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SEBASTIAN

I took a seat on one of the leather black sofas. At least, that’s what I thought at first, but the shiny smooth material made me think they might be made of something else.

Generic paintings of grasslands and sunsets decorated the walls of the office I now found myself in. But one painting in particular drew my attention. It was a portrait of two women holding each other in their arms. But instead of a setting sun as the backdrop, a vibrant moon casted reflected sunlight onto the two of them, highlighting beautiful features one can only appreciate in shadow.

Now that I thought about it, a shadow would be a great place to shrink into right now. What was I doing in a therapist’s office? I shouldn’t even be here. But for some reason the therapist’s ad stood out to me: “Be Who You Were Meant To Be.”

It was cheesy and beyond fucking stupid, but to be honest I didn’t know where else to go… after months of being single and striking out time and time again maybe it was time for a change. At least the service was free for college students and shit… maybe she’s single.

“Hello, welcome to my office. I’m Ava,” a woman with bright pink hair said and held out her hand.

“Hi, I’m Sebastian,” I replied. In an instant my eyes were drawn to her bosom that was accented by the black mini dress she wore. She looked cute as she held a clipboard in one hand and a pencil in the other. But was she really the therapist I was here to see? She had to be too young for that. I’d guess she was in her mid twenties at best.

“You’re Sebastian?” She asked with a raised eyebrow.

There it was, the annoying reaction I hated getting from people no matter how I dressed. It was a reaction I often got from my now ex-girlfriend of several months. And though she broke up with me and blamed it on herself, it somehow felt like it had been my fault.

“Yes… why are you asking like that?” I asked.

“Oh gosh, I’m sorry… you just caught me off-guard with-”

“With what exactly?” I asked with a sigh standing back up. I wasn’t about to sit there and have someone I don’t even know chide me over my looks. It didn’t matter how hot they were… I’ve had enough of that already. “This was clearly a mistake. I was expecting a professional, not someone’s assistant anyways. I should go-”

“No no… please, I’m sorry… if you let me finish…” She paused. “It was a misunderstanding. And I’m not the assistant, I’m the therapist.”

“Yeah right. You just judged me based off my looks and expect me to believe you’re a therapist? I doubt you’ve even graduated your twenties. Anyways, I really should get going-”

“Sit down!”

A shiver went down my spine as she said that and I stopped dead in my tracks. Was it just me or did this chick just age twenty years?

“I mean,” she added in a much softer tone of voice. “Will you sit down, please? I promise not to waste your time.”

For some reason I was now curious. It wasn’t often that a woman could command me to stop like that. Whenever other girls my age tried to take control during sex in an effort to spice things up it just came off awkward. But this was somehow different. She didn’t act like other girls I’ve been with.

Now, I’m interested.

“Fine,” I said, taking a seat like an angry customer. I had to sell the act that I was about to walk out at least… even though now I most definitely wasn’t.

Just as it looked like she was going to say something she smiled. “Oh, and I’ll have you know I’m actually forty. But thanks for the complement!”

I looked her up and down. “Yeah right, forty-year-old women don’t wear fake pink hair.”

“Well, weren’t you the one who just got mad for someone else judging you?” She asked, taking a seat on the sofa.

“You have a point, I guess.”

My eyes moved up and down her body again. Maybe I could see some features of older age around her cheek bones after all, but she certainly didn’t look forty. At the same time though, she held herself with a posture that spoke of years of experience. Her black mini dress sported a button up collar on it and she wore a pair of black heels. Maybe it was the pink hair that made her look younger?

“Now, Sebastian,” she began, taking out a pen and clipboard while crossing her legs, “It says here on your application that you’re having some trouble adjusting to college life? Would you like to explain in your words what that looks like?”

Oh fuck, right… I did write that excuse down, didn’t I?

“What do you think?” I asked, rolling my eyes as an excuse to see if I could glance any cleavage. “You’ve already demonstrated first-hand what I deal with on a daily basis.” I brushed my long blond hair behind my ear and leaned back on the couch. “How am I supposed to do well when I look like this?”

To be honest, that part was true. I really did struggle with these looks and often wondered if women didn’t find me manly enough in the first place.

“Hmmm, I could see how having cute looks such as yourself might cause you some stressful situations.”

“C-cute?!” I asked, taken aback by the sudden complement. The fuck was she talking about? I’m not cute!

