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Chapter One




Lisa and I had been dating for about a month before we finally fucked for the first time. We were both eighteen, freshly graduated from high school and trying to squeeze everything we could out of that last summer before college started. For weeks, we'd been making out, pushing boundaries, getting each other worked up and stopping just short of actually doing it. Once we finally crossed that line, though, neither of us seemed interested in slowing down. We couldn't get enough of each other. I started sneaking around whenever I could just to get more of her, finding excuses to see her even when we'd already spent half the day together. So it didn't surprise me when she started inviting me over to her babysitting gigs after the kids went to sleep. Boys weren't allowed, of course, but Lisa was enough of a rebel to ignore that rule.

And who could blame me for showing up? Lisa was hot, with a pretty face that still had a soft, youthful look to it. She had a killer figure, curves in all the right places, and long blonde hair that made the blue of her eyes stand out even more. I'd been attracted to her from the second I met her, but sex brought out a side of her I hadn't expected. Despite being fairly new to it, she could be domineering in these subtle little ways that caught me off guard. She liked directing me, moving me where she wanted me, making it clear when I was doing something right and when I wasn't. Every time we were together, her confidence seemed to grow.

It wasn't long before she started flat-out humiliating me. Nothing crazy, at least not at first. Just little jabs about the size of my cock or teasing comments about the way I fucked her, delivered casually enough that I could pretend they didn't bother me. Most of the time I laughed them off or ignored them completely. That was easier than admitting the truth, which was that every time she did it, my cock got harder. Something about having this gorgeous girl look me over and casually find me lacking should've embarrassed the hell out of me. Instead, it made me want her even more.

I'd never been anybody's idea of a typical alpha male. I'd tried all through high school to put on muscle and dress more like the guys everyone seemed to think were cool, but I failed miserably at both. My body never seemed interested in getting much bigger, and the clothes always felt like a costume I hadn't quite figured out how to wear. Even if I'd managed to bulk up, I doubted anyone would've suddenly accepted me into their circle anyway. I'd spent too many years being seen as girly and effeminate despite my best efforts to prove otherwise. Eventually, that reputation had become one of those things I pretended not to care about because caring hadn't changed anything.

When I first started dating Lisa, I finally felt a little more alpha. At least, I felt closer to whatever I'd always imagined that was supposed to feel like. She blushed easily and giggled with a kind of nervous innocence that made me rock hard, and in those first few weeks, I felt experienced simply because she seemed even less sure of herself than I was. I liked being the one who made her blush. I liked knowing she wanted me.

But the longer we were together, the more comfortable Lisa became. The nervousness faded fast once we started having sex, and so did a lot of that shyness. She began telling me exactly what she wanted instead of waiting for me to figure it out. She stopped acting embarrassed when she caught me staring at her and started looking amused instead. That was when her true colors started to show, and I was beginning to realize I liked those colors a hell of a lot more than I probably should have.

“You coming over tonight?” she asked at the end of our phone call.

I hadn't seen her in two whole days, which at that point felt ridiculous. We'd gotten so used to fucking whenever we could find somewhere private that forty-eight hours without touching her had left me painfully wound up. My balls actually ached from how badly I wanted to get off with her again. She'd invited me to the Walkers' place, where she was babysitting for the evening, and we'd agreed I'd come over at nine so we could watch a movie together after the kids were asleep.

Of course, we hadn't been finishing many movies lately.

We hung up, and I grabbed some dinner while I waited until it was time to leave. I had absolutely nothing else on my schedule, which made the next couple of hours crawl. I ate, wandered around the house, checked the time far too often, and tried not to think about what Lisa might have planned once I got there. That was nearly impossible. By then, even the possibility of being alone with her was enough to make my body react.

Five minutes till nine, I gave up on waiting and jumped in the car. The drive wasn't long, but I still felt restless behind the wheel, my fingers shifting against the steering wheel as I watched the streets pass beneath the headlights. My head was buzzing with anticipation. Two days shouldn't have been enough to make me miss someone that badly, but with Lisa, it apparently was.

I couldn't wait to see what she was going to do to me.


Chapter Two




I parked just outside the Walkers' house and checked myself in the rearview mirror before getting out. I ran a hand through my light brown hair, trying to make it look halfway decent. My hair was usually a wild mess with no real direction, every piece seeming determined to fall wherever it wanted. It was soft enough, but that didn't exactly help with the girly image I'd spent years trying to escape. Tonight, most of it flopped over to one side no matter how many times I pushed it back. I stared at my reflection for another second, then exhaled. “That'll do,” I told myself.

I stepped out of the car and walked up to the front door. The night had turned cool and crisp, a surprising contrast to how warm the day had been, and the air felt good against my skin after sitting in the car. I knocked softly, and Lisa opened the door almost immediately, moving quietly so she wouldn't wake anyone up. I slipped inside, and she shut the door behind me before leading the way toward the living room.

Lisa's cute little ass swayed from side to side as she walked ahead of me. She wore a floral, flouncy skirt that fell to about mid-thigh, and I couldn't help noticing how delicate and soft everything she wore seemed to be. Even her white, off-the-shoulder blouse looked as if it had been designed specifically for her body, loose in some places and fitted in others so it drew my attention exactly where it was supposed to. Girls' clothes seemed to have so many little details meant to accentuate curves—thin straps, soft fabrics, short hems, fitted waists. I loved seeing Lisa in cute little outfits like this. I liked seeing them crumpled on the floor even more.

I sat down on the long, L-shaped sofa while Lisa put on the movie. She stood directly in front of me, fumbling with the remote and blocking half the television, and with her skirt ending where it did, I had a much better view anyway. I reached out and placed my hand against the back of her soft thigh, letting my fingers slowly travel upward over her warm skin. She shifted her legs and shook me off before I got very far, but I caught the smile tugging at the side of her face. She wasn't exactly angry about it. I found myself wondering how wet she'd already be if my fingers made it high enough.

I reached for her again, this time brushing the back of her other thigh. Lisa spun around quickly. A playful smile curved her mouth, but there was something hotter and sharper in her eyes that didn't quite match it. That combination made it impossible to tell whether she wanted me to keep going or was about to punish me for trying.

“Be careful,” she said in a low, serious tone. “Or I'll deny you the thing you're after.”

The warning sent a warm, pleasant shiver down my spine that settled right between my legs. Something about the seriousness in her voice made my cock react instantly, even though the thought of her actually following through and refusing to let me see her naked felt like torture. I reluctantly put both hands in my lap, where they'd be less tempted to wander, and tried to focus on the television.

Of course, my eyes kept drifting away from the screen and back to Lisa. Her ass was only inches from my face while she finished with the movie, and the sight of it beneath that short skirt made focusing on anything else impossible. My cock hardened and twitched inside my pants, already aching with the urge to get inside her. I could practically feel the tight heat of her pussy around me just from imagining it, and I shifted against the sofa, trying to make the pressure in my jeans a little more comfortable.

Finally, she sat beside me and started the movie. I stretched my arm around her shoulders, half expecting her to tell me not to touch her again. Instead, she let me pull her closer and snuggled into my chest as though she'd never threatened me at all. I lowered my head slightly and breathed in the vanilla-and-lilac scent of her shampoo. It clung softly to her hair, and having her pressed against me like that made it difficult not to grab her by the face and kiss her until neither of us cared about the movie.

Her hand rested casually on my thigh. Her fingers moved lightly near my knee, tracing absent little patterns that made me painfully aware of how close they were to everything I wanted her to touch. I kept waiting for her hand to slide higher, but she left it exactly where it was. That somehow made it worse. My attention shifted to the gentle rise and fall of Lisa's chest beneath her blouse, and I bit my lower lip to keep myself from reaching over and grabbing one of her breasts.

About thirty minutes into the movie, Lisa suddenly stood and turned to face me.

