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Bec waited nearly all day for her trap to be strung. She had gotten up slightly earlier than usual to set her plans and then left the small apartment. Typically she’d have work, but she had the day off and purposely neglected to tell her roommate Matt. For too long he had been borrowing and raiding her clothing while she way away, trying hard to have her not notice. Despite his efforts, Bec had noticed small clues and details that would be considered forgettable to most people, but she had great eyes and an impeccable memory.

The drawers of her dresser having her clothes slightly messier than she remembered. Some of her nicer and more erotic clothing would be put back in but not as neatly folded, there would noticeable creases and marks in them, suggesting something had happened to them. As their apartment was only a tiny two bedroom one, with living areas and kitchen downstairs, and their sleeping areas upstairs, the culprit was obvious. Her bras and panties would be put back and look slightly worse than before, not stained or torn, but more handled without much care and placed with out any thought or discretion.

Her roommate Matt was a decent enough person, barely 19 years old and a long way from his small country town in the middle of God-knows-where. He was mostly quiet. She guessed he was pretty inexperienced with girls, or had some deeper reason for what she suspected him of doing. Despite the obvious creepiness of what he was likely doing, she wasn’t pissed off to the point that her blood was boiling in disgust.

He was a young boy after all, they all had urges and curiosity. They all had thoughts and interests in the other gender, of varying degrees. Perhaps he was a bit more than the vanilla kind, she needed to dig deeper to find out. Around the corner from their place, Bec sat in her parked car, with her laptop in her hand. She didn’t have a lock on her bedroom door, but this time she left it slightly open as an incentive.

Squeezed between a couple books on the bookshelf in the corner of her room, was a hidden, almost unnoticeable camera. It was recording and she was also streaming it to her computer. A swig from her hot coffee preceded her drawing her eyes to her laptop, waiting with a hint of anxiety and unsureness.

She drank away as the minutes passed in fair succession. Her coffee was dwindling slowly in temperature, as cars and people passed around her in the parking lot she was at. The sun was nowhere to be found, as the grey clouds and sky blocked it like a giant shield. She wondered how long this would take, as she had no idea what times he would go to her bedroom and whether it would be repeatedly.

Suddenly, the soft creaking sound of a door being opened entered her ears like a Q-Tip. Her head turned from the boringness of her driver side window to the bright screen of her laptop. She picked a hidden camera that would pick up sound on purpose and it was paying off. Matt entered the room in no hurry, not even closing the door properly, as he expected to be alone.

He stepped in a bit further and waited momentarily, as if he was not certain of what he’d do here. He exchanged a few looks around the room, between her desk, bed and large dresser. Her bed slightly messy, her dresser drawers were all closed, but he knew which ones had what. To his surprise, a full set of pink lingerie was strewn over the chair placed at her desk.

It had a pair of panties with a hot matching bra. The crotch of the underwear and the cups of her bra had lace detailing the front and back of each, while the waistband and straps of each respective item was a tiny thin line. Below that, was a matching garter belt and nude colored stockings to complete it.

Bec imagined his heart was racing, being in the presence of such naughty clothing. Chances are, he’d never seen anything like this with his own eyes, as most of her underwear was cotton, with only a handful being anything more revealing. Her kinkiest pair of panties was a skimpy black thong, completely cotton apart from the waistband and trim being lace. The back of it matched the front, with it half covering her cheeks and behind neatly.

His hesitation stopped as he approached and began to fondle and feel the lingerie. She’d done it. Her trap had been sprung, and she was feeling very happy about it. Without thinking, she closed her laptop and placed in the passenger side of car. She drove out of the parking lot and quickly rushed home. Arriving, she parked her car slightly down the street, to mask the potential noise and maintain her surprise appearance.

She reached the front door and slowly and quietly made her way through it. Bec tip-toed her way up the stair set and got to her slightly open door. She was quieter than a mouse. As she left her laptop behind she was not exactly sure of what she was about to witness.

“Matt, you pervert!” she nearly screamed as she pushed the door open quickly. He turned around and looked at her in response to her screeching sound. He stood tall, like he was confident, but inside he was a mixture of embarrassed and horny. Bec’s feet stopped like a car crash. The mental image of what she was expecting to see left her brain immediately as the apparent reality hit her like a surprise sandstorm.