“Huh? Why yes, of course hon. What, you seriously thought that I thought you looked ugly? Absolutely not! But I suppose that explains why you reacted the way you did earlier.”

My heart was pounding like a drum. The last thing I’d ever expected someone to say when coming here was that I was cute. But wait a minute… maybe there was something else going on here working in my favor…

“And you’re how old… let’s see… ah, twenty-one is that correct?” She asked.

“Yes, that’s correct.” I replied. My mind was still processing what she had just said.

“Interesting... interesting…” she trailed off jotting down a few more things with her pen. “I must ask though…” she continued, uncrossing her legs. The bottom of her skirt rode up her thighs and the button-up collar of her dress tightened around her breasts as she leaned in closer to me. “Why do you feel the need to force yourself and pretend like you’re interested in the same things guys your age are interested in?”

“Wait, what do you mean?” I asked.

“Oh come now, it’s obvious. From the way you handle yourself, your posture, your speech… even the sound of your voice… I could tell what your real problems were from a mile away. You force yourself to be someone you’re clearly not.”

My mouth hung open in complete shock. Forcing myself to be someone I’m not? What was that supposed to mean?

The words stumbled out of my mouth, “But I’m not… how do you… but… wait…”

She smiled. “Let’s get to the real reason you’re here, shall we? You want to be who you were meant to be, correct?”

“I mean… I guess?”

Shit I’ve been caught following along her conversation.

“Well, I’m here to help you accomplish just that.”

“How?”

“Simple! By having you wear a dress!”

“I’m sorry… what?” I replied in surprise.

Something tells me I might’ve just walked into an unorthodox therapy session. But my curiosity had already gotten a hold of me… so I just sat there for a moment as my shock turned into some weird interest to somehow keep this conversation going.


AVA

The reaction on my client’s face when I told him he’d be wearing a dress sent a shot of ecstasy straight through me. Most men come to me desperate for ways on how to either improve their relationships with women or get into new relationships after a breakup. And while I’m more than happy to give it to them, for a select few I’m willing to go the extra mile… and this one was no different in that regards.

“Could you say that again?” The timid boy asked.

It was easy to see how nervous he was… but more than that… it was impossible not to notice the subtle glances he gave my breasts. The way his hungry eyes lusted after my body. Well, I was hungry too, but in a way that might be more than what this young man bargained for when he waltzed into my office, acting like he could put on an act in front of me. All he needed now were some gentle pushes in the right direction to become who he really was.

“To be honest Sebastian,” I said standing up, keeping that gentle smile on my face, “Normally I like to ease my clients into this sort of thing. But with you I think direct experience is the best approach.”

“Experience with what? How does this relate to me wearing a dress?”

His eyes glanced around the room as he once again brushed his beautiful long, blond hair behind his ear. I’d been able to learn a couple things about him in our short time together. For one, despite him acting angry earlier it was clear he really wanted to stay… for me, specifically. And two, whenever he brushed his blond hair back like that it meant that he was more curious than anything else at whatever I’d just said.

Fuck, I just had to make him part of my collection! I was absolutely not about to let this boy toy out of my sight.

“Well,” I began, “It’s clear you’re trying hard to fit in with other guys your age, but have you thought that maybe that’s the wrong approach? Why not put yourself into the shoes of a woman and embrace those qualities that make you stand out?”

“Wait, what qualities that make me stand out? I don’t have any qualities like that!” He exclaimed, brushing that hair of his back again.

I shook my head. “Nonsense!” I said. I walked over to him and bent down, giving him plenty of opportunity to get a view of my cleavage. “Your wavy blond hair, fair smooth skin, button nose… you have plenty of great qualities and I think what has been holding you back this whole time is honestly just refusal to accept yourself in your entirety for who you really are.”

“Refusal to accept myself?”

I nodded. “Don’t you think it’s time to at least give it a try?”

“Well I…” he started to say, but stopped.

It was clear he was deep in thought. Just another small push. Either this would cause him to jump at my offer or he’d walk out of this office altogether. The latter of course, would not be to my liking, but I’m not here to force people to do anything they don’t want to do. It’s hotter when they recognize themselves for the lustful slutty dolls they are inside on their own.

I put my hand on the sofa next to him, leaning even closer in until my breasts nearly touched his chest. “I simply must have you.”

“Have me?” He asked.