“I'm so wet,” she said. “I need you to get me off.”

My entire body tightened at the words. She reached behind herself, unzipped her skirt, and let it fall around her ankles. Underneath, she wore a silky pink thong that barely covered her. My eyes dropped immediately between her legs, and before I could think better of it, I reached for the waistband.

Lisa slapped my hand away.

“I'll tell you when and what to do.”

I nodded, even as the command bruised that fragile little part of my masculine ego I'd never quite managed to strengthen. I wanted to take control of her. I wanted to grab her, bend her over, and fuck her hard enough that, for once, I could feel like the kind of man I'd always thought I was supposed to be. Instead, Lisa stood there nearly naked and effortlessly controlled the entire situation. She seemed determined to deny me that feeling and give me instructions instead.

The frustrating part was that I knew I'd follow them. If I wanted any chance of fucking her tonight, I'd have to do exactly what she said. Worse, some part of me liked knowing that.

Lisa crossed the room and pressed her back against the wall. She tugged her blouse down until her shoulders and chest were exposed, revealing a strapless pink bra that matched her panties. Then she lifted both hands above her head, posing as though she were the submissive one waiting for me to take her. The sight was almost laughable considering who actually had the power between us. She reminded me of a Venus flytrap, luring me closer with the promise of submission only so she could close around me and take control once I was exactly where she wanted me.

“Come here,” she commanded. “Play with my breasts.”

I was moving toward her before she'd even finished speaking, my cock hard as a rock inside my pants. I pressed my body against hers, letting her feel exactly how turned on she'd made me. Lisa moaned and tipped her head back against the wall.

Fuck, this girl turns me on.

I reached for her right breast and pulled it free from the delicate cup of her bra. Her nipple was already hard beneath my fingers. I lowered my mouth to it, drawing it between my lips and sucking while my other hand settled against her waist.

Lisa threaded her fingers through my hair and wrapped one leg around my hip, drawing our bodies even closer. I slid one hand down the outside of her thigh and gripped her firmly, enjoying the soft warmth of her skin beneath my palm. My fingers traveled higher until they reached the curve of her ass, and I grabbed it before pulling her hard against me.

I kept my mouth on her breasts, moving between them while my free hand slipped toward the inside of her other thigh. Lisa writhed slightly against the wall as my fingers moved higher. After the way she'd already warned me about touching her without permission, I half expected her to slap my hand away again. Part of me was almost waiting for it.

Instead, my fingertips reached the front of her silk panties.

I brushed them lightly over the place where her slit pressed against the fabric and immediately felt the dampness there. She really was wet. The realization sent another surge of heat through my cock. I pinched the wet silk between my fingers and tugged downward, slowly peeling the thong away from her pussy.

Lisa let me.

Her panties slid over her hips and down her thighs. She gently stepped out of them, though one side caught briefly on her white sneaker. I bent enough to pull them loose, tossing them aside before immediately turning my attention back between her legs. Her pussy was bare and slick in front of me, and I ran my fingers through her wetness before sliding them inside her.

Lisa's eyes rolled back as she squirmed against the wall. Her body tightened around my fingers almost immediately, and I brought my mouth back to her nipples, alternating between them while I worked my hand between her legs. Every time I pushed my fingers deeper into her wet pussy, I could feel her inner walls clench around them. The response made me smile against her breast.

With two fingers inside her, I moved my thumb to her clit and began rubbing it. Lisa's hips immediately rocked forward into my hand, showing me exactly where she wanted the pressure. She started moving back and forth against my fingers, almost using my hand to fuck herself, her breathing growing heavier as she chased the sensation.

She was trying to get herself off quickly.

“Don't come yet,” I whispered, making one last attempt to take back some control. “I want to tease you.”

Lisa's eyes opened and narrowed into a piercing stare.

“I'll come when I please,” she said. “You, however, can't come until I say so.”

I swallowed hard. Her voice was firm enough to wipe away the tiny scrap of authority I'd tried to claim. She pushed me back from her body, breaking the contact between us, then led me toward the sofa.

“Lie on your back,” she added.

My heart raced. The more I tried to fight my submissive nature, the more Lisa seemed to recognize it and use it against me. Every attempt I made to take back control only seemed to give her another excuse to remind me who was actually in charge. She climbed on top of me, moving higher until her knees settled on either side of my head and her thighs straddled my face.

“Open your mouth for me,” she commanded.

I reached up and grabbed her ass, spreading my hands over the soft curves as I extended my tongue. Lisa lowered herself against my mouth and immediately began rocking her hips over it, using my face exactly the way she wanted. I kept my tongue flat against her pussy while she moved, tasting how wet she'd gotten. Her hips started moving faster, pressing harder against me until she let out a wild but muffled scream. I felt her pussy pulse against my mouth as she came, her thighs clamping tightly around my head and nearly blocking out everything except the feeling of her grinding against my face.

My face stayed buried in her pussy while she rode out the orgasm. I looked up at her whenever I could, watching the way her expression changed as she whimpered above me. She looked wild and sexy, completely lost in what she was taking from me, and the sight alone nearly made me come in my pants. I hadn't even touched my cock, but it throbbed painfully beneath my clothes.

When she finally finished coming, Lisa climbed off my face and sat back. She stared down at me with one eyebrow lifted, looking far too pleased with herself.

“Are you ready for your reward?” she asked.

I nodded immediately, excited to find out what she considered a reward after everything she'd already done. Lisa walked back toward the panties she'd left on the floor and bent to pick them up. I expected her to put them back on. Instead, she returned to me, balled the damp fabric in her hand, and stuffed the panties into my mouth.

I could smell her wet pussy all over them. The scent and taste were unmistakable, and I instinctively clamped down on the fabric with my teeth. Lisa didn't give me much time to process it before reaching for my pants. She unfastened them and pulled them down along with my boxers, freeing my already hard cock.

She stared at it for a moment, then smiled in a strange, fascinated sort of way. The expression confused me. She'd seen my cock plenty of times before. She'd touched it, sucked it, fucked it. There wasn't anything new for her to discover.

“Not the biggest in that department, are we?”

I could've sworn she was laughing at me.

I stared at her, not understanding why my size had suddenly become so amusing. She already knew exactly how big I was—or wasn't. But something about the way she looked at me had changed. I was starting to realize Lisa wanted things from our sex life that she hadn't bothered discussing with me first. She was testing them out as she went, seeing how I'd react to each new humiliation.

And apparently, my reaction was to get harder.

The more amusement I saw in her face, the more my cock stiffened in front of her. With her panties filling my mouth, I couldn't defend myself even if I'd known what to say. All I could do was shake my head.

“Don't worry,” she continued. “I guess I can make do with this little thing.”

Fuck. It turned me on to be humiliated.

I'd always been self-conscious about being a little smaller than average. It was one of those insecurities I'd spent years trying not to think about too much, especially once I'd started having sex. I would've expected hearing my girlfriend openly mock me for it to make me want to hide. Instead, every insult seemed to go directly to my cock. The embarrassment mixed with the arousal until I couldn't separate one from the other. I wanted to come hard and fast just from listening to her tell me I wasn't enough.

Lisa looked me up and down again before finally wrapping her hand around my shaft. Her fingers closed firmly around me, giving me a few slow strokes before she leaned forward and took my cock into her mouth.

I nearly came down her throat.

She took all of me so quickly that the sensation caught me completely off guard. My hips tensed beneath her, and I had to fight the urge to thrust into her mouth. Just when I was starting to lose control, she pulled away again.

“See how easy it is to fit it all the way in? It's way too small.”

I wanted to argue with her, though I wasn't even sure what my argument would've been. Her panties were still packed into my mouth, forcing me to stay silent anyway. All I could do was listen while she insulted me and then lowered her mouth onto my cock again.

I closed my eyes.

