coming up to talk like she didn’t have a clue she was the reason I’d had such shit self-esteem my whole life. The reason I couldn’t even talk to a girl unless I was drunk. I wanted to be the bigger person, but all the memories were flooding back to me. The smell of the lockers. The bitter scent of smoke in that bathroom. Her body leaning over me, handing me her panties, telling me she needed me to wear them. 

I had to say something. I couldn’t let her brush something like this under the carpet like I was dog shit. I couldn’t do that to myself. I wouldn’t let her. 

But as soon as I opened my mouth, Shannon was walking away, her butt swaying almost hypnotically.

No!

But all she did was walk to the side of the bar and wave me over. Like a robot, I followed her. All I could hear was my own heart beating wildly. It was like every sound—the laughter, the chatter, even the music—had vanished into the ether. 

Shannon was looking at a polaroid camera set up with a big corkboard. The corkboard was decorated with pictures of wedding guests and had messages written on top of them. 

“Want to wish your aunt together?” she asked.

“Uh,” I said, my throat suddenly going dry. 

Before I even said anything, Shannon had pulled me to her side. She took Jadyn’s heels away from me and placed them gingerly on the grass. Her fingers grazed the side of my hand, instantly sending tingles prickling through my body. She smelled...sexy. She was sexy. There was no denying that truth. She pressed against me and I didn’t dare breathe as I forced a smile for the camera. We waited in silence until it developed. I was looking every bit as pained as I felt in the photo, but Shannon didn’t seem to notice. 

She pinned the photo onto the wall and scribbled something against it, then handed the pen to me.

“Are you staying here for long?” she asked.

“No,” I said curtly, writing down all the nonsensical words that came to my head. “We’re leaving tomorrow.”

“Oh,” she said. Was she disappointed? “Such a short visit. That’s too bad.”

“Too bad?” My voice was coming back to me, and along with it, my balls. “Why?”

She flicked her eyes at me. “I’m sure your aunt would’ve liked you to stay longer.” The judgemental look was souring her face. “I was honestly surprised you even came for the wedding. It was like you forgot she even existed. She was really hurt, you know.”

Hurt? Who the fuck was Shannon, telling people about being hurt?

“I think you know as well as I do why I stayed away,” I said in a small voice.

“Hmm,” Shannon said, then let out a scathing laugh. This was it. This was the Shannon I remembered. That same laugh. She was still the same. She was refusing to admit anything. “Where are you staying?” 

“Aunt Beth’s place,” I said, then reflexively asked: “You?”

“The same old house,” she said. “Michael moved in right after we got married, and then we renovated the whole place. Mom and Dad moved out because they were done with this town. Funny, I know.”

I knew the route to that house like the back of my hand. I wondered where her husband was. 

Shannon knew exactly what I was thinking.

“Michael couldn’t be here because he had a gig booked like a year back.” Shannon was watching me closely as she explained. “Out of town. I’m home all day tomorrow, if you want to come over.”

What? I blinked at her, sure that I’d misheard things. Did she just invite me to her place? While her husband was still out of town? 

“I can’t,” I finally said. “I’m taking Jadyn out tomorrow. We don’t really have much time, since we have an early morning flight the day after, so…” This time, I was the one watching her closely, looking to see her reaction. “Jadyn’s my girlfriend.”

Shannon just nodded. “She’s pretty,” she said absent-mindedly. Her finger was tracing over the guest messages on the wall. I hated that a picture of Shannon and I was immortalized on there. “I never thought you had it in you to pull a girl like that, Todd.”

I grimaced. The insult had cut through me hard, razor sharp and biting. I was old Todd then, the skinny guy with long hair and acne, the guy who she turned into a girl.

Shannon sighed. “In case you change your mind…” she said. “You know what to do.”

“Okay.”   

And just like that, she left. Right after she’d insulted me. Right after knocking any shred of normality left in my world. She stepped through the crowds, and walked back up the steps through the resort doors, disappearing from view. 

“Who was that?” 

Jadyn came through, hooking her arm through mine. She was red-faced from dancing, and the rose in her hair was no longer there, probably fallen and crushed on the dance floor. 

“Just an old friend,” I choked out. 

“Oh,” she said, completely disinterested. “Well, I’m famished. Let’s go eat.”

I let her pull me away to the buffet, but I was far from hungry.


CHAPTER 4

The next day, Jadyn and I had the house to ourselves. Aunt Beth and Ricky had flown to Cancun for their honeymoon, but we were basically given the house key so we could make ourselves at home during our final day in town. Our flight was at an ungodly hour the next day (4 a.m.), and with our late start to the morning, we didn’t really have much time. Jadyn did some shopping on the little strip of indie shops downtown and we chilled at the pool hall. Then I took her out for dinner. We had wine and pasta in one of the more upscale restaurants that Aunt Beth had recommended. 

The whole time I was with Jadyn, I was trying to push Shannon’s invitation out of my head. 

