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My room mate moved out a bit over a month ago and I immediately put out an ad online for a new one. Surprisingly, I didn’t get any response until just a week ago when I got kind message from a woman near my age, who just moved here for a job and needed to find a place as soon as possible. I had no problem sharing a place with the opposite gender, and she seemed nice enough, at least from what I could gleam from the online messaging we used.

A face to meet ensued and we made small talk as I showed her around the apartment. She was bubbly and confident, sharply dressed in a dark grey pencil skirt, tight fitting white top, a black cardigan and pair of nude shaded flats. She listened intently and was an articulate talker, when I showed her what would be her bedroom, a large smirk emerged on her cute pale face, her green eyes fixated, especially on the shock of her getting the larger one.

We moved to the loungeroom as we finished up on everything. I was very happy with her, as I explained to her that she could move in right now, I was confident she’d be a great person to share the place with. “So, how’s everything sound Claire?” I asked. “It all sounds good, the place is nice and I can afford the rent,” replied the brunette, her shoulder length hair moving as she leaned forward in the leather recliner. “I work in IT for some of the tech companies here, my work can be all over the place unfortunately, don’t be surprised to hear me coming in and out at odd hours. I’ll try to be as quiet as possible for your sake Aaron,” she finished. “I’m sure it won’t bother me that much, but thanks for the concern.”

A few weeks had passed as Claire settled into the new place. She had brought most of her stuff with her from her old residence, her clothes, her computer and large screen TV, her bedding and pillow onto the double bed included in her room. She had bought some furniture to put in as well, a dresser with a mirror attached to it, a bin in the corner, some boxes for storage underneath her bed, and a makeup and jewellery box on top of her dresser for convenience.

Things were just typical with her as my new roommate. She was considerate and respectful of boundaries, kept to herself, and helped clean up any mess she made. We made an agreement with each other to split the chores, I’d do the dishes, she’d clean up and empty the bins, I’d handle paying the finances, we’d obviously split the bills evenly but I’d take care of it when she sent me her share.

She was a good cook. She’d whip up dishes with little trouble, she enjoyed it and like talking about food in general. She had a good knowledge of books, being an avid reader, she also enjoyed movies to an extent. It was early afternoon on a Sunday and I had just finished watching a movie when she knocked on my bedroom door loudly. I opened it and she stood all dressed professionally, hair and makeup done. “I’ve been called into work sadly, it’s urgent and I need to be there ASAP. Could you finish my laundry for me? I’ve a load in the dryer that just went in, and I have another on that need to be washed and dried on my bed. Do you mind?” I was a bit taken back, but I did sense the urgency of the occasion. “I mean, I guess it’s not that much of an issue. You don’t think it’s a bit weird for me to go through your clothes?” “I don’t exactly hate it, but time is off the essence now, you told me you had sisters, and spent most of your life growing up in a house with them and your mom. I’m sure you’ll be fine Aaron, I need to go now, bye,” she said as she stormed off. Her heels loudly clanked against the wooden floor until I heard the slam of the front door instead.

This was sudden. Despite the obvious awkwardness of this, she asked me to, and she was mostly okay with it. I did grow up with sisters and my mom, but this was a bit different, as with a relative there was a line or at least expectation that you shouldn’t cross, even though you might have certain urges or ideas. Seeing panties and bras wasn’t exactly new to me.