“Bec, this… it’s not what it looks like, I swear,” he tried pleading with her. “Are you sure? To me, it seems to be exactly what it looks like. You wearing my lingerie.” Bec was expecting to see him furiously stroking his penis with her panties wrapped around, but instead it was neatly placed into her sexy underwear. The bra was elegantly put on, with the cups covering his chest, and the straps nicely fitting over his small shoulders. The garter belt was around his small waist as it hooked to the stockings below.

“Why are you wearing my lingerie Matt?”

“It’s.. I just enjoy wearing women’s clothes.”

“I know. I’m not stupid or blind. I’ve noticed odd things happening to my clothes over the past few months. Sometimes they were crumbled up, were not neatly placed, or even not put into the correct spot. At first, I thought maybe I was remembering wrong, but then it kept happening again and again,” she said as she stepped closer to him.
“I’m sorry Bec. It’s just I find it really fun, it’s hot as well.” He looked slightly more comfortable, as if the conversation was having a numbing effect on him.
“Hot? Dressing up turns you on? You are a bit naughty aren’t you?” Bec moved right up to him now grabbed his hips. “You mom did say similar things about you before you moved in, but I wasn’t exactly expecting this. Not to this nature,” she said as she looked into his eyes.

“Please don’t tell my mom Bec. I’m so sorry, if I get in trouble here, I know she’ll force me to come home, but I don’t want to. I want to stay here and keep attending college. Just this thing of mine, the urges hit me sometimes.” His face grew slightly red as the nerves and potential of getting kicked out hit him.

Bec was familiar enough with his mom Eva to know about how controlling and forceful she was. He forced him throughout his entire life, from what he wore, to the food he ate, no doubt her strictness contributed to his lack of social life and ability with women. If she heard about this, she’d come down from her rust bucket town in person and drag him onto the flight back home. He saw the downside and awfulness of that, but as he pleaded with her, she found a surprise in herself. The sight of him dressed up flicked a switch inside her that she didn’t know existed.

Her panties began to get slightly wet as thoughts and fantasies began to develop in her mind. “Matt, I won’t tell your mom about this ok buddy? But it comes with a price, and insurance to go with it,” she continued. “What do you mean Bec?” “Well, this thing of yours. I like it. It’s hitting me in the right places if you know what I mean?” He understood clearly. “Oh, and the insurance?” She walked to the bookshelves and removed the hidden camera. It was around the size of a fingernail, as held in clear view of him. “This is it. I’ve been filming you this entire time. Disagree or act a way I don’t like, and I’ll email this to your mom. I imagine she won’t be fond of finding how much of a naughty boy she has. Understand?”

“Yes Bec. Loud and clear.”

“You can keep the clothes as well, and I’ll be needing you at noon this Saturday honey. See you,” she said pointing to the door.

He waved and walked out.

A few days passed and Saturday dawned upon Bec and her new toy Matt. He woke up early and ready, a cocktail of uncertainty and relief was brewing inside of him. A relaxing hot shoulder followed, as he spent the next few hours in his bedroom consciously counting down the time until midday. He felt good that Bec wasn’t going to his mother about what happened, but he also felt uneasiness with a twinge of sexual excitement over what she had mentioned.

Bec woke up a bit later then Matt. The excitement and fun was in the air for her. Ideas for today had been developing since last time they spoke, but she had settled on what was going to happen today. She’d do more than just the bare minimum, but she’d try not to go overboard. No promises though, she felt her lust growing.

It was slightly before midday, and she decided to head in action earlier than planned. Contrary to her original orders, she changed her mind and went ahead and met him instead. With no hesitation, she pushed open his bedroom door, with a pleasant expression on her pale face. “How’s my boy doing?” she asked grinning. Matt turned his head away from his laptop and towards her. “I’m doing well Bec.” “Bec? From now on it’s Mistress Bec, or just Mistress will do honey. This is for you,” she said as she threw a white plastic bag onto his single bed. “What’s in it?”