Her tongue moved slowly over my shaft, tracing along every vein and ridge she could find before circling around the head. Then she sucked her cheeks in tightly and began bobbing her head, taking me deep each time. The wet pressure of her mouth was almost unbearable after everything she'd already done to me. My thighs tightened against the sofa, and my cock grew painfully stiff as I felt myself getting close.

Lisa pulled off quickly.

“Not so fast,” she said. “You don't come until I say.”

I nodded and stayed where I was, my cock twitching from the sudden loss of her mouth. The denial made everything feel sharper. I waited for whatever she wanted from me next because by then I'd stopped pretending I wasn't going to obey her.

Lisa turned me over on the sofa until my ass was exposed. Before I could wonder what she was doing, she flattened her palm against one cheek.

Smack!

The sting shot through my entire body.

I tensed from the surprise, but once the initial shock faded, my cock throbbed hard against the cushion beneath me. The pain had barely registered before it transformed into something pleasurable. Lisa kept delivering one surprise after another, and every time I thought I'd figured out what she wanted from me, she pushed things a little further.

Her hands gripped my ass and spread my cheeks wide. I felt exposed in a way I'd never experienced with her before. Then warm spit landed against my asshole, pooling around the tight entrance. Lisa dipped one finger into the wetness and slowly spread it around me, making the sensitive skin slick before pressing her fingertip against the opening.

Then she pushed it inside.

A muffled groan escaped through the panties stuffed into my mouth.

Lisa was fingering my asshole, and I liked it.

That realization hit almost as hard as the sensation itself. Her finger moved slowly inside me, swirling and working deeper while my cock throbbed helplessly against the sofa. I'd never thought of myself as someone who wanted this. I'd spent too much of my life worrying about seeming feminine or submissive, trying to prove I wasn't either of those things. Now I was lying facedown while my girlfriend fingered my ass, and my body was responding more intensely than I knew what to do with.

A nervous thought passed through me that I might not be able to come back from this—not because I wanted her to stop, but because I didn't.

I felt Lisa reach between my thighs with her other hand and cup my balls. My body tightened immediately. Between her finger moving inside my ass and her hand gently working my balls, I wasn't sure how much longer I could possibly hold out. Every nerve in my lower body seemed to be firing at once.

Then she spanked me again.

My cock exploded.

I groaned loudly through the fabric in my mouth as wave after wave of orgasm tore through me. My hips jerked against the sofa, and I felt my come spill beneath me, pooling between my pelvis and the cushion as my body kept pulsing. It went on longer than I expected, each contraction dragging another shudder out of me.

It was the longest, most intense orgasm I'd ever had, and somehow it had happened because this girl was humiliating me, dominating me, and making me submit to things I'd never admitted I wanted.

When I finally finished coming, Lisa flipped me onto my back. I was still trying to catch my breath when she leaned down and ran her tongue over my stomach, cleaning away the come she'd made me spill. She moved lower and licked my cock clean too, and I watched it twitch weakly against her tongue, still oversensitive from the orgasm.

Then she pulled her panties out of my mouth.

Before I could say anything, Lisa slid the fingers she'd used on my ass between my lips, making me taste them. I sucked in a startled breath through my nose but didn't pull away. I'd never seen this kind of fire in her eyes before. There was confidence there, but something more than that too—a certainty that she could do whatever she wanted to me and I'd let her.

“I’m ready to go again,” she said. “So get your cock ready.”

I nodded.

Lisa lowered her head back between my legs and took my cock into her mouth again. I was still sensitive, and the first few movements of her tongue almost made me squirm away, but she kept sucking until my body responded. Slowly, my cock hardened again beneath her mouth.

Once I was fully hard, Lisa climbed over me and straddled my hips. Her pussy was still wet from before, and she positioned herself over my cock before lowering onto it.

“Fuck!” I cried out now that my mouth was free.

Her pussy felt incredibly tight around me. She pushed her hips all the way down until I was buried inside her, then started to grind. The heat and pressure wrapped around my cock, and after the way she'd just dominated me, simply being inside her felt different than it ever had before.

“Your cock is so small,” she said.

I looked up at her, humiliation burning across my face.

“I've had so many bigger cocks in this pussy.”

The words hit me almost as hard as the feeling of her riding me. Listening to Lisa humiliate me while my cock was buried inside her was completely new, and apparently my body loved it. Instead of killing my erection, every degrading comment seemed to make my dick harder. As I stiffened inside her, her pussy felt even tighter around me.

“I don't even know if you'll be able to get me off,” she continued.

Lisa rode me harder, using my body while she kept degrading me. I couldn't stop thinking about what she was saying or how completely she'd turned every insecurity I'd ever had into something sexual. Her hands pressed against my chest for balance as she slammed her hips against me over and over, taking exactly what she wanted.

Soon, we were both too close to hold back.

Lisa screamed as she came, her body tightening above me while her pussy clenched around my cock. The feeling pushed me over with her. I exploded inside her, my hips jerking upward as I came while the humiliating thought of my tiny dick being unable to satisfy her ran through my mind.

When we'd both come down, Lisa collapsed on top of me, her body warm and heavy against mine.

“That was—” I started to say, but she shoved the panties back into my mouth before I could finish.

We lay there together in silence for a moment, catching our breath before finally getting dressed again. My body still felt loose and oversensitive from everything she'd done to me, and my mind hadn't quite caught up with the fact that I'd enjoyed all of it.

Lisa suddenly gasped.

“Shit,” she said, horror spreading across her face as her wide eyes snapped toward the front door.

I turned my head to see what had scared her. Bright headlights poured through the narrow windows framing the front door.


Chapter Three




“Fuck,” I said. “I’ll leave out the back.”

Lisa grabbed my arm before I could move. “No. They’ve already seen your car. They’ll hear you if you leave.”

“What am I supposed to do? It has to be better than staying here and facing their wrath.”

“Come with me,” she said quickly, tightening her grip around my hand.

She dragged me out of the living room, down the hall, and into the master bedroom. I barely had time to register what she was doing before she grabbed a pile of women’s clothes and accessories and hurried me toward the guest bathroom farther down the hall.

“Go in here and try to look like a girl. I’ll tell them I just had a friend over. They don’t care about girlfriends.”

“Are you kidding me?” I asked.

There was no way I could pull off a disguise like that with only a few minutes to spare. I didn’t think I could pull it off at all. Before I could argue any further, Lisa shoved me into the bathroom and pulled the door shut behind me.

“Please, it’s the only way out of this without me losing my reputation,” I heard her say from the other side.

I sighed and stared at the pile of clothes she'd dumped onto the counter. For a few seconds, I just stood there, listening to the silence beyond the bathroom door and trying to decide whether this was completely insane. Then I turned toward the mirror. My face was soft enough. My hair had always looked a little feminine anyway. For the first time, the qualities I'd spent years being embarrassed by suddenly seemed useful.

Maybe I actually could pull it off.

I have to try.

I stripped off my clothes as quickly as I could and grabbed the red dress from the counter. The fabric immediately confused me. I stepped into it, twisted it around, then turned it the other way before finally figuring out which side was supposed to face forward. Once I had it right, I pulled it up over my body and slid the thin straps over my shoulders. Reaching the zipper in back was another problem. I twisted awkwardly, struggling to catch it with my fingertips before finally managing to pull it closed.

I'd barely gotten the dress into place when I heard the front door open.

My stomach dropped.

Lisa greeted the Walkers, and their voices carried faintly down the hallway. I couldn't make out exactly what they were saying, but I assumed she was already trying to explain away the extra car outside by claiming she'd invited a girlfriend over. There wasn't much time left, which meant I didn't have the luxury of stopping to think about how absurd any of this was—or about the fact that I was standing in a stranger's bathroom wearing a woman's dress.