Despite her strong words and encouragement, she didn’t know about my secret desires. Since her drying wasn’t going to be done for a bit, I decided to pass the time. I threw on an episode of Breaking Bad and watched it until I heard the sharp beeping to indicate it was done, nearly at the end of that episode. I jumped up from my bed and went in to Claire’s bedroom. Opening the door, I saw her white laundry basket on her bed and went and grabbed it with both hands. In front of my I saw a conundrum of her clothes. Some tops and shorts, random pairs of panties and bras, a couple matching sets. A pair of frilly pink panties that definitely gave me some ideas, but I tried to stick to the plan. A tank top and an assortment of socks. I jotted away and got to the laundry room and placed the basket down. I opened the washing machine and neatly placed them in, poured some detergent and hit the button to start. The machine came to life as water filled the front loader and it began to spin fluently. I pulled the dryer open and began to fish out her perfectly clean and warm clothes. Some tops came out, mostly well cut buttoned blouses, a cute skater skirt, a pair of black leggings and fishnet stockings. A couple cami crop tops, a buttoned skirt. Finally, a matching black bra and panties. Cute, and I like them, but not quite the sexiness I was hoping for. Disappointed, I decided to head back to her bedroom and put her clothing away for her, it was a nice touch after all. I reached her bedroom and put the basket back on her bed. Unsure of where in her dresser she kept everything, I just went at random. The dresser had six drawers, three in each column. I pulled the bottom left one and it revealed some tops. Fitting, I placed all the ones I had in there, neatly enough anyway. I went above and found the drawer to only have hair ties and clips, as well spare toiletries, like soap and conditioner. I went to the top and found what I was after, her skirts were there, so I went and filled that with more of what they needed. I went opposite this time, and hit the top right drawer first, where had all her pants and anything that would cover her legs, I placed the stockings and leggings in there quickly. Beneath that, it was empty, and finally at the bottom I hit what I was hoping would be the jackpot. It was decent, but not the grand perverted prize I was looking for. This drawer had all her panties and bras in them, neatly folded, with them on each side. I’ll never get tired of women’s underwear, but I was expecting more lingerie, lace and skimpy, tiny thongs and matching bras for the full hot package. The disappointment was hitting me as I pranced around her room. My perverted desires and fetish for female clothing wasn’t quite being fulfilled as I had hoped. I was a bit lost and unsure currently. My mind raced around as I wondered what to do next, I knew I had time until she back, so there was some hope of me doing something naughty, but I needed some more hot fashion to get it together. I peered towards her makeup in front of me, I loved makeup and it hit the fantasy I had, but I was unsure of my ability to even look somewhat decent in it, and she’d likely notice if I had used it. I put this idea aside. I turned around and it hit me like a 12 gauge shotgun. Underneath her bed I saw the faint outline of what looked like storage containers, or some kind of boxes at least. I kneeled and saw them, two to be exact, I pulled them out one by one, and put them on her bed, next to the laundry basket.

I opened one and finally found my desire. Lingerie. Sexy lace and frilly matching bras and thongs, hot stockings to match, cute heels, even a couple dildos, vibrator and a butt plug top it off. I was in love, and also pleasantly surprised, I wasn’t expecting Claire to be this naughty. My urges were hitting like a tidalwave, I couldn't resist anymore. I pulled of my clothes and stripped nude inside of her bedroom. The pink set stared at me like it needed to feel my thin body or it’d die, so I fulfilled both of our wishes and slid the bra and panties on, prancing and twirling like an innocent schoolgirl, only my thoughts were far from it. The lace fabric felt so fulfilling and soft, I was on cloud nine. My worries and thoughts disappeared, as I engulfed myself in femininity. I checked the mirror and examined my tiny body, the clothes fit nicely enough and I looked well in them. My small amount of body hair accentuated the girliness I was hoping for, as I turned to see the reflection of my entire backside. My thin waist and slight curve of my stomach helped this, as I noticed the lack of broadness in my shoulders. My chest was small and cute, the bra fit nice, and it covered exactly how it should. I’d guess Claire had a B Cup. The thong made my bubble butt stick out, the shape and firmness of the cheeks was evident, as the crotchline towered at the top, while the rest of it was buried deep in my crack. Intent on going further, I turned around to go to the bed and get some more things going, but I was suddenly in shock. In the doorway stood Claire, looking a mix of shock and pleased. “Oh fuck,” I blurted. “This isn’t happening,” I continued, rubbing my eyes to check if I was dreaming. I wasn’t, she was totally there. “That’s all you can muster up? I told you to do my laundry, not raid my lingerie and toy stash. You let your perverted fetishes get in the way of being a normal and productive housemate. I was called to work, and got back earlier than I expected and this is what I come home to? You’re something else Aaron, totally,” she finished with a harsh tone. I was still in shock, nearly wordless. I sighed and thought of something to say, anything. “No thoughts honey? I should expand, you doing all this?” She took a deep breath. “It will surprise you, but I’m actually not too angry with you,” she said expanding her arms to her sides for a moment. I felt some slight relief, perhaps I’d be let off with a slap on the wrist, nothing crazy. I felt a bit of anxiety leave my body, and cleared my throat softly. “You’re… not angry?” I almost whispered. “No, I’m not,” she said smiling. “Truthfully, I think it’s really sexy. I love a nice dolled up femboy, especially one that I did myself,” she said as she stepped towards me. “You look really nice Aaron, your body is nice and small, almost hairless as well. You’re a cleaner canvas than I’ve typically had,” she said as she grabbed my hips. “Had? You’ve done this before?” “A few times, yeah. You already like dressing up, so why don’t you be my doll for me? We can have some fun, I promise.” I felt some reluctance, despite her surprise encouragement. This was mostly new territory, I’d dressed before, but never had someone actually embrace it, and to then help me with it? This was a whole new level. “What do you say baby? Need some encouragement?” she said as she placed her soft hand in my panties and gripped my cock, stroking away. It felt great, especially in her lingerie, her soft skin was luscious on my penis, I trembled and felt dizzy with horniness. Her wording was exactly what I wanted to hear. I took no hesitation in saying, “Yeah, I want to be your kinky toy. Please fem me up Claire,” I said as I got more turned on. “It’ll be my great pleasure honey,” she said smiling a large grin of pearly white straight teeth, her red lips looking gorgeous. “You’re really hard now baby, but I don’t want you to explode, not now anyway.” “I can’t cum?” “Only under certain circumstances, when I say,” she said as she let go of me, dripping of pre cum. “Now, we’ll continue our fun tomorrow night? I’ll come get you at six. Be shaved for me.” With that, I knew something special had begun.