A few moments passed as I stared at him, almost daring him to close the gap between our lips. And just as I could tell he was about to do it I pushed myself off the sofa.

Not quite there yet, hon.

“Oh gosh, excuse me,” I said as I stood up. “Please ignore that last bit. We therapists are always trying to do our best so we have a portfolio of clients we like to add to our walls of success.”

“Oh, um… no problem.”

I could feel the corners of my lips curve upwards even more as I watched him shake his head. His face was bright red and I knew it was only a matter of time…

“But what do you say, Sebastian? It’s totally up to you whether or not you’d like to continue down this path. Sometimes, people like to finish after they’ve talked and that’s okay too.”

“I think I’d like for us to keep going if… if that’s alright with you.” He said.

Excellent!

“Of course! We can get started right away!” I exclaimed.


SEBASTIAN

I took a couple steps back in shock when I saw what Ava pulled out next. It was a bright pink, summer dress with frills and ribbons on it. “That’s the dress I’ll be wearing?” I asked as she also pulled out a pair of white panties, a matching bra, white thigh-high stockings, and a pair of black buckled shoes.

“But of course. These colors will match you perfectly, don’t you think?” She replied. I couldn’t help but feel unnerved by her enthusiasm as she stepped closer to me. “I think it’s even a perfect fit!”

“I uh… don’t really think that’s the issue at hand here…” I said, feeling myself backed up against the wall. But even still… I could feel something behind those bright blue eyes of hers as they once again held my attention. Her pink-painted lips glistened in the light of the room as she inched forward.

She looked at the dress and frowned. “If it’s the color I have different ones.”

“No um… that’s not it either.” I said with a pause, finding myself once again tempted to just lean in and kiss her. “Wait you have different ones?”

Her eyes lit up. “Oh yes, I can show you them if you like!”

I put my hands up. “Oh no, that’s quite alright.”

“Okay then. Will this dress do?” She asked.

Her sweet scent entered my nostrils as she got even closer and I caught a glimpse of her cleavage from behind the collared dress she wore. From he way she carried herself to her looks, everything about her was sexy as hell… and even as she held up the bright pink, masculine-stripping clothes she intended to put me in, I found myself becoming even more attracted to her. I mean, it was just a dress right? No harm in trying it out at least once…

“Um sure…” I said, taking a gulp and averting my gaze slightly. “But I don’t know if I know how to put it on…” I added. That was a complete lie of course… while I’ve never put one on, it seemed pretty straightforward. But I was curious to see if she’d take the bait.

“Well, I can certainly help with that. Please walk over here and we’ll get you undressed.”

I could feel sweat begin to form on my skin as I walked over to the middle of the room. I couldn’t believe I was about to let a complete stranger dress me up in women’s clothes!

“Don’t be so nervous.” Ava said, no doubt seeing my hesitation as I walked. “This isn’t my first rodeo doing this. I’ve helped many people in your exact situation do just this.”

“Really?” I asked.

She nodded. “Yep. If you’re really nervous though, I can give you tips on the other side of the door as you change in the bathroom.”

And miss the opportunity to have someone as hot as you do it? I thought, but then shook my head in an effort to clear my mind. “No, um… please show me.”

“Well you’ll have to undress first.”

“Oh right…” I replied. With shaky hands I grabbed my shirt and pulled it off.

“Oh my…” Ava said, inching closer to me. “Do you work out? You’re relatively toned.”

It was hard not to blush as she looked at my abs. “I used to…” I trailed off as I thought about how often I would workout for my ex.

“Well, the results clearly speak for themselves.”

I gave a weak smile as I gripped my pants with even shakier hands. My heart was beating out of my chest as I unbuttoned them and pulled them off, revealing a pair of boxers underneath. While this wasn’t my first time undressing in front of a woman, it was hard not to let my nerves take over… especially since the more this went on, the more I realized just how much I wanted Ava. And I couldn’t help but feel like she was giving off a similar vibe.

Taking a deep breath I grabbed my boxers, but paused for a moment.

“Do you want me to help you?” Ava whispered in my ear from behind, sending tingles down my spine. I didn’t even notice that she’d gotten behind me. “It looks like you want some help.”

“You have experience with this to, do you?” I asked.

“Want to see?”