A part of me still couldn’t believe I’d actually met her last night. That she’d actually asked me to come over. For what? Did she want to apologize to me? Make amends? Somehow I doubted that. I remembered the way she’d danced so seductively under the lights, knowing that I’d been secretly watching her. The way she’d smelled and pulled me close for the picture. Ten years on, what the hell did she want to do to me? What more could she take from me?

Once we came home, Jadyn announced she was exhausted. I wondered what Shannon was up to right then. Was she home alone? Probably looking after her kid?

Was she thinking about me?

Jadyn was huddled in bed. She was watching me pace up and down the room. 

“Come here,” she said.

I went over and climbed under the comforter. We snuggled.  

“Are you okay?” she asked. 

I nodded. “Just a little tired. I guess.”

“This doesn’t have to be your last day, Todd,” Jadyn said. “We can come again. Soon. Maybe even next summer. I know how important Aunt Beth is to you.”

I nodded again. “Yeah, that would be nice,” I lied. I gave her a peck on the cheek.

“I’ll be going to bed soon.”

“Okay,” I said. I got out of bed and stretched. “I think I’ll go get some fresh air. Maybe take a walk.”

“Right now?”

“Yeah. Is that okay?”

“Of course it is.” Jadyn smiled and took her phone, opening up her TikTok app. “Enjoy your walk. Time for some mindless scrolling before bed.”

I left her there, slipping out the front door and locking it behind me. Outside, the air smelled sweet and earthy, and the starless sky seemed to stretch for miles beyond the darkness of the streets. I started walking, not thinking, trying not to untangle what I was really about to do. This was my last day. When would I come by again? Probably never. I had a very small window of opportunity. The question was: what the hell should I do?  

My mind had already been made up. That was what scared me. 

I just need closure, I thought as I upped my pace to a brisk walk. I just need her to know what she made me feel. 

Shannon lived about twenty minutes away, right next to the community park. I knew the route by heart because I’d passed that way so many times all those years ago. I started a light jog, feeling my underarms dampen and my muscles loosen as I moved swiftly through the darkness. Jadyn was probably asleep by now. Maybe Shannon was too. A sense of dread settled over me as I walked past the familiar convenience store and made a left onto Shannon’s street. I was being stupid. Shannon was never going to answer the fucking door. 

I passed through each house, trying to catch my breath. I could see the park in the distance, shrouded in misty shadows. And then there it was. Shannon’s old place. 

I walked up to the front door. The lights were on both upstairs and downstairs, and there was the faint buzz of a television, but other than that, it was quiet. Way too quiet. The quietness was strangely inviting. 

No husband. No one home except for my bully.

I don’t have any bad intentions, I reminded myself. 

I knocked on Shannon’s door, and waited for her to answer.


CHAPTER 5

Her son was sleeping in her arms. 

If Shannon was surprised that I was standing on her front doorstep, she didn’t show it. There wasn’t a lick of makeup on her face, but her skin was flawless except for a slight puffiness under her eyes. She was wearing jeans and a rumpled T-shirt which exposed her belly button, giving away how tall she was. Her son was older than I’d expected—about four or five years old—and completely silent and content in the cocoon of his mother’s warmth.

Shannon didn’t close the door on me. 

I followed her as she went to an upstairs bedroom and lay her son down, then stepped out and closed the door behind her. 

“I was just about to take a shower,” she said. 

I swallowed. “Maybe I should go.”

To my surprise she took my hand and held it there. “Don’t leave,” she said. “I didn’t think you’d come.” She led me to the living room sofa and motioned for me to sit down.

“I think we need to talk,” she said, taking some of the magazines off the sofa to make space for me. As I flopped down, her arm brushed against mine, lingering there for longer than it needed to be. The pit of my stomach began to flutter and my heart amped up so rapidly I felt it thunder inside my chest. 

Shannon gave me a sideways glance. One corner of her mouth lifted up, the sweetness of temptation already playing on her lips. Those soft pink lips, devilishly reminding me of lips that belonged to another part of her. 

“Just give me five minutes to rinse myself off. I trust you’ll be quiet?” she said, nudging her head toward the upstairs bedroom. 

I struggled to speak. “Of course.”

She gave me a nod and disappeared out of the room. I patted the phone inside my pocket, wondering if I should send Jadyn a quick message to say I dropped by a friend’s house. But then I decided against it—Jadyn was sleeping, after all, and I didn’t want to bother her. And what the fuck was I thinking would happen tonight? I was already reading too much into things, when Shannon had explicitly stated that all she’d wanted to do was talk. 

I stared at the TV, the images just all blurring together into a mess. My chest felt unspeakably tight and I couldn’t feel my feet on the floor. Some time later, Shannon came back into the room. Her hair was wet, the ends trailing down her shoulders all the way to her hips.

She was dressed in just a towel. 