Still, little details kept forcing themselves into my awareness as I hurried. The dress was softer than anything I normally wore, the fabric light against my skin and fitted in places I wasn't used to noticing. I slipped my feet into the black heels Lisa had grabbed and immediately had to steady myself against the counter. Then I found the lipstick, twisted it up, and carefully rubbed the color over my lips.

When I finally finished, I looked at myself in the mirror.

I froze.

I couldn't believe how convincing I was.

For a moment, the panic about getting caught disappeared completely because I was too distracted by my own reflection. The red dress changed the entire shape of my body. The fitted waist made me look narrower through the middle, while the skirt softened everything below it. My bare legs looked unexpectedly good in the heels, longer and more delicate somehow, and the lipstick drew attention to a mouth I'd never thought twice about before.

I was hot.

The thought was so immediate that it almost made me laugh. It didn't make any sense. I leaned closer to the mirror, studying myself from different angles as if I might suddenly spot whatever flaw would break the illusion.

I even lifted the skirt to make sure my cock was still there.

It was.

Then I turned sideways and twisted around, lifting the back of the dress over my hips so I could look at my ass in the mirror. The sight startled me almost as much as my face had. My ass looked round beneath the dress, and the heels changed the way my legs and hips sat beneath me. The whole thing worked far better than it had any right to.

If I'd seen this version of myself walking down the street, I'd want to fuck it.

That realization should've bothered me more than it did.

The only thing really missing was long, wavy hair. With that, I might've been able to fool almost anyone.

I dropped the skirt back into place and faced the bathroom door. The reality of what I was about to do returned all at once. My heart started pounding again.

Did I seriously have the nerve to walk out there like this and let strangers see me dressed as a girl?

I wrapped my hand around the knob and slowly turned it. My whole body flinched as though I were opening the door to someone waiting to punch me. Then I forced myself into the hallway.

The three of them were standing in the living room talking.

Melanie and Joe Walker both went silent when they saw me.

Melanie was tall and brunette, with her hair pulled back into a tight, neat bun. She had a slender, elegant figure that almost seemed unfair, the kind of body that made every movement look deliberate even when she was standing still. A fitted black dress hugged her frame, and she rested one hand against her hip as she looked me over.

Joe stood only a few inches taller than she did. He had broad shoulders and a V-shaped torso that filled out his clothes in a way I couldn't help noticing. For the first time in my life, I looked at another man and the word beautiful entered my head before I could stop it.

That unsettled me almost as much as the dress.

I didn't know how both of them could be so gorgeous. Standing beside each other, they looked almost unnaturally well matched.

Joe folded his arms across his chest and cocked one eyebrow.

“So,” he said. “You’re Lisa’s friend?”

I nodded and swallowed.

I didn't trust myself to speak. My voice was the one part of this disguise I had absolutely no idea how to hide, and I figured that if I stayed quiet long enough, maybe neither of them would question it. Joe extended his hand toward me.

I glanced nervously at Lisa before slipping my hand into his.

“Well, it’s nice to meet you . . .” His voice trailed off as he waited for me to supply a name.

My knees felt unsteady beneath me. Sweat prickled along my brow as I searched desperately for something believable. The first name that came into my head escaped before I had time to reconsider it.

“Maggie,” I said in a squeaky, hoarse voice.

“Nice to meet you, Maggie,” Melanie said with a small nod.

She reached toward me, and I automatically lifted my hand, assuming she wanted to shake it. Instead, her hand passed mine and landed on my shoulder.

My pulse jumped.

Her fingers traveled slowly across the back of my dress, smoothing over the fabric as if she were inspecting it.

“This dress is beautiful,” she said. “I have one just like it.”

My heart thudded hard against my ribs.

I turned toward Lisa. She was frowning now, confusion flickering behind her eyes. Something had changed in the room, though I couldn't tell what. Melanie glanced toward Joe, holding his gaze for a moment as though the two of them were having an entire conversation without speaking.

Whatever she communicated, he seemed to understand.

“Why don’t I go show you that dress right now?” Melanie asked.

“No!” Lisa cried suddenly.

The reaction was too fast and too loud.

Both of the Walkers looked pleased, and my stomach sank as I realized Lisa had just given something away. Their expressions had the unmistakable satisfaction of people who'd already figured out the truth and were only waiting to see how long we'd keep lying.

Before I could react, Melanie reached down, caught the hem of my dress, and yanked it upward.

My naked cock was exposed beneath it.

For one terrible second, nobody moved.

Heat rushed into my face as humiliation crashed through me. My first instinct was pure horror, but my body betrayed me almost immediately. My cock began to harden right there in front of them, thickening beneath Melanie's gaze while I stood frozen in the heels and dress.

“I’m so sorry,” Lisa said, sounding as though the apology was meant more for me than for the couple.

I blushed even harder and hurriedly shoved the skirt back down, covering my throbbing cock with both hands.

“Lisa, you know boys aren’t allowed over here,” Joe said.

“Certainly not,” Melanie replied.

“I’m sorry,” Lisa repeated. “It’ll never happen again.”

“You bet it won’t,” Joe said. “You two are going to get the punishment of a lifetime.”

An ice-cold chill ran down my spine.

It spread beneath my skin and all the way into my fingers and toes, completely at odds with the heat still burning in my face and crotch. I stood frozen in place, too shocked and afraid to run, argue, or even ask what he meant. All I could do was stare at them and wait.


Chapter Four




“What—what do you mean?” Lisa asked, sliding her hands behind her back and lowering her head. The confidence she'd had only minutes earlier was gone. For the first time that night, she looked genuinely nervous.

“If you’re going to try and pass your boyfriend off as a girl,” Melanie began, “then you damn well learn how to do it right.”

Her tone was harsh and unforgiving. I stared at her, completely lost. I wasn't sure what she meant by any of it, and the fact that she seemed to have already decided exactly what was going to happen only made the knot in my stomach tighten.

Melanie grabbed my wrist and pulled me back toward the master bedroom. Joe placed a hand against Lisa's lower back, urging her to follow us. Lisa resisted at first, but he kept her moving forward. I twisted around several times to look at her, trying to read her expression and figure out whether she understood any more of this than I did.

This isn't good.

The thought became impossible to ignore once I saw how seriously the Walkers were taking the whole thing. Who would've thought they'd be this upset? We'd broken their rules, sure, but this wasn't a normal reaction. Normal people yelled. They threatened to fire the babysitter or call someone's parents. They didn't march two eighteen-year-olds into their bedroom for some bizarre punishment neither of us understood.

Once we were inside, Melanie turned toward me and reached for the zipper of my dress. She pulled it down, and the loose fabric slipped from my shoulders before falling around my feet. I stood there naked except for the heels, suddenly aware of how exposed I was. Lisa covered her mouth with both hands, her eyes widening as she watched.

Melanie stepped closer and looked me over with a critical expression, as though I were something she intended to remake rather than a person standing nervously in front of her.

“I’m going to shave you bare. Step out of your heels.”

The words made my stomach twist. At the same time, another feeling moved underneath the embarrassment, one I didn't entirely understand and wasn't ready to name. The idea of seeing what I'd look like afterward had already lodged itself in my head.

For a moment, Melanie's plan belonged only to the two of us. That wouldn't last long.

She walked into the master bathroom and started running the bath. A few seconds later, she called for me.

I still couldn't move.

I stood frozen beside the bed until Joe came up behind me and gave my ass a sharp smack.

“You heard her,” he growled.

I turned toward him with what had to be a helpless expression. Over his shoulder, I could see Lisa watching through the tops of her fingers, her eyes still impossibly wide. There was nothing useful in her face—no answer, no reassurance. I finally stepped out of the heels and walked toward the bathroom.

The bathwater was warm when I climbed in. Melanie worked quickly, covering my legs with shaving cream before moving higher. She covered my pubic hair and even my face, though all I had there was a scraggly five-o'clock shadow that had never amounted to much. Apparently, even that was too much for whatever she had in mind.