I could almost hear the smile in her voice from behind me. But with my heart racing and not much else on my mind I nodded. This had somehow turned into the most outlandish therapy session I could’ve possibly expected…

“You first go like this,” she said, reaching around with both of her hands and grabbing my wrists. “Then you go down like this.”

She guided my hands down as I still held onto my boxers’ edges. As we moved further down my legs I bent down, feeling the full weight of her breasts against my back. With the pounding in my ears somehow even louder we finally got the boxers off, but she held onto my hands as we stood back up. A flurry of emotions started to rush within me and I could feel my cock begin to harden as she held me like that.

“When we’re like this it’s kind of like you’re the puppet and I’m the master, huh?” She asked with a laugh.

“Um… yeah.” I said, closing my eyes while I felt my cock grow even more.

She then let go of my hands and walked around to my front. “Okay, next. Let’s get you into these panties. I’d guess you don’t need help getting these on?”

I reached out for the pair of frilly underwear, feeling the heat rush to my forehead as I stretched it open with both hands and put in one leg after another in front of her. The fabric was soft against my skin as I slid it up and over my penis. Though it bulged, it was in a weird way comforting to at least have it somewhat covered.

“How do they feel?” She asked.

“Tight…” I replied, hoping that she didn’t notice my cock growing even further. “But more comfortable than I thought.”

She chuckled. “Good... For now just focus on the new sensations and how it feels as we get you into the rest of your outfit.”

Next she grabbed the pink dress as I took off my socks and put on the white thigh-high stockings which each sported pink bows at the top of them.

“Lift your hands up over your head,” she said.

The dress fell over me as I lifted my hands up. It tightened around my body as she pulled down on it, letting it hang half-way below my knees.

In an instant I could feel my cock extend fully and I was thankful for the panties as they held it up against my crotch instead of it sticking outright.

“There we go,” she said, brushing off the puffy pink shoulder sleeves.

Her eyes wandered all over my body and it was then that I knew… it was a look I was all too familiar with, one I’d given to women countless times before. Only now that it was directed towards me I felt small beneath it. It was intimidating, yet somehow thrilling to be on the receiving end of such an intense form of desire.

She gave me a gentle nudge and I fell backwards onto the sofa. “Now for the final touches,” she said as she began to put the thigh-high stockings on me. They felt soft against my naturally smooth skin as she pulled them up my legs. They were tight and snug.

As I let her dress me up I began to lose track of my thoughts. Every second felt like I was smashing through walls within me… walls I’d built up for years. And it was all because of her. She was fully in control and I didn’t care.

“Admittedly, I’m quite a fan of these kinds of buckled shoes,” she said, slipping each shoe on my feet like I was some pampered damsel. “And all done! How do you feel?”

I leaned up on the couch and looked over myself in my new outfit. It somehow felt different. It felt… “Pretty,” I said out loud on accident. I put my hand up to my mouth like a proper lady would which was something I’d never done before. “Woops.”

Ava just smiled as she crawled onto the sofa with me, this time leaning in even closer than she did before. “Yes, you are cute enough to have walked straight out of a princess fairy tail!” She exclaimed as she brushed my bangs to the side.

I could feel the heat of her breath on my lips as they were only an inch away from mine. Her lips were full and luscious. Temptation gripped me as I leaned in… and gave her a kiss.


AVA

To be honest, I hadn’t expected him to be such an amazing kisser… but as I reciprocated his kiss with my tongue in his mouth it was clear he was very experienced. At last I was making the progress I’d wanted… and I knew he was thinking the exact same thing.

Our lips broke apart and I looked at my latest doll transformation and my god… he really did look like he just walked out of some fantasy land. He didn’t even have any makeup on and yet his cheeks were graced with small patches of pink in the middle and his lips were smooth to the touch. I was certain he’d look like a goddess come down from the heavens with even just a little bit of makeup to complete his look.

My crotch ached with anticipation as I stared at his wonderful porcelain face. “Here, let me return the favor,” I said, pushing him back on the couch and crawling on top of him. This time I was the one who leaned in and gave him a kiss.

I could tell his arms and legs were tense with pleasure as they moved beneath me before they relaxed and he gripped my shoulders, fully committing to returning my advance. There was no resistance from him and I knew he was within my grasp. Admittedly, perhaps I’d moved a bit fast with this one… usually I feel like it takes at least a couple sessions before someone is willing enough to wear a dress… but I couldn’t help myself this time. I just had to…

With my knee planted between his legs I could tell he was rock-hard underneath his new pink, frilly dress.