The entire day passed with a slowness unlike any other. Waiting around was like torture, as my mind was racing on what her dirty plans were for tonight. As she mentioned, I had gotten up slightly earlier than typical, to spend extra time in the shower preparing myself for her. I shaved methodically and thoroughly, hitting every crevice and area of myself, shaving everything completely. I was hairless and totally in love. Feeling the masculinity fade away was an embracing and revealing experience. My new fem side was feeling it.

The time had almost come as I sat in my bedroom waiting for Claire. It slightly before six and I was feeling a mixture of nerves and excitement as I wondered what would happen next. There was no turning back now, but I was fine with that, especially considering how much enjoyment I got from the little things we did yesterday.

I wasn’t exactly sure why, but her idea of controlling my orgasms was incredibly hot to me. That level of domination and control was combining with my lingerie kink, and building new heights of gender bending and submissive doll sexiness. I so wanted to be her pretty doll to prance around and play with, like a puppet on a string. My idealistic fantasies had filled my head and made me overwhelmed and lost. I checked the time and to my surprise it was slightly after six, my thoughtfulness had made time seem slower than reality. My heart began to speed up and I wondered what Claire would arrive with.

Claire knocked at my bedroom door suddenly and I sat up in an instant. “Aaron, I’m here baby,” she said loudly, trying to get her voice past the muffling created by the wooden door. I got to the door and opened it almost after she finished her words, and the sight of her beautifulness engulfed me. My sweet mistress was dressed in tight fitting dark blue jeans and a light grey sweater. “Claire, I love your outfit, it looks great,” I said as she smirked slightly towards me. “Well thank you. But really, it’s nothing special, the kind words don’t go unnoticed though. Now, did you shave as I requested?”

“I did, absolutely,” I replied. The sexiness of no hair was really getting to me. “Great, thank you baby. Just a simple request, from now on call me Mistress Claire would you? Or even just Mistress will work fine.” My ears sprung up and her words hit me like nothing else. Truthfully, I love the sound of that, she’s so creative and dominating. “Sure thing, Mistress Claire,” I said with an obedient tone and focused look, the look in my eyes showed submissiveness. Her face was indicative of her attraction to my wording.

“I have some presents for you, as well as a few fun surprises. Can you strip down for me honey?” “I can Mistress,” I replied pleasantly. Immediately, I quickly removed my black t-shirt and grey shorts, then my underwear all the way, and threw everything to the side of my room, below the closed blinds over my window.