She left nothing behind.

By the time she finished, every stray hair had been removed from my naturally soft skin. Melanie rinsed away the remaining shaving cream and ran her hands briefly over my legs, checking for patches she'd missed. The sensation felt completely different now. Without the layer of hair, my skin seemed strangely exposed, almost too sensitive. Even the water moving over my legs felt more noticeable than it had before.

I ran my own hand over one thigh when she wasn't looking.

The smoothness startled me.

I wondered what it would feel like to have someone kiss me there.

Melanie drained the tub and helped me out. She handed me a towel and made sure I was completely dry before leading me back into the bedroom.

Lisa and Joe both looked at me when I returned.

I suddenly became painfully conscious of every inch of my newly bare skin. My legs looked different. My chest looked different. Even my body shape seemed softer without the hair breaking up the lines of it.

Lisa's cheeks were flushed as she stared.

The look on her face made something uneasy flutter in my stomach. She almost seemed to like what she saw.

But I couldn't let myself think too much about that. This was supposed to be her punishment too, wasn't it?

“Put these on,” Melanie said.

She crossed to the dresser, pulled open one of the drawers, and tossed a matching red lingerie set toward me. I caught it awkwardly. The panties were deep red, with delicate lace detailing over the fabric, and the bra matched.

Again, I hesitated.

Another sharp smack from Joe made me flinch forward.

A startled sound slipped from my throat before I could stop it, which only made my face burn hotter. I looked down at the panties in my hands and finally stepped into them.

The fabric slid easily over my freshly shaved legs.

That alone felt strange.

I pulled them higher, settling them around my hips, and had to fight another involuntary reaction to the sensation. Everything felt softer against my bare skin than I was used to. The panties held my cock and balls close while hugging my ass, and when I looked down at myself, the effect was far more feminine than I would've imagined possible.

I should've hated it.

Instead, a rush of something almost euphoric moved through me.

I'd never worn anything that made me this aware of my body. Men's clothes usually seemed designed to hide everything beneath straight lines and loose fabric. This did the opposite. It made me notice my waist, my thighs, the curve of my ass. It made me think about how I looked instead of simply whether I looked masculine enough.

I picked up the bra and slid the straps over my shoulders, but after several attempts, I still couldn't manage the fastening behind my back. Melanie finally stepped behind me and took over. Her breath warmed the back of my neck while her fingers worked the clasps into place.

Once it was fastened, she adjusted the straps and turned me around.

“You’re a pretty little thing, aren’t you? I bet you’d get Joe rock hard in an instant.”

I shrugged and immediately felt my face heat again.

I had no idea how I was supposed to respond to that. I didn't know how I was supposed to respond to any of this. Part of me was overwhelmed by the humiliation and the sheer strangeness of what was happening. Another part couldn't stop noticing the unfamiliar sensations—the smoothness of my legs, the snug lingerie, the way the bra straps rested against my shoulders.

None of it felt the way I'd expected.

That confused me almost as much as the Walkers' behavior itself. I knew something about this situation was deeply wrong. They had no business deciding how to punish us in the first place. Yet underneath that knowledge was the uncomfortable truth that I liked certain parts of the transformation far more than I wanted to admit.

“Put the dress back on,” Melanie said.

She leaned down, picked the red dress up from the floor, and handed it to me. This time I didn't struggle with figuring it out. I stepped into it and pulled it smoothly up my body.

The dress felt completely different with lingerie underneath.

Before, I'd felt like a guy awkwardly wearing women's clothing. Now the bra changed the way the top sat against my chest, while the panties made me conscious of the dress brushing my hips and thighs. The whole outfit suddenly felt more complete.

Elegant.

Sexy.

And for perhaps the first time in my life, I felt sexy too.

The thought scared me enough that I almost wanted to take everything off again.

Melanie walked to a small vanity and gathered several items. She worked on my face with an efficiency that made it obvious she'd done this countless times on herself. Brushes swept powder across my skin. She added color to my cheeks, pressed gloss over my lips, darkened my eyelashes with mascara, and carefully traced black liner around my eyes. Then came shadows and more blending until I'd lost track of what she'd put where.

By the time she stepped away, I felt like I had enough makeup on for the circus.

Then I saw the mirror.

I gasped.

The person staring back at me barely looked masculine anymore.

The makeup hadn't turned me into somebody completely different. Somehow, that was what made it so unsettling. I could still recognize my own eyes, my nose, the shape of my mouth. But everything had been shifted just enough. My lashes looked longer. My lips looked fuller. The blush softened my face, while the liner made my eyes stand out in a way I'd never seen before.

Almost every trace of the boy I'd been looking at in mirrors my entire life seemed to have disappeared.

Almost.

My short hair still gave me away.

I should've known Melanie would have a solution for that too.

She walked to the closet and shuffled through several things before finally emerging with a long blonde wig. I stared at it as she approached me. Before I had time to think about what it would mean to put it on, she secured it carefully over my hair and adjusted it around my face.

Long blonde waves fell past my shoulders.

Melanie pulled a few strands forward and arranged them against the front of the dress.

Then she stepped aside.

For several seconds, I couldn't stop staring at the mirror.

“Put your heels back on and face your girlfriend,” she ordered.

I slid my feet into the black heels again, steadied myself, and slowly turned around.

Lisa gasped.

“He . . . he’s beautiful!”

The words caused something painful and confusing to twist inside me.

Beautiful.

Nobody had ever called me that before.

I'd spent years hating the softness in my face and body because other people had used those exact traits to make me feel like less of a man. Now Lisa was staring at those same qualities as though they were something worth admiring.

I didn't know how to process any of it.

For the first time I could remember, I loved what I saw when I looked at my reflection. I loved the smooth legs, the dress, the lingerie underneath it, the makeup, even the ridiculous blonde hair falling around my shoulders.

But I wasn't supposed to love it.

I was a man. I was supposed to want muscles and broad shoulders. I was supposed to fuck my girlfriend hard and dominate her. I was supposed to want to be the kind of guy I'd spent all of high school unsuccessfully trying to become.

Instead, this couple had transformed me into something unmistakably feminine right in front of my girlfriend.

And somehow, I'd never felt better about the way I looked.

What the hell was any of that supposed to mean?

“Now comes the real punishment,” Joe said as his hands moved toward the fastening of his slacks.

My mouth fell open.

Whatever strange relief I'd found in my reflection vanished immediately.

What did he mean?


Chapter Five




“Go on,” Melanie urged as she pressed a hand against my lower back.

I took a few small, reluctant steps toward John. Melanie rested both hands on the tops of my shoulders, applying just enough pressure to guide me, and after a moment I let my knees buckle beneath me. I dropped to the floor in front of him while Lisa moved to the edge of the bed to watch.

My heart raced. I suddenly understood what they had in mind, and even after everything that had already happened, I wasn’t sure I could actually go through with it. John unfastened his slacks and pushed them down with his briefs, letting his long, thick cock spring free. My eyes went straight to it despite myself, taking in the veins and ridges along his shaft while I knelt there trying to work up the nerve to do something I’d never imagined doing with another man.

“Open your mouth,” John commanded, giving his cock a slow stroke in front of my face.

I bit my lower lip. I knew exactly what would happen if I obeyed. The realization sent another nervous flutter through my stomach, but underneath it was a pulse of excitement I couldn’t deny.

John brushed the head of his cock against my cheek. “Open your mouth, slut.”

My own cock hardened and throbbed inside the tight panties. That reaction embarrassed me more than anything else. I was caught somewhere between shame and pleasure, wanting to resist the idea of what I was about to do while my body seemed determined to expose exactly how turned on I was.

Finally, I opened my mouth and stretched out my tongue.

John laid his cock across it.