This was it… he was going to be mine.

Our lips parted and I stared into his eyes. The umber colored discs looked back at me with such intent. Of course, since the time he walked in I could basically smell the frustrated lust emanating from his very being. It was easy to see he was hoping for some action and well… I was willing to give it to him… though it may come as a surprise and I couldn’t wait to see that reaction either.

“For the record,” he finally said at long last, “Y-You came onto me.”

His cheeks were bright red and he brushed his hair back behind his ear again.

Cute.

“Really?” I replied. “I seem to remember you kissing me first.”

He brought his hand up to his mouth as if to bite his nails but just kept his fingers on his lips.

Fuck me. That is just adorable!

“And besides, I haven’t even come close to coming onto you yet… but if you want…” I said, straddling his chest and inching ever so much closer to his face. “I can show you what that looks like.”


SEBASTIAN

My heart threatened to rip through my rib cage it was beating so fast. I looked up at Ava who now loomed over me, her legs to either side of my shoulders. I was effectively pinned to the sofa beneath her crotch. But what I didn’t expect to see was something bulging beneath her dress… something big.

“Well?” She asked. “Do you want to see what I do to frail dolls like you who misbehave?”

I gulped. There was a sudden transformation to this therapist I’d found sexier beyond my wildest dreams… and it was turning me on even harder with each passing second.

With the words I wanted to say caught in my throat I simply nodded.

A wicked grin spread across her face. “Good.”

She lifted up her dress to reveal a pair of black satin panties that she then pulled down, letting a long, thick cock fall from its encasing.

The tip of the warm member hit my face with a fierce slap, causing me to gasp in surprise.

“Open your mouth,” she commanded.

Without a thought to the contrary I did as I was told and in an instant the hot head of her cock was pushing its way past my lips. It puffed up my cheeks as it pushed further back into my mouth.

“Oh fuck yes, that’s it. Keep your mouth wide open. It’s only going to get bigger from here, doll.” She said.

I choked and gagged on the shaft. Having something so big in my mouth was a brand new sensation to me. Normally, I was the one receiving a blow job from some chick… but this time I was the one getting mouth fucked!

She gripped the back of my head and pushed her cock further down my throat before pulling back out. Her thrusts were gentle at first before she started to slowly increase their speed.

“You know doll, if I didn’t know any better, I’d say this wasn’t your first time.”

“Imph nomph…” I tried to say, but all that came out were muffled words as globs of drool seeped around the thick, velvety shaft.

“Well, you must be a natural then to be able to take it like this.”

Warm salty pre-cum already leaked down my throat and into my stomach as she continued to thrust in and out of my mouth. It somehow felt incredible to have such a large, pulsating shaft occupy my throat. Every inch I took of the shaft was warm and pulsating. It sent tingles throughout me as I sucked… Is this how women felt all the time when they gave men blow jobs?

I could feel my own cock begin to leak as the panties held it to my crotch. With each thrust, and to my bewilderment, I was managing to get closer and closer to an orgasm despite not even touching it.

“Look up at me, doll… I want to see that pretty face of yours as I fuck your mouth.”

My eyes widened when I looked up at this woman who now ravaged my mouth with her long dick. Though I knew her looks hadn’t changed, she seemed different. Older than what I first thought when I met her… more elegant, sophisticated, absolutely overwhelmed with lust… and a million times more beautiful.

She increased the speed of her thrusts even more and I was surprised at how much of the shaft I was able to throat. Her balls hit my chin as she pushed all the way in, my nose touching her crotch before she pulled it back out.

“Fuck, your throat is so tight. I definitely look forward to training you even more after this!” She exclaimed.

As she bucked in and out of my mouth a mixture of drool and pre-cum splattered across my face. I tried to keep looking up at her, but my vision blurred and I found my focus giving way to the warm pleasure that hit me just as hard as each thrust into my mouth.

After a few more thrusts she pushed herself all the way in and held my head against her crotch. Her shaft stretched my throat hole as I swallowed around it.

“Now, you’re going to take this first load and I better not see you miss a single drop, got it?” She asked.

I nodded, feeling the cock shift even further down my throat. “Mmmph mph.” As I moaned, more warm juices seeped out through my lips and down my chin.

“Here it comes!” She shouted as thick, warm sticky cum shot out the tip of her cock and down my completely filled, cock sleeve-turned hole.