I suddenly couldn’t breathe. Every thought and all sense of logic escaped me. 

Shannon stepped up to me and straddled me, her body arching until her ass settled down confidently on my lap. Her wet hair swept against my T-shirt, sending droplets of shower water flying onto me. She gave me a criminally beautiful smile. 

“What are you— ” I choked. 

“Shhh. Undress me,” she said, taking my hand and guiding me to the small towel knot near her armpit. 

My fingers were shaking as I undid her towel and it fell off in a crumpled heap by my feet. Her huge breasts sprung into my face, causing my cock to twitch uncontrollably. Her entire weight was on my cock, and it felt magical. 

My bully took my hand and guided it toward one of her breasts. I gave it a squeeze and bit back a moan. Her nipples were so red and puffy and as hard as bullets. She whipped them in my face, dragging one nipple up and down my mouth. The room was becoming hazy, and so were my thoughts. 

“I have a girlfriend!” I finally sputtered out. “This is wrong. I shouldn’t be…”

But Shannon just put a finger to my lips. “I know you want this, Todd. You’ve wanted this for years, haven’t you?”

She was so right I wanted to roll up into a ball and pass out.

I didn’t want to face the truth. That I’d worshiped her. Even when she clearly hated me with every fiber of her being, I’d worshiped her. Dreamt of her. Wanted her. Loved her. Nothing—nothing—had changed in ten years. 

“You broke me,” I said, and suddenly I was blinking tears away. I was so frustrated at Shannon and angry at myself for not being able to hold my emotions together. “You broke me, Shannon. How could you do something like that to another person?”

Shannon was silent. Then she said, “Take off your shirt.”

I didn’t resist. Once my T-shirt was on the floor, Shannon unbuckled my pants and slipped my boxers down to my knees. She stared at my hard-on like she was studying it from every angle. I was shaved. I made it a point to shave my cock and ass every day. It was something that Jadyn appreciated. Now, with one of the most intimate parts of me exposed, I had the feeling that Shannon wanted to touch it, maybe check how soft and smooth the skin was. And I did want her to touch it. So bad. I wanted to her grip it in her palm, kiss it, lick it, suck it, make love to it…

But she didn’t touch me. 

She got off the couch. Like she’d suddenly come to her senses. She took the towel off the floor and tied it around herself again, not even looking at me. 

I suddenly felt very ashamed. What had I done? I’d been a fucking idiot. I’d never even thought about Jadyn. I’d already hurt the person I loved the most. I couldn’t believe it.

Shannon breezed to the front door and unlocked it. 

“If you want this, Todd, I’ll be upstairs,” she said quietly. “But you’ll have to strip everything off before you come see me. And if you don’t want to do this, you can walk out. I don’t need to see you.” She smiled brightly, her teeth unbelievably, perfectly white. “As for your girlfriend, I don’t know her. I don’t really give a fuck about her Todd. She’s your problem.”

I opened my mouth to speak, but she just ignored me and calmly walked out and back upstairs. 

She was still so cruel. So, so cruel. 

I had a million questions. What did she mean by ‘this’? Did she really mean sex? Would she really let me fuck her? Or was this a trap? Just another one of her plans to humiliate me?

With my erection slowly fading away, I considered my predicament. The answer was simple. I had to get the fuck out of here, back to Aunt Beth’s house and back to my girlfriend, wash every dirty thought off me and then go to sleep. But I struggled to move to the front door, out onto the steps and into the night. This was like a fantasy. Shannon—the girl who had plagued me for years—wanted me. 

And I needed her. 

Needed her to touch me. Take control of me. Fill me with shame, and so much more. 

Just like before. 

As I stepped out of my boxers, becoming fully naked in a strange house, I knew I would never forgive myself. I’d failed myself, and I’d failed Jadyn. My renewed boner completely defied my conscience as I slowly made my way up the staircase. I could hear the faint sounds of the washer running behind a closed door. At the end of the hallway I found myself in Shannon’s bedroom. 

Shannon and Michael’s bedroom.

She was in bed, in a worn pink robe, reading an old paperback. When she heard me enter she took off her glasses and set the book aside. She glanced at my naked body, at my erection, but didn’t say anything. Her robe parted a little, revealing the curves of her cleavage. My breath hitched as a swollen nipple popped out into the open. 

My gaze fell to the spread of clothes on top of the bedspread. It was a white, angelic looking lingerie set. Satin panties. A bra with petite ribbons coming down the straps. White stockings with a floral design at the top. A garter belt that had cut-outs in the shape of hearts. 

We didn’t exchange a single word. 

I knew what I had to do.


CHAPTER 6

I crept forward, my penis bobbing with every step. 

I suddenly felt ashamed of my boner, too shy to appear masculine.

That was how she wanted me after all. Small, delicate, devoted and feminine. A victim.

I picked up the women’s undergarments and balled them up against my crotch. Slouching, I made my way toward the bathroom. But then Shannon finally spoke, her words slicing through the unbelievably thick tension in the air.