Claire ran her eyes up and down my body, analysing my smoothness with the intensity of an addict seeing an abundance of drugs. “I love this Aaron, this hairlessness is so sexy, you’re cute, even completely nude,” she said grasping over my upper and lower stomach. “You like my stomach Mistress?” “I do, the thinness and lack of hair, your cute petite body is well suited for my dirty intentions. Also, you should from now on use fewer masculine words, instead of stomach, say tummy, it’s more fitting for a lass like you,” she finished. I immediately thought of how accurate that is, my vocabulary needs to be more girly. “You’re right Mistress Claire. Great suggestion, I’m open to hear more tips on how to be more feminine,” I added. “I’m plenty sure I’ll have more to sprinkle throughout our fun sessions,” she replied with a large smile.

“Can I see my presents now?” I asked forgetfully. “Remember what I said about when talking to me? Oh, and put another word at the end of your sentence, I’m sure you can guess which one,” she replied, her facing showing slight annoyance at my lack of awareness. It dawned on me immediately after she finished her words, a poor mistake on my behalf. “Can I see my presents now Mistress Claire, please?” “That’s the enthusiasm and respect I deserve and will get from now,” she loudly blurted.

She dropped her bag to the floor, next to her legs and opened it. My nerves shot up, while my anticipation grew tremendously for what might be in store. “I got this for you baby,” she said, pulling out a pair of nude coloured stockings. “More lingerie as well,” she continued, holding up a red lace set in front of my focused eyes. She softly placed them down, careful not to damage or distress them. My Mistress then pulled out a small jewelled buttplug, and then a pink chastity cage, holding them in each of her hands.

“Take your toys,” she said as she held them towards me, and I grabbed them. I shadowed the pink cage over my crotch and imagined how it’d be to wear, I shivered as the bright plastic rubbed against my skin, feeling the blood pumping down to my penis. “My cock is getting hard Mistress.” “I can see the increase in size,” she replied as her eyes darted down south. “Also, it’s a clit honey. Call it that from now on, further, it shouldn’t be hard either, it needs be continuously limp,” she added.

“Is that the next step?” “It is, astute thinking babe. But a couple more things just to do,” she said as she went back to the bag and pulled out a long sleeve pink lace top, and then a dark blue pair of denim shorts, neatly folding them atop each other on the ground nearby. Next, she gripped a dark red body con style dress, and then a straight brown wig, placing them next to the others. Finally, she removed a light brown box.

“Is that for makeup?” “Sure is,” she replied and placed on my dresser. The assortment of clothes was appealing to me like nothing else, my eyes were obsessed with what she had gotten me, and I patiently waited for her ideas to unfurl.

“Now it’s time for the cage, put it on,” she said in a stern tone, pointing her finger. “In fact, I’ll help you,” Claire added, immediately after. She moved towards me and took the cage from my hand and held it near my clit. Claire softly slipped my balls behind the circular rings, held them there, and then neatly placed my clit into the front section, and clicked that into place with the rings, before finally adding the padlock near the tip, and locked it away. “Here you go baby, fits perfectly. The lack of hair helps, as getting some stuck in there would be painful.”

“Thank you, Mistress,’ I replied proudly. It fell good, and I loved the submissiveness of it, I really was her locked toy. She smiled with lust and delight, and went and felt up my ass in no time, “I love this,” she said as she squeezed fiercely, and then added a firm spank across cheeks. “My pale doll, with a bubble butt,” she said as she giggled with a sharp tone. “Turn around and spread for me.” I spun and pulled my cheeks apart. “Cute hole, I’ll wiggle this in,” she said as I felt the cold roundness of the plug hit my sissy hole, my entrance slowly adjusted to the large part of the bulb shaped toy, and  then it moved past until I finally felt it in properly and the tiny circular part resting outside.

“Get dressed,” she ordered. “Today’s my luck day Mistress, sure,” I replied. “Any particular outfit?” I asked gesturing my hand towards the pile of clothes. “You can pick,” she explained. With that, I was over the moon, I loved the clothes she had gotten, but being able to choose what I want was great. My eyes and hands were drawn to lace, not just the cute lingerie, but also the top that was there.

I grabbed the lace set and quickly threw it on, pulling it all the way up, and finally clipping the bra. “Looking good,” she commented with a smile. I then pulled the pink top over my head, and put my arms through the holes, and finally jerked it all the way down until the bottom of it rested against my waist. After all that, I grabbed the jean shorts and put them on. I was feeling cute, despite not being completely dolled up.