The warmth spread through my stomach as I convulsed in the waves of pleasure that followed. I choked and gagged on the pulsating member, the stream of the hot thick reward sending me over the edge.

When the orgasm hit me my mind went entirely blank. What felt like waves of pleasure turned into a tsunami as I released my own load.

“Good girl,” Ava said, stroking my cheek with her cock still stuck in my throat and finishing its load.

“Mmmph.” I let out a muffled moan from beneath her, feeling my orgasm subside. My body felt light as a feather… it was as if the only thing holding me in place was Ava and her cock. If she got off of me I thought I might float away!

She slid her cock out of my mouth and let it rest on my face. It still pulsated as the remnants of drool and cum slid off of its shaft and onto my nose, mouth, and cheeks.

“There there,” she said, still caressing my cheek with her hand. “That was an excellent first try.”

I smiled, feeling like a slutty mess while I lay beneath her, panting with my mouth open. “Thank you. You aren’t so bad yourself.” As I spoke my lips rubbed up against the shaft and it coated them in a warm glaze.

“Well, we aren’t done yet,” she said and slid off me. “You rest there for a moment. I need to grab something.”

I laid there sprawled out on the sofa as she went behind her desk and pulled out a small box from one of her drawers. While I was thankful I hadn’t started floating up to the ceiling with all these flutters in my stomach, the couch underneath me was as soft as a cloud.

“This should help,” she said, walking back to where I was laying. I let out a small noise as she cupped my balls. “Oh shush,” she said. “This won’t even hurt.”

Her nails scratched against my cock as she pulled and tugged at it. I winced when she finished her brief handling and clicked something into place, locking it with a key.

“There we go… now you’re mine.” She said.

My eyes widened when I looked down to see a small pink cage locked around my cock. “But… that’s… now I can’t…”

“Yep, that’s right. With this I control every aspect of your orgasms… or wait…” she said, dangling a small golden key on a chain in front of my face. “Would you prefer to unlock yourself and go home right now?”

I looked at the small beacon of freedom for a moment, but realized that what I wanted most of all I already had. If she wanted me, then fine. I’d let her have me, penis and all. I shook my head. “You keep it.”

She smiled. “Good girl,” she cooed.

I didn’t know what it was, but every time she called me that I felt something flutter within my stomach besides the warm cum that I could still feel inside of me. It was a sense of belonging. A sense of being someone else’s rather than someone else being mine.

“I knew you’d see it my way,” she added, putting the key around her neck and tucking it between her breasts. “Now, be a good slut and bend over. It’s time I owned your ass, too.”

Before I even had a chance to turn around she easily grabbed my by the waste and flipped me over on the couch. For the first time in my life I was being manhandled, or perhaps in this case womanhandled, and it was something I never thought I’d ever experienced… and it was incredible.

I could feel the thick wet, warm head of her cock rest between my ass cheeks and push up against my hole… I didn’t need to be told what was going to happen next, having done it to women before myself.

“Unnnnngh!” I exclaimed all of a sudden as she pushed in, stretching my hole with her shaft. I tried to grip the sofa beneath me, but found it difficult given how smooth the surface of it was.

“Fuck, you’re tight!” She exclaimed a second time.

“Probably… Because… it’s my first time!” I replied in almost a yelp as I felt her go deeper. The stretching sensation alone was almost enough to instantly give me another orgasm, but I managed to hold back, clinching even tighter around her shaft as I did, which of course, only caused another jolt of pleasure to hit me.

“Damn… if you do that I’ll only get a good few thrusts in before you send me over, doll.” She said, giving my ass a slight slap.

“Maybe that’s… for the best…” I said with exhausted breath and closed my eyes, feeling her drill even further in, sending waves of warm pleasure surging through me. How could something normally so humiliating be turning me on?! And how did women seem to handle this so easily?

She started thrusting in and out of my ass. At first her movements were slow and gentle, but then she increased the speed as she rammed herself all the way into my ass, hitting my prostate.

“Oh… holy… fuck… me!” I exclaimed. With each thrust I let out a yelp, feeling the weight of her balls slam against my ass each time she buried herself in it. Having my ass so full of warm sticky, pulsating cock was unlike anything I’d ever experienced and my cock started to strain against its new cage. It leaked and I knew for a fact if not for the cage I might’ve already cum again.