“Where do you think you’re going?” she said. “You can dress up right here.”

I cringed. Humiliated, I turned around. Yes, this was just dress up after all. I was becoming a woman to entertain her. 

As she watched me get dressed, I knew that she knew. From the way the panties slinked up my body, settling gracefully on my hips, to the way I hooked up the bra so easily behind my back, adjusting the straps and cups so they fit my chest better. She was the only person in the world who knew my secret. I brought the garter belt up to my waist, not being able to help but admire the way it shaped my body so beautifully. I hooked it close and fell down on the bed next to her, feeling her shallow breaths ghost over my back as the white stockings glided over my legs. I stood up and clipped the garter belt onto the stockings, adjusting the strap length.

Shannon smiled once I was done. Then she got off the bed and headed straight to the closet, taking out a tube of lipstick and a long golden-brown wig. She sauntered over to me and asked me to kneel in front of her. She uncapped the lipstick and hovered it over my mouth. I pouted like a good girl, rubbing my lips together once she’d finished applying the deep orange-red color onto me. I desperately wanted to please her. 

She warmed a little lipstick in between her fingers and dabbed some onto my cheeks and eyelids. Her touch made me want to groan out loud.

“I bet your girlfriend doesn’t do this,” she said as she slid the wig over my head and fixed it. 

The words shot through me like an arrow. It was unforgivable, but there was something about the way she said that that made me so horny. Shannon was so fucking seductive. She knew the power she had, and she was brandishing it over me like a warrior woman with a sword. My boner grew underneath my soft, satin panties. Soon, I knew I’d be leaking. 

I was still kneeling on the carpet when she hunched over, laying her weight atop my shoulders and straddling my face. I brought my arms up around her thighs and took in my bully’s scent. The need within me was so primal now, and nothing could stop me from waltzing straight into this disaster.

Shannon started to gyrate against my face, swiped her pussy slowly up and down, using my nose as a spur. 

“Do I smell better than your girlfriend?” she asked huskily. 

I tensed, feeling faint and weakened at the question. How could I even answer that? I couldn’t do that to Jadyn.

“Answer me, you piece of shit,” Shannon said, pushing my head back so I would look at her.

I recoiled physically at that insult. I stared deep into the shimmering blue pools of her eyes, savoring the attention she was giving me. 

“And you better not call me anything but Goddess,” she said, parting her thighs so I could speak. “Because that’s what I am to you. So answer me, Todd. Fucking answer me. Don’t be a coward, like you were in school. Be brave. Be who you are.”

“You smell better than my girlfriend, Goddess,” I said, my voice tinny and girly. 

She nudged my chin upwards, forcing me to look up at her again. “Say her name.”

I took a deep breath. “You…you smell better than Jadyn, Goddess,” I said. Fuck. I’d done it. I’d betrayed my girlfriend in the most heinous way possible.

My hurt seemed to fuel Shannon’s arousal. She started pumping up and down, stimulating herself freely on my lipsticked mouth. “Lick me, sissy,” she said, her voice rasping in the quiet, still room. 

I did it obediently, slowly, until I was engulfed in her juices. She was so wet. She cried and groaned desperately, her thighs shivering with pleasure as her clit danced against my tongue. I was surrounded by her from every possible angle, and I loved it. 

I inserted my fingers inside her, sucking at her hot, hard clit like I was in a rage.    

“I wonder how Jadyn would feel if she knew you were out here, licking me like a dog,” she moaned. “Dressed in panties and a bra with makeup and a wig on. Like a little slut. What do you think she’d do, sissy?”

Before I could react, however, her body slipped into an amazing climax. She squeezed her legs together and humped me violently, sputtering out moans that were half-silenced only by her need to be quiet, her nails almost skinning my bare shoulders. A minute later, she finally pulled away, letting me breathe.

“Jadyn will never forgive me, Goddess,” I whispered, feeling my privates thump painfully underneath my panties. “Why are you doing this to me, Goddess? Why do you hate me so much?”

Shannon stood up and gave me a disgusted look. Her thighs were still glistening with her fluids. “Me? I’m not doing anything,” she lashed out. “You’re the one who came here. You’re the one who came upstairs to our room. You did this to yourself, sissy.”

My chin trembled. I wasn’t willing to let her go so easily this time. “I mean, back in school," I said quietly. "I want to know why you bullied me. You had such…hate…for me.” I bit my lip, fighting against the urge to sob in front of her. “That day in the bathroom? It really fucked me up, you know. More than you’d ever know.”

Shannon wrapped her robe around her and fished something out from a bag under the bed before opening up the door to the bedroom balcony. I followed her, reluctant at first to step out into a more public space wearing what really was a very sexy lingerie set. But Shannon ordered me to close the balcony door behind us and then lit up her cigarette, glancing just once at my disdainful expression.