“Good work sweetie, you’re looking good already. But I’ve a few more steps to complete the transformation. Would you like to go further?” she asked with steely eyes. Not a single doubt was anywhere in the layers of my body. “Of course, Mistress Claire,” I replied, opting for a submissive, feminine tone.

“That’s exactly what I was expecting. Great job with the voice training as well, girly and cute, but not too over the top or dramatic. A pleasant touch,” she said. “Let’s move on now,” she continued. My Mistress pointed her finger to the wig and I knew what she was implying, I quickly grabbed it from the floor and held it. I moved to my dresser and did my best in putting it on. A few moments passed as I jerked and rolled it around, trying to fit the top around my slender head as best as I could, until I finally had the top portion stuffed in place. “Pull it down,” she ordered. I gripped the edges and slowly moved it down my head, until the ends of the wig hit my shoulders, and the cap itself was completely wrapped around. The straightness of the brown wig accentuated my head perfectly, covering the sides of my face, making it look more smaller and feminine.

I loved what I saw in the mirror, even though there was a palette of makeup to be added. “It fits you well honey, as I expected, now for some makeup?” “Yes please Mistress Claire,” I replied with enthusiasm, standing straight and admiring myself. “Today we’re not going to go the full nine yards, but I’ll still beautify you a good amount,” she said. She grabbed the brown box on top of the dresser and opened it up, revealing an assortment of makeup, most of which I wasn’t very familiar with. “Stay still for me,” she said as she removed some of the beauty products. “Move your hair behind your head,” she asked as she ran her finger along my wig. I grabbed the edges of it and pulled them behind my head, revealing both sides of my face.

“Now, I’ll be doing it for you, but this is also a bit of a guide, so pay attention,” she explained. “See this?” she asked with a small bottle with a pump in her hand. “This is foundation, the first step. Now, it’s not too technical, just squirt some out in your hands, and then rub it all over, you’ll see.” She smeared it in her hands, and began to spread it over my face with precision, hitting every inch of me. “Finally, add this and make it a bit finer,” she said as pulled a sponge, and moved it over, making it blend in more with my skin. “Now, concealer,” she said as rubbed the end of the concealer stick beneath my eyes into a thick line. “Need to get rid of dark tones there, and take this.” “You want me to Mistress Claire?” “Of course, you need to,” she said with encouragement. I gripped the sponge from her hand and tried my best at applying the concealer, It wasn’t too difficult, despite my lack of experience, and moments later I saw the makeup blend into my face with everything else. “Good girl,” she commented. “Now for eyeliner,” she said as she slowly aimed the end of the pencil towards the edge of my eyelid. She carefully drew the black line across from one side to the other, reaching the end before the side of my nose. Claire did the other and then my eyes were done. “What’s next Mistress?” “We’ll break out the eyeliner,” she replied. “Now for this, you basically making your lips larger then they are, male typically have a smaller arch in their lips, so just draw it up, and connect it to the edge of your lips in a kind of half circle,” she said as traced over my top lips, and then did my bottom. “Now for the lipstick, good idea is to have it to be a shade or two lighter than the pencil, for tone and accentuating purposes. I’ll do this as well. Essentially, just shade your lips, it’s not crazy, just be steady.” A few seconds passed and my lips resembled a glossy two tone apple in color, fulfilling the girly vibe I desired. My Mistress Claire smiled with intensive happiness and lust. “We’re on the final steps now baby,” she said. “Mascara, which is something I really enjoy, the trick is to squint your eyes, and that makes your lashes stiff, perfect for applying.” I squinted my eyes and she softly flicked bristles against my eyelashes in a vertical motion, applying a handful of times on both sides, until they were black. “Now we’re at the end, this little thing is what’s called blush,” she said as she flipped the container open, revealing the light pink tone square with the small mirror on top. “Now for this, just use the small brush and dab it in basically, a few times preferably. Now smirk for me, it makes it easier to apply and brings out the cheeks.” Mistress Claire punched the brush a handful of times on each cheek, around the midsection beneath my eyes, until she was finished. “Good so far, looking rosy. Finally, get a sponge and rub it in like before, blending it together like this,” she said as she worked her hand over my cheeks. “We’re done,” she blurted with enthusiasm. I felt like something else, being all femmed up and caked in makeup, I had hit the desire I was greatly after, thanks to my loving Mistress. “How are you feeling?” “Great, super pretty,” I replied. “You are, you’re looking great baby,” she said as she planted a kiss on my cheek while gripping my tummy. I fixed my hair in the mirror and saw how much the wig complimented the makeup, adding to the femininity. “Now you’re my doll, it’s time to christen you a cute name. Any ideas?” “Uh, not really,” I muttered with little thought. “That’s fine, I have some, I’ll just convert your name to a girl one, how about Anna? Or Abby? Aria?”. “Well, Aria is cute, and fits more with my boy name, so I think that’ll work. Thank you Mistress Claire. “No problem sweetheart.” “Is this all for today Mistress?” I pondered. “No, not all. One more step Aria, wait,” she replied with a cheery smile. The mystery hit me like a structure falling, my mind raced as I wondered exactly she meant, despite my scatterbrain, I guessed that there’d only be a few possible options.” She left the room in a hurry and I sat down on my bed, aiming my eyes at the floor. Her graceful footsteps pattered as she made her way back, and all of a sudden I turned my view upwards and saw her again. Contrary to her words, she looked the same, still the tight jeans and flattering sweater, but an idea popped into my head. “Is this surprise hidden?” “Sure is, my dear, guess where exactly,” she said sweetly as she walked until she was right in front of me.