“Open it and find out.” He looked slightly nervous for a moment. “It won’t bite you. You’ll find what you like in there.” He placed his laptop onto his endtable and reached toward the bag, reaching inside with one hand. A white lace top came out, along with a black skater skirt. Next, he grabbed a light grey top, a red lace cardigan and pair of dark blue jeans. “My gifts to you,” she commented with a smirk. “That’s not all,” she added. He reached in again and pulled out a pair of black flats.

“This is all so nice. Mistress, thank you so much,” he said looking up to her, eyes like a hawk. “Combine that with the pink lingerie and you’ve taken some steps forward.” The picture of Matt on the bed with the clothes in hand was hitting Bec hard. The memories from a few days ago was piercing her brain like a lobotomy, and the horniness inside her grew like a balloon being filled. Her panties were getting wet again as her mind raced with dirty thoughts.

Matt noticed her intense infatuation with her. The look on her face showed desire and sexuality. He pondered on doing something in this moment, but before he could put his thought in action, Mistress Bec let loose. She hopped in the bed ferociously and buried her face into his, planting a strong kiss on his lips, “So soft and luscious, my darling,” she whispered. Another kiss was given, she held it slightly longer, and then they both opened their mouths instinctively, their tongues touching like the blades on a pair of scissors. He moaned as Mistress Bec squeezed his hips and then began to feel up his stomach. She lifted his shirt and began to lick his belly all over. She was like a lion over a fresh carcass.

He let out more soft whimpers of pleasure as she went to town. Seconds later and Bec took off his shirt all the way, throwing it to the floor. He immediately thought of what would happen next. Despite her words of domination, he thought she was beginning to lose control of that idea, and of herself in the process.

She pulled his sweatpants down and revealed his genitals, with no underwear on. A moment of silence with her eyes focused on his cock and balls passed before she began to speak, “Please put on those panties for me baby.” “Yes Mistress,” he said as he got off the bed and removed his lingerie from the nearby brown dresser.

Matt now had the pink bra and panties on, even though she only asked for one of them. She looked at him and smiled, no obvious anger. “Those legs are fantastic. So thin and feminine, you look great.” “Thanks Mistress Bec.” She hopped off the bed and flipped him against the wall, “You look so nice in these pretty panties honey, delicious. You have such a slim body for it,” she said seductively.

She drifted down below and fondled his ass with intent. It was firm and cute, alluring to her pale blue eyes. “I love it,” she said as she squeezed. “This cute ass baby, it’s so lovely.” “Oh! Mistress!” he shouted as she spanked him, leaving a print on his right cheek. Matt was growing on the attention, even warming up it a bit. He was starting to enjoy it more and more.

“Baby, I’m gonna turn it up a notch,’ she said slipping his panties down. Bec put a hard kiss on both of his femboy cheeks, and then began to lick and tease the left cheek, her tongue tracing long lines and shapes all over his behind. She then buried her face in her sub’s ass, inhaling the enticing musky scent. She loved the smell. Bec felt like a stoner in a weed den.

She spread his cheeks and revealed his beautiful hole. It was small and pink, with a handful of hairs on it, not enough for her to be turned off, but slightly more than she would consider perfect. Bec put her right index finger into her mouth for a moment, encasing it in wetness and lubrication. Slowly, she pierced it past the opening of his asshole, as he moaned softly, until it was partially in. “How’s it feel honey?” “It’s good Mistress, a bit more please.” She pushed in a bit deeper, and wriggled it slightly, to his verbal enjoyment.

Mistress Bec started to finger her sub’s hole slowly, pushing all the way in and pulling out to the tip of her nail. Matt was visibly and audibly turned on, his breathing grew and moans and sounds of pleasure emitted as she worked her fingers inside. Now with two pounding away, she pulled out after a few long moments, revealing a small gaping hole, “Look at that honey,” she said as she squeezed and spanked his cheeks, “You’re gaping babe, just from my fingers.”