“Don’t look at me like that, sissy. I quit,” she said, taking a long drag and exhaling into the night air. “This is the first I’ve had in like three years.” She swiveled toward me, resting her back against the wall. I couldn't help but blush, resting my arms over my crotch. She was still looking at me with so much hunger. “I mean, look at you. Why did I torment you? The answer is simple, simpler than you think. I liked you.”

“I don’t believe you,” I blurted out.

This time, she blew smoke straight into my face, causing me to fumble back while she let out an amused giggle. “Maybe liked is the wrong word…maybe I liked the fact I could treat you like shit and you still respected me. You were falling head over heels for me, and I guess I liked the way you made me feel. I'm not saying what I was doing was healthy. It was an addiction." She laughed. “Look at me, doing so much self-reflecting.”

“Are you happy, Shannon?” I asked. “I mean, Goddess? In your marriage?”

She answered instantly. “Of course I am. Michael's fucking great. I have a family now, and I love them to death." She gave me a hard stare, and this time goosebumps cropped up all over my arms. "I can tell you love Jadyn to death too. But sex is different, huh?"

An icy chill twisted down my spine. I wanted to call her out so badly. Shannon was probably fucking someone behind her husband's back every time she got the chance, and tonight was really just one of her average adventures. But really—was I any different? Cheat once, cheat twice, it was all the same. I was just as bad as her.

Shannon tossed the cigarette onto the balcony floor and stomped on it once. “Anyway, enough talking. The Goddess is ready."

“What is Goddess ready for?” I asked meekly, feeling something spark inside my very core.

“She’s ready to fuck you,” Shannon said.

She snorted at my incredulous face. “Don’t tell me you didn’t think that was in the cards for tonight?”  Her eyes trailed from my head to my breasts, to my waist cinched in tight by the garter belt, to my legs, bathed in white. “Yes, I want to fuck you, sissy girl, and you know exactly what that means, don’t you? You’re smart enough to know that. Ugh, when you’re looking all sexy like that, I don’t think I could forgive myself if I let you go tonight and don’t fuck you. I mean, who knows when we’ll see each other again?” We ambled back to the bedroom. “Come up here on the bed. No. On second thought, get down here. I like the thought of fucking you on the floor."

She pointed to the corner of the room that met with the bedroom door.

"Bend over and lean your shoulders against the door. Better be quick, sissy. We both don’t have much time.”

Nervously, I glanced at the clock. One hour to midnight. In less than five hours I'd be hopping on a plane, leaving my hometown forever. I prayed that Jadyn was fast asleep by now. I'd left my phone downstairs and now there was no way to know if she'd sent me any texts. 

As I crawled into position, resting my right shoulder gently against the door, I felt so fucking small, so vulnerable, knowing what my bully was about to do to me. Shannon gave me a cryptic smile before ordering me to look straight at the door. Then I felt her foot skating up and down my back. I held my breath as she pulled on the panties, bringing them down little by little until my ass was fully exposed. She snuck a toe in between my cheeks, moving it so slowly, teasing me with her vulgar intentions.

When her toe tucked itself into the entrance of my asshole, I choked back a moan.

“Have you ever had sex with a man?”

“No, Goddess,” I whispered. Then I made it a point to say: "I'm not gay, Goddess."

“I already know your girlfriend doesn’t peg you," she said with a satisfied chuckle. "So. I’ll assume you’re a virgin."

“Nothing’s been up there, other than some of my fingers, Goddess,” I answered truthfully.

“Okay,” she said. She was drizzling lube all over my crack. “Then hurry up and prep yourself. Use your fingers.”

I whimpered. There was a hurried intensity to the way she was talking to me and it was turning me on so much—like she wanted to use me just to get her fix and then be done with me. Like I was just an itch she wanted to scratch. I smeared the lube all over my backside, feeling my privates squeeze out a ton of precum. Hastily, I inserted a finger inside my hole, finding the wetness of the lube a little too pleasurable. 

As I made myself ready, Shannon was attaching a strap-on onto herself. The thing had two prongs sticking out, a big one from the front and a smaller one from the back. She inserted the smaller prong into her pussy and waved her new cock in my face. The cock was a shiny peach, with a thick, fleshy head and light blue veins criss-crossing down the shaft. 

Suddenly, I wanted to humiliate myself by telling her how much I really wanted her.

“Oh Goddess, I really need your cock inside me!” I cried out.

She flashed me a satisfied smirk. 

“You’re going to make me feel so good..." she said softly. "You think your ass knows how lucky it is tonight?”

I groaned. My finger was still inside my hole, vigorously rubbing in the lube.

Shannon came and stood over me. Her nakedness was dizzyingly beautiful. Her big breasts were swollen with arousal, and that pink cock seemed like it was every bit a part of her.

“Suck me,” she said, getting down to her knees. 