“There?” I asked pointing my index finger to her crotch.” “That’s correct honey. Be a good girl and work it for me? If you get what I mean,” she replied looking flirty. I placed my hand against her and immediately felt the stiffness inside of her jeans. I knew it was a penis, but I wasn’t exactly sure what kind I had in front of me, ripe for the taking. I gripped the waistband of her jeans, “Go baby,” she whispered as I pulled them down to her knees, and saw the large and enticing black strap-on, without panties covering it. My lust grew and I did exactly what she wanted, I opened my mouth and took it in as best as I could, not accounting for one thing: Teeth. They hit the dark hardness and I was a bit confused, unsure of how to do this. “Use your lips to cover them,” she suggested. I tried once more but still struggled, “Give me your finger,” she said as I moved my index towards her face. She opened her mouth and pushed her lips down in demonstration, sliding it along the shaft. “Like that.” I tried once again, but moved my lips down as best as I could and had it covered, finally taking the tip and a small amount of the shaft inside me. “Good girl, now try moving up and down for me honey.” I slathered my lips along the shaft of her penis, until I was repeatedly taking it with little effort, with occasional rests and stops. “That’s it Aria, don’t stop now,” she pleaded. I took it back in and worked it again as she moaned and told me how much of a good sissy sub I was for her. Her dirty talk was something I really needed to hear, it was pushing me further. Her cock was getting wet and sloppy, as I glazed it with the wetness and drips of my saliva. “Sissies do it nasty,” she said as I kept sucking her off. It was clear I was gaining stamina and skill every passing second, I had gone off the deep end but I was loving it. I ran my tongue along the shaft of her and she instructed me to try my tongue more often, as “variety is key to pleasure,” she blurted in between her moans of mental pleasure. “Men will wish for consistency as well honey,” finishing her sentence as I removed myself from the tip. “How should I balance variety and being consistent? I want pleasure as much as possible Mistress, like a good sissy girl,” I asked with commitment in my eyes. “Great question Aria. Listen to him, his moans, breathing, his words, whether they be sweet and encouraging, or sterner and more authoritative, such as ordering you every step of the way. Communication is the solution, now start sucking again baby,” she ordered me, pointing towards her cock. I took her back and was determined to pleasure her to keep our encounter moving towards the next step, I really wanted her to dominate me. “Just like that,” she yelled as I worked my tongue all over left side of her shaft, enveloping the fake penis with enthusiasm that I had a real one in front of me. Fake was no disappointment, as I caressed my lips and bopped back and forth like a naughty slut. She moaned and told me that was what a proper sissy does, works it a queen and doesn’t complain, and verbally exclaimed how much I loved to serve my Mistress. “Try for a deepthroat,” she demanded. I curved my lips and braced for what would happen. My lips brushed along the shaft until I was nearly mouth deep with cock, I wasn’t quite deepthroating it, as I wasn’t hitting the back, but I had taken a fair amount. “That’s nothing to sneeze at baby, a respectful effort even though you didn’t reach my objective. Good try sweetie, perhaps one day we should just set some time for exclusively practicing this. Don’t forget about the balls either,” she finished. I cupped my lips again and took in the one on the right, trying to swirl around it, and teased with my tongue as well. “Good girl, good methods.” My lips came off and I just darted my tongue all over, the wetness was covering the silicon testicles like a rainy day, as she told me to stop and park my mouth right in front of the large head. “One more thing, flatten your tongue over your bottom teeth, cover your top with your lips, and then suck like usual.” I wasn’t about to say no, so I did as she ordered and suddenly she was back in my mouth. I had to slow down as this was a bit unusual to me, but still kept sucking her, “Men enjoy that, with the tongue beneath, try to swirl like you did with the balls.” I started from the head again, a bit faster, and swirled and fanned my tongue all over the underside of her shaft, running my mouth back and forth a handful of times. I was in love, I had no desire to stop, but then she blurted, “Good job Aria, now stop for me.” “Yes Mistress,” I replied. “That’s enough for today, we’ve reached the endgame baby. Pop up onto the bed for me and wait.” I got up and sat there. She left the room and in the blink of an eye she was back. I watched her walk swiftly back through the doorway, the strap on bouncing with each step, as I noticed the large bottle of what I presumed to be lube in her hand. “Is that what I think Mistress?” “It definitely is baby. Turn around and get on all fours.” I spun and placed my head and hands forward, the palms facing down and poked out my backside and feet. “You look great from behind honey,” she said as she gripped my denim shorts. “Let’s get these off,” she exclaimed gripping the waistband and pulling down quickly, revealing my panties and ass. She moved my lace underwear to the side and gripped my jewelled buttplug. She slowly loosened it until an audible pop was heard when it exited my hole. “Ready baby? To get your beautiful pink pussy hole fucked?” “I’m ready Mistress Claire, please give it to me!” She opened the lube bottle and squirted it onto her strap on and then all over my hole, covering my entrance, with it dripping in and around my cheeks. “I’ll take it slow honey,” she exclaimed. Claire groped my cheeks and backdoor with lust and intent, the hard hold of her soft hands was a nice contrast, and I love the thoughtful romanticness before the filthy sex that was about to come out.