The weight and heat of it startled me. I tasted the saltiness of his skin as I closed my lips around the head, and then I let him slide deeper into my mouth. Everything about him felt aggressively masculine—the size of his cock, the musky taste of him, the roughness of his hand when he touched the side of my head. Yet I was still dressed in lingerie and a dress, my body wrapped in soft feminine fabric.

The contrast was strangely intoxicating.

My eyes darted toward Lisa.

She was watching with the same mixture of shock and arousal I felt. Her lips were parted, and she looked almost as overwhelmed by the sight as I was by actually doing it. Whatever confusion I was feeling, I had a feeling some version of it was happening inside her too.

John began moving his cock in and out of my mouth while I stayed on my knees in front of him. He kept one hand against my head, controlling the rhythm without forcing me past what I could handle. Every time he slid deeper, I had to fight my instinct to tense up.

I felt like some kind of doll in Melanie’s clothes, dressed up and put on my knees for a man like John to use.

The thought should’ve humiliated me enough to make me stop.

Instead, my cock throbbed harder.

John kept thrusting into my mouth, his breathing becoming heavier as the rhythm picked up. His head tipped back, exposing his Adam’s apple, and a low groan escaped him. The muscles in his stomach tightened beneath his partially unbuttoned shirt as he leaned over me and fucked my mouth harder.

I braced myself and let him.

His breathing suddenly broke into a rough sound, and his cock pulsed in my mouth as he came. The first hot spurt caught me by surprise, followed quickly by another. I swallowed instinctively, struggling to keep up as his come filled my mouth and coated the back of my throat. Some of it escaped anyway, leaving wet streaks down my chin.

When John finally pulled his cock from my mouth, I sucked in a deep breath.

He dropped onto the edge of the bed beside my girlfriend, looking completely spent.

Before I had time to wipe my face, Melanie sank to her knees in front of me. Her eyes moved over the mess John had left on my chin, and then she leaned forward and licked it away. Her tongue dragged slowly over my skin until her mouth found mine.

She kissed me.

I could taste traces of John’s come between us when her tongue slipped into my mouth, and the realization sent another wave of heat through me. Nothing about this night seemed capable of shocking me anymore without turning me on at the same time.

Melanie moaned into the kiss and pulled my hands against her breasts. Her nipples were already hard beneath the fabric, pressing firmly into my palms.

I glanced over at Lisa.

She had one hand near her mouth, chewing nervously at a nail as she watched. Her cheeks were flushed, and she shifted restlessly on the edge of the mattress. I couldn’t tell whether she wanted to look away or move closer. The expression on her face was a messy combination of nerves, curiosity, and obvious arousal.

I understood it completely.

Because no matter how strange everything had become, I couldn’t deny how good it felt to have my hands on Melanie’s body.

She unfastened her dress and let the top half fall to her waist. Then she loosened her strapless bra until it snapped open and pulled my hands back against her bare breasts.

The warm weight of them filled my palms.

My cock jerked inside the panties, and for one ridiculous second I thought I might come just from touching her.

“Suck on my nipples,” she told me, moving my hands aside.

She pushed her chest toward me, and I lowered my head. I wrapped my lips around her right nipple and sucked, flicking my tongue over the hardened tip until she moaned. The sound encouraged me. I moved to the other breast and did the same thing, teasing her nipple with my tongue while her back arched slightly.

“That’s it, slut. Play with them.”

My body trembled with pleasure.

I wrapped one arm around Melanie’s waist and pulled her closer while I continued sucking her breasts, alternating between them whenever I felt like it. The warmth of her skin, the smell of her perfume, and the soft sounds she made were quickly erasing whatever embarrassment I’d felt about being on my knees.

Eventually, Melanie reached down and took one of my hands. She guided it beneath her dress and between her thighs, pressing my palm against her soaked panties.

I groaned against her breast.

She was incredibly wet.

My cock strained painfully inside the tight red panties, and I had to fight the urge to touch myself again. I didn’t want everyone seeing just how close I already was, especially after what had happened earlier.

Then another thought slipped into my head.

I was beginning to enjoy their punishments far too much to be genuinely afraid of earning another one.

“Put that mouth on my pussy,” Melanie said.

She stood and let the rest of her dress slide to the floor. Underneath it, she wore a matching black thong, which she delicately tugged down over her hips and thighs. She stepped out of it but left her heels on, then walked back to the bed and sat between John and Lisa.

Melanie lay back and spread her legs, resting one across John’s lap and the other across Lisa’s.

Lisa held Melanie’s leg hesitantly at first. Then curiosity seemed to win. Her hand slowly traveled higher along Melanie’s inner thigh, and Melanie gave a soft moan at the touch.

I stared between her open legs.

A small tuft of pubic hair sat just above her pussy. Her folds were already slick and swollen with arousal, and seeing how wet she’d gotten from everything we’d been doing made my mouth water.

I crawled toward her.

Then I lowered my face between her thighs and pressed my mouth against her pussy.

Melanie immediately rocked her hips toward me and reached down to bury a hand in my hair. She wasn’t forcing my head anywhere; she simply held me close while I opened my mouth wider and went to work on her.

Her taste filled my mouth, warm and musky with a faint sweetness underneath it. I dragged my tongue through her wet folds before sliding it inside her, then brought my thumb up against her clit.

“Fuck,” she groaned.

Her hips moved against my face while I kept licking her. I could feel the muscles in her thighs tightening around me as her breathing grew faster.

Then Melanie reached for Lisa’s hand and brought it to her breast.

Lisa hesitated only for a second before leaning over. She wrapped her lips around Melanie’s nipple and began sucking it while Melanie stroked her hair.

“Good girls,” Melanie whispered.

The words went straight through me.

My cock throbbed painfully inside the tight red panties. Every pulse made it rub against the soft cotton, giving me just enough friction to make the ache worse. Between Melanie’s pussy against my mouth, Lisa sucking her breast only inches away, and John calmly watching all of it, every one of my senses felt overloaded.

I wasn’t sure how much more I could take.

Melanie’s body began tightening beneath me.

“I’m going to come!” she cried.

Her back arched and her thighs trembled as her orgasm hit. Her pussy pulsed against my tongue while I kept licking her through it, and Lisa stayed pressed to her breast until the tension finally started leaving Melanie’s body.

John watched the entire thing with an expression that surprised me.

There wasn’t a hint of jealousy in his face. If anything, he seemed almost unnaturally calm about watching his wife get eaten out by me while my girlfriend sucked on her nipple. His eyes moved lazily over Melanie’s body as though none of this were especially unusual.

That made me wonder how unusual it actually was for them.

Had they done something like this before?

How many times?

Had they played these games with other babysitters, or were Lisa and I the first people they’d invited into this part of their lives?

I finally pulled my mouth away from Melanie’s pussy and wiped my wet lips with the back of my hand.

John stood and walked around me toward Lisa.

Melanie patted the empty spot beside her where John had been sitting, and I climbed onto the bed next to her.

“What’s going on?” I asked.

“Oh, you’re going to watch your girl get fucked by an alpha male,” Melanie said in a casual tone clearly meant to get a reaction out of me.

My stomach dropped.

John leaned toward Lisa and kissed her. She kissed him back, and when his tongue slipped into her mouth, I felt my cock become impossibly hard inside the panties.

Part of me immediately wanted to object. Lisa was my girlfriend. Watching another man touch her should’ve been the point where I finally drew a line.

But another part of me couldn’t look away.

John leaned his body into Lisa’s until she willingly let herself fall back onto the bed. He climbed over her and ran his hands slowly up the sides of her torso, then curved them around to cup and massage her breasts. She panted beneath him, soft and almost shy despite everything that had already happened. There was something almost angelic about the way she gave herself over to his attention, and it was a side of her I’d never gotten to see.