I sucked her eagerly, desperately, wanting to do more to please her, wishing I could do more to impress her. With every passing second, I hated my performance more and more, and tried to make up for it by being aggressive. I spat on her cock’s mushroom head, then sloshed my mouth in and out, pumping the shaft with one frenzied palm. I could hear the other end of the dildo ram in and out of her increasingly wet pussy. The sound was like music to my ears.

"Look at you...sucking my big cock..." Shannon murmured. "Still a sissy and a loser, aren't you?"

I moaned into her cock, nodding frantically, accepting the bitter truth. I kept sucking until I could see her eyes cloud over with a lustful rage and she ordered me to stop.

“I’m going to fuck you now,” she whispered, pushing my panties down further. She didn't have to state the obvious, but for some reason, the words reverberated in the air and soaked deep into my bones, making me shiver. I was overwhelmed—with excitement, with fear, with nerves. After all these years, my bully was going to fuck me. 

I'd waited so long for this moment. 


CHAPTER 7

When Shannon’s huge cock finally pierced me, it was like a decade of pain and frustration erupted out of me, causing me to shake and writhe against the door. 

She was slow and gentle only for a short while. We didn't have a ton of time, after all, and her impatience was quickly taking over. I curled forward as she fucked me, my kneecaps digging painfully onto the floor, feeling her cock fill me and the pressure shoot up my tight virgin asshole. I'd made a mess of the carpet because I was steadily dripping onto it. 

I tried not to think about anything other than this moment. Tried not to think of anyone other than my Goddess. I didn't want to face the future or worry about what would happen once all this was over. 

And as my body gave in to my sinful urges and loosened itself, I bounced my butt to help her ram her penis even deeper into my depths. 

It was all starting to feel unbearably, dangerously good.

“Break me, Goddess,” I begged. “Break me so I won’t even be able to walk tomorrow. Break me so Jadyn will notice and have to ask me what’s wrong. Break me so I’ll have no choice but to tell her the truth. About what a pathetic sissy I am. A sissy who likes wearing panties and worshiping women who just want to use me.”

I heard Shannon suck in a breath and then her cock twisted and jerked sharply into me. I bit down on my scream. 

“Get over here,” she rasped, throwing me against the foot of the bed. I was slumped over the edge, still on my knees, thighs spread wide for her. Shannon slithered her cock up and down my crack and the bottom of my back, teasing me until I didn't know whether I was whimpering or sobbing. Then she lined her soft legs against mine and started fucking my brains out again. My entire body bobbed with her thrusts, my head being jerked wildly in response to her fury. She fucked me again and again and again until I was just crying oh god...oh god...oh god...straight into the mattress. 

And I couldn’t help but think about Jadyn. My sweet, sweet Jadyn. She was back home, still sleeping, completely oblivious to what her sissy boyfriend was up to...

“Do you think Jadyn has cheated on me, Goddess?” I whimpered. 

"If she hasn't already, she will," Shannon said. "It's only a matter of time, baby. You won’t be able to keep up the pretense for much longer...she'll need to go looking for man dick...even my dick is much bigger and better than your crummy clit, isn't that right, baby?"

"Yes, Goddess!" I gasped. 

She grabbed me roughly by the hips as she tanked into me with fresh energy. I pulled my long hair to the front and twisted sideways, wanting her to see my small breasts bounce each time she drilled me. My ass felt so sore already. 

"Don't you fucking dare cum," she said, slapping me hard on one cheek. 

Tears sprung down my rosy cheeks at her command. I was so close. God, I need this. I need this. I need this. I wasn't sure if I could control myself for much longer. 

“Up,” Shannon said suddenly.

The dildo slipped out of my ass, leaving my hole puckering and needy. She hoisted me up, pulling me painfully by one bra strap out of the bedroom. 

“Stay quiet,” she said.

“Yes, Goddess,” I whispered.

I could hear the blood pounding in my head as I limped behind her. My legs were practically jelly.

Where was Shannon taking me?


CHAPTER 8

The house itself was silent apart from the patter of rain outside and the sweeping of tree branches against the windows. Winds howled over the roof like ghosts shrieking in disapproval at what we were doing. The only lights were coming from the living room downstairs. Shannon took me to the staircase and after going down halfway, she sat down on one of the stairs and parted her legs wide open, resting her elbows comfortably behind her. Her cock jerked up majestically, somehow looking bigger and more menacing. Was that thing really inside me just a second ago?

"Ride me," she ordered. 

The butterflies in my stomach went crazy. So hot. Soooo hot. Holding onto the railing, I steadily lowered myself onto her. As her cock filled me again and I was brave enough to wrap my arms around her neck, I felt small again, tiny and worthless next to her tall, sinewy frame. I began to ride her, first testing it slowly to make sure my ass was up for it, then upping my pace, until I had no choice but to hand all my power to her. 

"Oh fuck!" she gasped, falling back and letting go of me for a split second. 

I must be making her feel good. 