A thought moulded inside of Bec’s head. “Get on the bed now,” she ordered. She removed herself from him. “Face buried, your ass towards me honey,” she said as Matt climbed onto it. Bec hopped on the bed and grabbed his cheeks with both hands, spreading them wide. Her wet tongue slid up and down his warm crack as he let out a moan made of pleasure and fraught. This was new to both, and also quite different.

Bec loved the naughtiness and domination aspect, as she kept going at his asshole with her sloppy tongue, lapping it intensely. Her lips and tongue were being covered and encroached by his musky taste and smell, “Don’t stop,” he moaned. “I love it!” “You filthy thing!” she replied as she spanked him hard. She then gripped his cock and began to stroke it from behind. Matt’s erection grew as she worked his hole and penis, multi-tasking without breaking a sweat. She was a natural at being a kinky dom.

“Keep tonguing me Mistress,” begged Matt. She did so, but with a slight change. Bec began to penetrate his slutty hole with her tongue. He felt the change immediately, as his hole began to loosen more and feel more stretched out and used. The inner sub inside him grew more, as she kept at it. The stroking sped up as well. He was rock hard, “You’re stiff now,” she announced. His cock was like a missile ready to launch.

“You’re gonna fucking cum for me honey. I’ll make you nut,” she said loudly. “Oh, please Mistress, I need it!” he replied with enthusiasm. This was the second to last thing she wanted to achieve with him for her to consider him to be a sissy. Bec stopped her tongue and stuck two fingers inside of her sub’s hole and began to fingerfuck him. She was pounding away with her index and middle, penetrating deep inside of him, leaving no area untouched.

“That’s so good Mistress,” he screamed. “You’re hitting me right where I need it, keep going!” His hard cock filled with pleasure and semen as she worked all the up and down the shaft, the anticipation grew with intensity. Bec loved it. The screaming and squirming was like a classic rock fan blasting Led Zeppelin’s greatest hits on full volume. The sounds filled the room like smoke in a deadly house fire.

“I love seeing that hole gape baby,” she said removing her fingers, watching it stretch like a rubber band. She could see inside of him, and it was such a hot view. “You’re naughty hole honey, it’s a dream view for me,” she continued, then went back knuckles deep. “Oh yeah, oh! I’m glad you enjoy it Mistress Bec, I love that. Oh. Oh yeah, keep fucking me please!”

Bec was determined to make him cum and continued with intent. She knew that she was close to making him explode. “You’re so good at this Mistress,” he said as she worked him over like no tomorrow. “I’m dripping with pre-cum everywhere, the blanket is covered below me,” he continued. “I’m pleased you’re dripping babe, but I want it to be covered with something else,” she said as she sped up her stroking. His cock was almost convulsing with pleasure as the load inside neared peak volume. His balls were almost full, and they were both ready for him to empty.

She worked at it even more, as if today was their last day on Earth. His cock was being savaged by her firm grip and soft skin. “Oh fuck! That’s it Mistress!” He blurted to the skies above. “Are you gonna come now baby?” “I am, yeah!” He said as as the building load reached its toll and squired out the tip of his erect cock like bullets from a machine gun. Lines of cum, one after another for a handful of seconds as she watched in amazement and pleasure. This was so hot to her.

Matt was staggered. The orgasm was much more powerful then usual. The humiliation and ass play had certainly gotten to him, to his surprise, he had liked it much more then he was expecting. “You’re cum is everywhere honey, you squirted a lot. You like having your hole played with, don’t you?” “I do Mistress,” he replied with a shortness in his breath, still a bit taken back. “It was really fun. Please don’t tell my Mom I enjoyed this,” he said as he turned around to face her. “I won’t. Give it a couple days and I’ll have something for you on Monday. I’ll leave a bag filled with some surprises outside your door tomorrow in preparation.” “What time on Monday?” “Midday, like today.” Thoughts crossed his mind as he wondered what she’d have waiting for him, while she jotted something down on a pad of sticky notes on the end table. The pen hit the table as she tore it off and handed it to him. “Follow these. Also, from now on I’ll call by your girl name.” “Girl name?” “I’ve chosen Maddy for you. It fits and isn’t too unsimilar, has a ring to it, see you soon Maddy,” she finished as she walked out of his room, leaving her until next time.

◆◆◆

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