He kissed along her neck and down toward her collarbone. Then he tugged her shirt lower and pushed the cups of her bra beneath her breasts, exposing them completely. He took one nipple into his mouth, sucking and teasing it before moving to the other. Lisa arched her back eagerly beneath him, her breathing growing heavier as she seemed to forget for a moment that I was even sitting there watching.

I couldn’t watch them with the same calm, detached expression John had worn while Melanie and I were together. Jealousy twisted hard in my chest, but instead of killing my arousal, it made my cock throb harder beneath the dress.

That realization embarrassed me almost as much as the sight itself.

John was stronger than I was, more confident and dominant in a way I’d never been with Lisa. His cock was long and thick, still fresh in my mind after having it in my own mouth. Watching him touch my girlfriend made every insecurity I had about myself feel suddenly obvious. Part of me was convinced I could never please her the way he could.

And somehow, instead of making me want to stop them, the thought only made my body grow hotter.

John slid one hand between Lisa’s thighs and rubbed her through the already damp panties beneath her skirt. She shifted her hips toward his touch. He slowly pushed her skirt higher until it bunched around her waist with the fabric of her lowered shirt, leaving her panties completely exposed.

Then he slipped his hand inside them.

Lisa sucked in a breath as his finger slid into her pussy. Her hips jerked almost immediately, the sudden pleasure making her tense before she relaxed around his hand. A moan escaped her, low at first and then louder when he began moving his finger inside her.

John was still mostly dressed. He’d pulled his briefs and slacks back up after I’d sucked him, but only enough to cover his hips and ass. His long, thick cock remained outside them, hard again and jutting forward as he played with my girlfriend.

I bit my lower lip.

I felt wronged and thrilled at the same time, two emotions that shouldn’t have fit together nearly as well as they did. I didn’t know whether I wanted to drag him away from her or move closer so I could see better.

So I did neither.

I sat there in Melanie’s dress and lingerie and watched.

“Isn’t he good?” Melanie asked as she watched them too.

Her face was bright with excitement. There wasn’t even the slightest hint of jealousy. Unlike John’s almost detached reaction earlier, Melanie was obviously enjoying every second of seeing her husband with another woman. Her eyes followed his hands over Lisa’s body with open fascination.

I found myself wondering whether they’d done this before—and whether Melanie especially enjoyed watching John with women younger than herself, like Lisa.

John hooked his fingers into the side of Lisa’s panties and pulled the fabric aside. Then he positioned himself between her legs and pressed the thick head of his cock against her pussy.

Lisa watched him, breathing hard.

He pushed forward slowly.

She moaned as the head slipped inside her, then again when more of his cock followed. Her hands stretched above her head and twisted into the bedsheets. Her breasts pushed outward as she arched her back, and her hips began rocking toward him, encouraging him deeper.

Watching her willingly take him made my stomach tighten.

John gripped her hips and pushed the rest of his cock inside her.

He buried himself so deeply that his entire shaft disappeared into my girlfriend’s pussy.

Lisa cried out.

Then he slowly pulled back, revealing most of his wet cock before sliding forward again.

She moaned in obvious pleasure.

She still hadn’t looked at me once since he started touching her.

That hurt.

It also made my cock harder.

John began fucking her with a steady rhythm, pulling almost all the way out before pushing himself back inside. Each thrust grew faster than the last until the bed started shifting beneath them. One of his hands stayed firm on her hip while his other moved between their bodies and rubbed his thumb against her clit.

Lisa’s reactions became almost immediate.

Her thighs trembled around him. Her stomach tightened. Her breathing broke into short, ragged gasps as John continued pounding his cock into her while rubbing her clit.

She looked like she could come at any second.

Then her whole body seized.

A wild cry escaped her, loud enough that John quickly leaned forward and covered her mouth with his hand to muffle it. Lisa grabbed at the sheets as her orgasm tore through her, her pussy clenching around his cock while he continued fucking her through it.

When the shaking finally began to ease, John pulled out just long enough to turn her onto her stomach.

Lisa went willingly, still dazed and breathless from coming.

He positioned himself behind her and slid his cock back into her pussy.

By then, Lisa looked almost like a doll sprawled across the mattress. She was spent from the orgasm, her body loose and heavy against the bed while John gripped her hips and fucked her from behind. Her eyes were barely open, but the little sounds she made told me she was still feeling every thrust.

John’s rhythm eventually became rough and uneven.

His head tipped back, and he let out the same familiar groan I’d heard earlier.

Then his hips pressed tightly against Lisa’s ass.

He came inside her.

The knowledge hit me hard enough that I dropped my gaze.

I stared down at myself and immediately noticed the small bulge beneath the skirt of my dress. My cock was painfully hard despite the jealousy and shame churning through my chest.

Maybe because of them.

I couldn’t even tell anymore.

John finally pulled his cock out of Lisa’s pussy.

His come began leaking from her, leaving a wet trail along her inner thigh.

“Why don’t you go clean her?” Melanie asked with a mischievous smile.

Lisa rolled onto her back, exhausted and flushed.

I moved between her legs.

My lipstick still felt slightly tacky against my mouth as I lowered my face toward her thigh. I kissed her skin first, then extended my tongue and licked upward through the mess John had left behind.

The unmistakable taste of his come hit me again.

Instead of recoiling, I found myself enjoying it.

I followed the wet trail higher until my tongue reached Lisa’s pussy. She was still slick from sex, her folds swollen and messy with John’s come.

I pressed my mouth against her and eagerly started cleaning her.

My tongue moved through her wet folds, gathering the mixture of her arousal and John’s come. I licked slowly at first, then more thoroughly, unwilling to leave any of it behind. The humiliation of cleaning another man’s come from my girlfriend’s pussy should’ve made me miserable.

Instead, my cock throbbed beneath the dress.

By the time I finally pulled my face away, my lips were wet and my breathing had quickened again.

I sat back on my heels.

Lisa still looked completely dazed. She barely seemed aware of me as she lay there recovering, and I wondered if that was finally going to be the end of my humiliation for the night.

John and Melanie apparently had other ideas.

“Come here,” Melanie said, patting the spot beside her.

I obeyed willingly this time and moved onto the bed beside her.

She placed her hands against my shoulders and guided me backward until I was lying flat. I turned my head toward Lisa.

She was looking at me now through half-closed eyes.

A small, dreamy smile spread across her face, and her eyelashes fluttered as though she were struggling to stay awake after everything John had just done to her. Seeing that smile eased something in my chest.

Then I looked back at Melanie.

She was already climbing on top of me.

She pushed the skirt of my dress up around my hips and tugged the red panties downward until my cock sprang free.

John’s voice came from somewhere behind her.

“Don’t come in her, or else.”

I still didn’t know exactly what or else meant.

But judging by how much I’d enjoyed every so-called punishment they’d given me so far, I wasn’t sure the warning carried quite the threat John intended.

Melanie smiled down at me like she knew something I didn’t.

Then she straddled my hips, reached down, and guided my cock toward her pussy.

She lowered herself onto me.

Her pussy was warm, wet, and velvety around my cock, and the sensation was so intense after everything else that had happened that I had to clench my jaw immediately.

Melanie began rocking her hips.

She rode my cock with an easy confidence that made it obvious she knew exactly how to control the pace. Every downward motion pushed me deeper into her wet pussy before she lifted herself almost completely off again.

I panted beneath her.

My lungs already felt tight, and I had no idea how I was supposed to keep from coming inside her.

Melanie took my wrists and brought my hands to her chest. I cupped her breasts while she rode me, kneading the soft flesh beneath my palms and feeling her nipples harden against my fingers.

Then she reached down and ran her own hands over the cups of my bra.

She massaged them as though I actually had breasts beneath the fabric.

That almost destroyed me.

There I was underneath another man’s wife, wearing a dress and lingerie while she rode my cock and played with my padded bra as though I were really the girl they kept calling me.

The visual was too much.

My legs began to shake.