"I think...I think..." I huffed, trying so hard but unable to form a coherent sentence. I was trying to tell her I was going to explode soon, and there was nothing I could do to stop it. 

Using her teeth, Shannon pushed down one of my bra cups and attacked my nipple angrily with her tongue. Her left hand shot up to clamp over my mouth so I couldn’t cry out in ecstasy. Her tongue twirled lustfully over my bud and then she was kissing it with furious desperation. 

That was when I remembered the front door was still unlocked. My clothes were just feet away, along with my phone, and I could've sworn I was hearing it buzz. As I strained my ears, though, the buzzing faded away, and I knew it was just my imagination. But the thought of Shannon's husband cutting his trip short and waltzing in right through that door made me...wet. Our terrible secret uncovered...all he'd see would be my hot sissy ass bouncing on top of his wife's giant strap-on...

“Fuck me harder, Goddess!” I breathed.

“I’ll fuck you, you whore,” she whispered, letting a trail of saliva break as she released my abused nipple. Her fingers were suddenly on my sissy clit, which was brushing up against her belly and ruining it with precum. “Tell me the truth, whore. Tell me you love me.”

“I love you, Goddess,” I cried out, her fast pumping making me let go. “I love you! I love you! I love you!”

We came together that night. Shannon jerked around in her climax, ramming into me harder than she ever had, and I could almost feel the force of her pussy reverberating in my ass. My cum spraying onto her open hand was probably the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen. My groin twitched and squeezed upon itself like it was having a fucking seizure, the rush still just as intense as when it had started. I'd never had an orgasm even close to this in my life. 

Once we were done, Shannon smeared my cum over my made-up face while I groaned in delight. 

Then she stood up, unbuckled her strap-on, and just looked at me for a long time, as if memorizing everything she did to me so she could look back on this for years to come. I stared back at her, sitting on the step with my hair all wild and messy, sweat and cum running down my face, one nipple out, one expensive stocking torn to shreds.

“You can leave now,” she said. 

My mouth fell open. She was done with me. As soon as she'd cum, she wanted me out? 

Had anything changed? Did this encounter even mean anything?

Wordlessly, I got up and walked to the living room. She followed me there and watched me strip down again. I gathered up her clothes and handed them to her along with the wig, giving her a sheepish smile.

I got dressed quickly, and when I turned around once more I thought I saw a single tear roll down her cheek.

I wanted to hug her so badly, but I didn’t want her to lash out at me. 

Don’t be a coward.

“Fuck it,” I muttered. I went in and wrapped my arms around her, surrounding myself in her scent. Then I gave her a kiss on the cheek. 

To my surprise, she hugged me back.

“Sorry for ruining your underwear,” I whispered.

All she did was smile back.

“Get out,” she said. The smile actually reached her eyes this time. 

I began walking back in the rain, letting my face and clothes soak in the downpour. I was definitely having trouble walking straight and every limb in my body felt battered with fatigue. Thoughts of Jadyn ripped through me, and I was suddenly nauseous. I pulled out my phone and peered down at the screen. No calls or messages. 

I’d have to break it to her—I knew that much. She deserved to know. An image of her all bundled up in bed like a sleeping koala—that was how she slept—tugged at my heart. Maybe the time wasn’t now, but it would have to happen soon. 

I started jogging, desperate to go back to Aunt Beth’s house, back to my girlfriend, and back to my old life as quickly as I could. 


THE END

Thank you for reading!

Lots of love, Rae


Also by Rae Robinson:

Total Submission: 15-Book Mega Bundle

[image: ]

Are you ready to worship her?

Grab these 15 scorching hot stories of femdom feminization, sissification, and crossdressing—now available in a MEGA bundle for the first timeat an exclusive discount price!

It won’t be long before you’ll fall down on your knees, spread your legs, and realize your fate as her dolled-up sissy in panties!

This hot 15-book erotica mega bundle includes:

Tamed & Trained

Claimed By Cheerleaders

From Husband To Lesbian Lover

Sissy Behind Bars

Becoming Her Sissy Doll

Sweet Little Sissy Maid

A Very Hard Lesson

Secret Santa’s Sissy

Becoming Her Pet

I Feminized My Fiancé

Serving The MILF

Pleasing Mistress Vera

Valentine’s Day Surprise

Passion Island

My Bossy Girlfriend: A Femdom Sissy Maid Story

***

Feeling hot and bothered? Get started reading now!

US

Canada

UK


Also by Rae Robinson:

Feminized: The Complete Series (Books 1-5)

[image: A person posing for a picture  Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

Grab these five irresistible tales of first time feminization and crossdressing at an exclusive discount price.

You’ll meet Alan, Miles, Hugo, Scott, and Jase, all of whom are about to undergo the transformation of a lifetime. Because when you become a beautiful woman, anything can happen. Soon enough, they’ll become sensuous objects of desire and grapple with unexpected passions and sugar-sweet cravings. But once they get a taste, there’s really no turning back...