Two fingers entered my hole as I felt her stretch me out, pounding in and out methodically as I moaned softly in response. “That’s it, I love the fingers Mistress,” I said as she continued, slightly speeding up, loosening my even more. I wasn’t gaping, but I was warming up to accommodate a cock. “You’re doing well baby, you’re hole is warm and enticing, it’s opening up. Should I go further?” “Please do Mistress Claire,” I replied.

She removed her fingers and gripped her strap on and aimed it towards my pussy. “Here goes,” she announced loudly as she spread one cheek and squeezed it. The occasion built in me as I felt the tip hit my hole, delicately pushing it inside of me, with the help of the abundance of lube. The lips gripped it like a suction cup as she pushed deeper, the shaft really getting in there, as I heard her moan and call me a good sissy slut. “Baby, you like that?” “I do Mistress, don’t stop, give it to me,” I replied.

The lube dripped out of me and down my cheeks as she fucked away. She fucked me well, and I was really feeling the intensity of a real sissy, this was an incredible turn on. My obvious limpness didn’t reflect it, but the mental sensations and goosebumps across my body was a sign of it. The cock inside was stretching my pussy and I was completely used to it now, I had no issue with tightness or any struggling. “You’re sissy hole is so sexy when it’s being fucked,” she screamed and spanked my left cheek. A red imprint was left behind, “Leaving my mark on you with that spank,” she said.

I loved her dominance over me, the physical aspect was improving our sex tremendously. She kept going at it and I was feeling it everywhere, the moans and breathing was filling the airwaves of the room, and engulfing us like a sex crazed fire. I felt the firmness and circular shape of the head as it moved in the entrance of my pussy, the ring of my lips encasing it felt incredibly euphoric. Time passed like it was nothing as she fucked me.