“Yes… that’s it. What a good little fuck hole you are.” She grabbed my hands and held them against my back with one hand as she pushed my head down on the couch with the other, putting me in an ass-up position. “There that’s better. I can fuck you even harder like this!”

Pain and pleasure cycled in the depths of my body with each heavy thrust of her thick-headed shaft. It was like a clap of thunder inside of me as she slammed into me. And based on how I wiggled my ass each time I made it down to her base, I knew I’d already fallen for her and her massive cock.

“Al..most…there…” She said, barely uttering full syllables as she increased the speed of her thrusts even more.

My eyes rolled to the back of my head as she continued to pound. I could feel my mind begin to slip under the thick warmth of her cock and I loved every minute of it. Well, it could’ve been seconds, but at this point I really don’t know how much time had passed.

“Just a couple more and we’ll be done, doll!” She shouted. And true to her word after a few more thrusts she gripped my ass and held my cheeks against her crotch as she pumped her cum deep inside of me… again.

“Nnngh! Unnnnggh!” I exclaimed the loud unintelligible moans as my mind went blank and I dug my head into the comfort of the sofa. The heat spread from the inside of my ass to my stomach this time like the rush of whitewater rapids.

Once again I found myself shaking beneath her as cum pathetically shot out of my caged dick, squirting all over the couch like a broken sprinkler head. But I didn’t care how I looked in that moment as the bliss spread through me from the tightness in my ass.


AVA

I slapped the bitch’s ass one more time, feeling her vibrate on my cock as she orgasmed. “Good girl, you came solely from me fucking your tight ass.” I said and gave this new doll of mine a couple more thrusts before pulling out. After this she was no longer a man and I would never refer to her as such again.

Even as I slid out of her she clenched tightly around my shaft and vibrated again, indicating that she was still cumming even this long after I’d finished my load. But she was no doubt getting tired by now and I didn’t want to wear out this new toy too quickly.

“Are you done already?” The horny doll asked.

Holy shit this slut wanted even more? From the looks of it, this client had fully accepted their transformation into a girl based on how she wiggled her ass on my cock again before I finished pulling all the way out. Steaming cum leaked from the bud of her back hole.

“For now, yes doll, but don’t think it’s done for your ass yet,” I said, pulling out a matching butt plug from the chastity box. It had a pink gem on the end of it and it was casted with a silvery finish. “This should help keep you occupied for the time being.”

The plug went in easily thanks to my hot, sticky cum that acted as a lubricant. The girl let out a moan as I pushed it all the way in and I smiled, knowing that my cum wouldn’t be leaking out of that tight ass anytime soon.

Speaking of the name Sebastian, I thought for a moment, what would a good new name be?

“By the way, Susie… this plug should help keep your insides warm for a while… I don’t want to see any of it spilled… understand?” I asked, seeing how the new girl would respond to her new name. Of course, it wouldn’t be a big deal if she did spill. I bought this latex-clad sofa for a reason. Though she would be picking it up if she did.

“Susie… Miss? I don’t mind, Miss.”

Miss, huh? I could tell she was really getting into this. And was it just me, or was her voice becoming even more feminine?

My smile grew even wider. “See? I knew there was a girl hidden inside of you this whole time. How does it feel?” I asked.

“It feels… amazing, Miss. I didn’t realize just how much I’d been denying this part of myself. And it feels good to be owned by someone else.” The doll said, looking back at me with her face still covered in my cum.

Fuck, if you look at me like that I’ll want to flip you back over and have another shot at that mouth of yours!

But I shook my head. The way this slut was acting somehow threw me into a frenzy more than any other client I’d transformed in this same manner. This one might require some extra special training. Perhaps I could send them to that place… but for now we should focus on get her transformation finished.

“That’s good, doll. Why don’t you say we complete your outfit?”


SUSIE

I skipped across campus in the brand new pink dress given to me by Mistress Ava. It was incredible how it felt to feel the wind brush up beneath its frilly adornments. I still remember my own shock when I looked into that mirror for the first time after having put on makeup. The old me had vanished, replaced by this new fragile, beautiful, and graceful face… this doll Ava had called it.

Though in all honesty, I wasn’t sure why Ava was intent in calling me her doll… but it sent pleasurable shivers down my spine whenever she did. The thought of being owned… the thought of being her toy… it was enough for me.