This complete five-book series includes:

Feminized & Willing

Feminized & Desperate

Feminized & Innocent

Feminized & Reckless

Feminized & Broken

***

Feeling hot and bothered? Get started reading now!

US

Canada

UK


Also by Rae Robinson:

My Wife’s New Lover

[image: A picture containing text, clothing, underpants  Description automatically generated]

He got turned into a girly plaything for his wife and her big, ripped lover…

Jacob’s gorgeous wife Allie has had enough. After years of lousy sex, she’s come to a breaking point. The only thing that can mend their marriage now in her eyes? Find her a new man who can give her the loving she deserves.

Desperate to make amends, Jacob sets about opening a dating profile for Allie after she asks him to. But when the manhunt ends and Malik enters their life, he knows it’s over. Tall, black, and built like a tank, everything about him is…big. Malik doesn’t mess around and is so dominant in bed that Allie loves it. Jacob soon discovers that serving his wife is also about serving him, and Allie knows exactly how she wants to make it happen.

She doesn’t just want Jacob to watch…she wants to bring out his girly side and see if he can handle how big her new lover is…

***

Feeling hot and bothered? Get started reading now!

US

Canada

UK


Also by Rae Robinson:

My Dominatrix Wife

[image: A picture containing text, clothing, underwear  Description automatically generated]

[image: ]        [image: ]

Wesley’s beautiful wife Clara is everything he ever wanted, with one tiny exception: she’s possibly more vanilla than an entire tub of soft serve. And the more he fantasizes about her sporting a leather whip and making him worship her in the bedroom, the more doomed he feels about their sex life.

But everything changes when a mysterious pamphlet arrives in the mail, just days before their seventh wedding anniversary.

Sent by the School of Femdom, the pamphlet advertised a series of training classes for married women who crave taking control of their husbands. Wesley is convinced the classes will be the key to unlocking his dream life and unleashing Clara’s inner dominance—not least because they’ll be run by the enigmatic Mistress Yasmina and her sexy blue-haired assistant Lady Kim.

When he takes the guts to finally ask Clara if she’d be interested, he’s shocked when she actually agrees to go.

And just as promised, his sweet wife soon begins her transformation into a stunning dominatrix.

But Wesley is about to find out first-hand that the School of Femdom doesn’t just teach women about femdom. In fact, they have a unique specialty: transforming submissive husbands into feminized sissy harl*ts who take worshiping their mistresses to an extreme new level.

And it’s just his luck that Mistress Yasmina and Lady Kim have taken such an unusual interest in him.

When Wesley is suddenly ordered by Clara to wear skanky dresses, sashay around in high heels, and be in 24/7 chastity, he discovers that being a sub is actually much harder than it looks. But unfortunately for him, that’s just the tip of what’s to come…

***

Feeling hot and bothered? Get started reading now!

US

Canada

UK


BOOKS BY RAE ROBINSON

Femdom Feminization and Sissification Books

Becoming Her Sissy Doll

Claimed By Cheerleaders

My Wife’s New Lover

From Husband To Lesbian Lover

I Feminized My Fiancé

Sissy Behind Bars

Serving The MILF

Secret Santa’s Sissy

Tamed & Trained

My Bossy Girlfriend: A Femdom Sissy Maid Story

My Dominatrix Wife: Part 1: Caged

My Dominatrix Wife: Part 2: Corrupted

My Dominatrix Wife: Part 3: Pimped

Pleasing Mistress Vera

A Very Hard Lesson

Sweet Little Sissy Maid

Becoming Her Pet

Valentine’s Day Surprise

The Cougar’s Shy Sissy

Put In Her Panties: 5-Book XXX Erotica Bundle

Dominant Wives: 3-Book XXX Erotica Bundle

Strip, Sissy, Strip!: Femdom Sissy Feminization: 5-Book XXX Erotica Bundle

First Time Feminization and Crossdressing Books

Feminized & Willing

Feminized & Desperate

Feminized & Innocent

Feminized & Reckless

Feminized & Broken

Feminized: The Complete Series (Books 1-5)

Catcalled

Passion Island

Yours For The Night


Keep up with Rae Robinson!

MY AUTHOR PAGE

(AKA your never-ending treasure trove of feminization fantasies!)

To check out all my hot new releases, be sure to visit my Amazon Author Page!


Keep up with Rae Robinson!

MY NEWSLETTER

Want exclusive email updates, announcements, and hot new releases? Sign up for my newsletter! You’ll also get to download Transformed By His Online Date, a never-before-published, too-risqué-for-Amazon story!


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

A full-time content writer by day and an erotica writer by night, Rae Robinson writes all kinds of dirty stories when the doors are locked and anything can happen. Her main interests include femdom, sissification, and feminization. She particularly loves exploring the intersection between sexuality and self-identity.
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