“We’ve been going for ages,” I randomly blurted. “Oh, only a few minutes baby,” she replied as she slowed down with her penis. “We’re not stopping, not for a while anyway, enjoy the ride,” she continued as she gripped my hips and kept at the steady pace. “I love this cute little ass, it’s just perfect. It’s edible, I want to munch on it Aria, I’ve got an ass fetish,” she said loudly as she was balls deep. “You’re not the only one,” I said with a weakness in my tone, as the pounding taking my breath away. She kept fucking me. Pump after pump after pump, my toes curled and she noticed it, commenting on my pretty feet. “I’ve been giving it to you for a while honey, I want to see what results have come of me pounding you. Spread it for me in three. One, two three,” she finished as she pulled out of me, and I spread my cheeks like a bad bitch for her. “Sexy, you’ve got a hot little gaper showing darling. You’re looking good for me baby, you’re such a dirty sissy.” “Thank you Mistress.” Claire stuck it back in and I was in love again. The dick was fucking me so well, my clit was aching and I felt some slight drips emerging from it. She slowed down a few moments later and gripped my shorts and removed them all the way, throwing them to the floor. Next, she grabbed my red panties and took them off, and they landed next to my shorts. “Come suck,” she ordered. I turned around and took her in my mouth without questioning where it had just been. My lips curved and moved along the shaft of the hardness, taking all of what could be on there, whether visible or not. “You’re a naughty girl,” she blurted. “Sucking me off after I’ve stretching you out for nearly ten minutes, I was deep inside and your slutty lips are now swallowing everything there, all the lube and pussy juice. You didn’t even think, you just obeyed.” “Of course, I’m a good sissy slut Mistress Claire,” I replied with a pleasant and eagerness in my tone. She smiled and gestured for me to turn around and I did so, she gripped my hips and pushed me further on the bed, “A bit further for me,” she said as fondled my ass, pushing me again, until my head was nearly in line with the footboard. “Spread for me again,” she demanded. I gripped my cheeks and widely expanded them, conveying my hole for her. “There’s that pretty pink pussy, nice and worked up,” she said lustily as she stuck it back in, “Round two!” she yelled. Mistress Claire started pounding away and I loved it just as much, the thick cock was piercing my stretched hole and reaching into the depths of my slutty insides. She went quicker and I felt it, the sensations on the edges of my hole grew as I felt the shaft move throughout it. My sissy hole was on fire, and my loud moans made sure she knew it. “You like the big cock honey? Filling your pussy that I own?” “Oh, I love it Mistress Claire! You own every point of my pussy. Make me cum,” I asked. “Yeah, I will, I’ll make you cum baby!” she yelled with a sharp spank on my right cheek, and gripped me like a wanted criminal. She sped up like a crazed animal, and I was nearly at my point of culmination. I heard her breathing much harder as our bodies entangled in sexual ecstasy, the sweat from her dripped onto my back and fell down the bedding, as I lay with my face nearly buried, and my ass pointed upwards. Claire adjusted her aim slightly south and hit me exactly I needed it, “Oh my god, that’s feels so fucking good, yeah right there,” I said with intense encouragement. She picked up on my pleasure, and kept at it. “I think I hit the prostate baby, your naughty little sissy button, I’ll keep playing with it.” Mistress Claire gave it to me like someone was holding a gun to her head and forcing her. My breath grew faster, and my toes curled in heat, my entire body felt the weight of her cock penetrating me. The horniness and immense pleasure spread everywhere, and I felt amazing. “I see you’re dripping honey, the sissy button really works!” She wasn’t exaggerating, as my juices were filling the sheet beneath my crotch. I felt the intensity and I was clearly on the edge of explosion, as she didn’t stop or slow down her penis. “You fuck me so well Mistress,” I said loudly. My eyes rolled to the back of my head and my body ached. My clit spasmed violently as my girly juice ran from my balls to the tip, and exited in an ignition of drops and slit shaped cum, blasting everywhere below me. The sheet was soaked through to the mattress. “Good girl Aria! You came as hard I fucked you, just like you asked and I intended. You’re a submissive sissy girl,” blurted Mistress Claire as she removed herself from me, and slapped my cheeks with her cock for good measure. “Thank you, Mistress Claire!” I said as I slowly turned around and kneeled in front of her, my wet mess between my legs for effect. “I love the dick, and you’re good fucking. Thank you, I really am a true sissy slut now.” “Go forth, use my training, and build on this in the future with other Mistresses and even men,” she finished by planting a soft and short kiss on my lips. From this, I knew I had a new goal in life.

◆◆◆

If you enjoyed reading this check out my other books: My books
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