A couple men looked my way as I past by them. Their intense, lustful stares sent adrenaline coursing through my veins. Maybe one of them would fuck me if I asked? Or perhaps Mistress Ava would bend me over herself for them?

Exiting campus, I walked a few more blocks over to Ava’s office building. Only this time, instead of going through the front door I walked in through the back, finding myself in a much bigger room than I was expecting. It was almost like a warehouse.

“Oh good, you’re here.” Mistress Ava said at the far end of the room, her familiar bright pink hair as pretty as ever. As for her outfit, she wore what appeared to be a tight-fitting latex suit that made her breasts look even bigger than we she wore a slim dress.

But then my mouth dropped when I noticed she was with a few other girls dressed in a similar fashion to me! Only their dresses were different colors: blue, yellow, and red.

“How were your afternoon classes?” She asked, putting one of the girls into what looked like a vacuum bed fitted to a frame hanging from a hook. The girl in particular was pretty with her long and wavy brunette hair.

“Good Mistress Ava… Um… what are you doing?”

“Just getting this doll fitted into her box for training purposes. She misbehaved earlier and gets to spend a few hours trapped in this now.”

“But that was Jennie’s fault, Miss!” The girl in the blue dress exclaimed as the latex vacuum sealed around her, leaving just her head exposed.

My cock twitched in its cage as I watched this girl be put in her place… it was somehow hot and exhilarating to see someone so objectified… to watch them be turned into a literal toy. It was clear her complaining had just been for show as well given the fact her own caged cock was glistening with leaking juices. This girl clearly liked it.

“Oh be quiet!” Mistress Ava replied. “You already agreed to this. Stop complaining! You’re setting a bad example for the newbie! And besides,” Ava added, giving her a slap on the ass. “It’s clear you wanted this…”

The girl blushed and moaned as she hung in that objectifying frame of encased latex. “Fine!” She exclaimed. A smile formed across her face. “Don’t expect any pleasure from me today!”

I took note of the fact she used the word ‘today’ specifically, and not something like ‘ever.’

“Ha!” Mistress Ava shouted, “Why do you think Susie is here?” She pulled out a cock gag. “You don’t deserve any of me until you’ve completed your box work. Now open up.”

In spite of all the protesting the girl did she quietly opened up her mouth, accepting the long rubber gift from our Mistress into her throat.

Ava then pushed a button and the hook holding the latex frame jerked backwards, causing the girl to let out a muffled moan as it swung back and forth in the air. As the frame steadied, the hook brought it backwards until it rested inside of a bright blue, human-sized box with a transparent lid that closed when she’d been placed in the frame’s outline of the padded interior.

Damn, that looks intense as hell, I thought. I guess I can see why Mistress calls us dolls now…

“Now Susie, come over here and get on your knees.” Mistress Ava commanded, taking a seat in a large rubber throne.

“Yes Mistress.” I replied as I walked forward. My shiny buckled shoes clicked loudly on the concrete floor as I walked up to her. It was hard not to glance at the box as I approached, hearing the girl let out muffled moans of pleasure from inside of it.

Once in front of Mistress Ava I knelt on my knees as instructed. The floor was cold as I got into position, feeling the butt plug inside of me shift ever so slightly.

“Good girl,” she cooed as she so often did. She snapped her fingers and the other two girls that had been silent this whole time sat on either side of me. “Now, Susie… as we discussed… you know the drill now, right?”
“Yes, Miss.” I replied, putting my hands behind my back as both girls took turns fitting me with restraints.

First it was a collar, which they handed the leash of to Mistress… then an armbinder that kept my hands close together behind my back. It was a position I’d had much practice in the last couple of weeks.

“Now, let’s see if you’ve improved lately. You do want to be my good doll today, right?” She asked.

My eyes widened as I noticed the bulge already forming from under her tight latex pants. “Yes Miss.”

“Good, because if you’re aren’t you’ll get the same treatment as Jessie over here,” she said pointing with her thumb to the blue box. “Granted, maybe I’ll do that anyways since I’ve yet to start box training with you.”

That might be fun too, I thought as I looked over once again at the moaning blue doll in her toy box. But what distracted me even more was the cock I saw growing beneath Mistress Ava’s tight pants and I gulped.

Whether I pleasured her well enough or ended up in a box of my own… I knew I was hers and that either way… it would turn out how it was meant to be.
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