I felt the first warning pulse deep in my cock and tried desperately to hold it back. Melanie kept grinding herself down against me, her pussy tightening around my shaft with each movement.

Then another pulse hit.

My cock throbbed hard inside her.

Before I could stop myself, a small amount of come leaked out.

The orgasm followed almost immediately, rolling through me with enough force to make my whole body tense. My cock pulsed inside Melanie’s pussy, releasing despite my effort to obey John.

The pleasure was powerful, but the amount of come felt strangely small.

For one hopeful second, I wondered if Melanie had even noticed.

She didn’t stop.

She continued grinding her hips against my pelvis, using my still-hard cock while she chased her own orgasm. I tried to keep my face neutral, terrified that either of them would realize I’d already broken the rule.

Melanie’s movements became faster and more desperate.

Then she threw her head back and screamed.

John stepped up behind her and covered her mouth with his hand, muffling the sound while her body shook on top of mine. Her pussy clenched tightly around my cock as she came, her hips grinding against me until the last tremors finally passed.

When she finished, she climbed off.

They didn’t notice, I thought.

A smile spread across my face before I could stop it.

Melanie settled back against the bed and spread her legs.

John immediately moved between them.

He lowered his face to her pussy, pressed his mouth against her wet mound, and slid his tongue between her folds.

“Looks like our little sissy came,” he said after pulling back.

My mouth fell open, and Melanie shook her head at me like I’d just proven something she already suspected. My heart raced as I tried to protest, but my thoughts kept circling back to her earlier warning.

Or else.

I swallowed, wondering exactly what John had in store for me now.

Lisa had recovered enough to prop herself up on her elbows and watch. Her cheeks were still flushed, her hair mussed around her face, but she looked less overwhelmed now and more curious. Almost eager.

John walked over, grabbed me firmly by the hips, and dragged me toward the edge of the bed in one hard pull. Before I could brace myself, he flipped me onto my stomach.

Then his hand came down against my ass.

Again.

And again.

The first few spanks stung sharply. After that, the heat started building until my skin felt almost numb beneath the repeated blows.

What embarrassed me most was that the harder he spanked me, the harder I got.

I turned my head toward Lisa, silently hoping she might finally decide this had gone far enough. Instead, she watched with wide-eyed fascination. Whatever strange bedroom games belonged to John and Melanie were clearly getting to her too, and I couldn’t shake the uneasy feeling that some of their fantasies were starting to become hers.

John finally stepped away from me and returned to his wife.

He climbed over Lisa and fucked her again for a few moments while I stayed facedown on the mattress, confused and waiting. I couldn’t understand why he’d suddenly gone back to her until he pulled away and returned to me, pressing his wet cock along the crease of my ass.

Then it clicked.

He’s lubricating it.

My stomach tightened.

So that was my punishment.

For coming inside his wife. For wearing her clothes. For playing along with all of this.

John was going to fuck me.

The thought should’ve been enough to make me jump off the bed and run.

And technically, I could have.

If I really wanted to leave, I could’ve fought harder, gotten to my feet, grabbed my clothes, and gotten out of there. Nobody had tied me down. Nobody was physically stopping me.

But I stayed.

Frozen, nervous, humiliated—and far more curious than I wanted to admit.

John began preparing me for anal sex with his fingers instead of trying to force himself inside me immediately. The first intrusion made my body tense automatically. I clenched against the unfamiliar pressure, but he moved slowly, giving me time to relax before going any deeper.

The strangest part was that once the initial discomfort eased, it didn’t feel entirely bad.

There was pleasure mixed into it.

I hated how quickly I noticed.

John moved his finger carefully, letting my body adjust to the sensation instead of rushing me. A quiet moan escaped before I could stop it, and my face burned when I realized everyone had heard.

My cock throbbed against the mattress.

Suddenly, Lisa leaned down and kissed me hard.

Her mouth covered mine with an urgency that surprised me. She was turned on again by all of this, and I couldn’t even blame her.

Because I was turned on too.

More than I ever wanted to admit.

That realization frightened me almost as much as what John was about to do. I didn’t know if I’d ever be able to look at myself—or sex—the same way after tonight.

John added another finger, stretching me more carefully this time. The pressure became fuller, stranger, but my body had already begun learning how to relax around it. He worked slowly, giving me enough time to adjust before moving again.

I reached beneath my stomach and wrapped my hand around my cock, desperate for some relief.

John immediately pulled his fingers away.

His palm cracked against my ass.

I groaned.

Lisa and Melanie giggled.

Melanie crawled across the mattress until she was beside my girlfriend. I lifted my head enough to watch them, my body growing hotter as Melanie leaned into Lisa and kissed her.

Their kiss deepened almost immediately.

Their tongues met as their hands wandered over each other’s bodies, caressing breasts, waists, hips. They laughed softly between kisses, completely comfortable with each other now.

Watching my girlfriend make out with another woman while I lay there half-dressed and waiting to be fucked by her husband was so far outside anything I’d ever imagined for myself that it almost didn’t feel real.

“Ladies, you’re going to want to see this,” John said.

Lisa and Melanie broke their kiss and turned toward us, leaning close together as they watched.

John positioned himself behind me.

The tip of his cock pressed against my ass, and every muscle in my body tightened at once.

I gasped.

Even after his fingers, he felt impossibly thick.

For one frightening second, I was certain there was no way I could take him. The pressure was too intense, and my hands clenched around the sheets as I fought the instinct to pull away.

John didn’t force it.

He waited.

When he felt my body relax slightly, he pressed forward again, slowly working his way inside me. Every time I tensed, he stopped long enough for me to adjust before continuing.

The stretching burned at first.

Then, little by little, the pain started changing.

The sharpness dulled. The pressure became fuller and warmer, and underneath it was a deep pleasure I hadn’t expected at all.

I breathed through it, stunned by my own reaction.

John kept going until I felt completely filled by him.

“Fuck!” I groaned.

He leaned over me and covered my mouth with one hand, muffling the sound. His other hand held my hip firmly against the mattress.

For a few seconds, he stayed still, letting me adjust to having him inside me.

Then he began to pull back.

Slowly at first.

The sensation made my entire body tighten, and when he pressed forward again, he moved with more confidence.

“You think you can just dress up like a little slut and not get fucked? This will teach you,” he warned.

My face burned beneath his hand.

He pulled back and thrust into me again.

“If you’re going to dress up like a girl, you’re going to get fucked like one.”

Another hard thrust rocked me forward against the mattress.

“This is also for stealing one of my wife’s dresses,” he added.

By the time my groaning quieted, John removed his hand from my mouth and grabbed both of my hips instead.

Then he started fucking me harder.

Each thrust pushed me forward against the bed, forcing me to grip the sheets just to keep myself steady. The pace was rougher now, but the initial pain had faded enough that pleasure kept rising through it.

I turned my head toward the girls.

They were kissing again.

Only now their hands had wandered between each other’s thighs while they watched John fuck me.

The sight sent another wave of heat through my body.

Lisa was moaning into Melanie’s mouth. Melanie had one hand cupped around Lisa’s breast while Lisa touched her in return.

I couldn’t look away.

I stroked my cock while John thrust into me from behind.

Every movement seemed to feed into the next—the pressure inside me, my hand moving over myself, the sight of Lisa and Melanie touching each other only a few feet away.

My entire body felt overloaded.

John’s hips struck mine again and again, and the steady rhythm pushed me closer to the edge.

I knew I was going to come.

There was no stopping it.

My body tightened suddenly, and pleasure tore through me so hard that I buried my face against the mattress. I came while John was still fucking me, humiliated by how completely my body had surrendered to something I’d been terrified of only minutes earlier.

Behind me, John’s rhythm became rougher and less controlled.

The girls noticed too.

They broke apart just long enough to watch him.

John gave a low growl as his grip tightened around my hips. He thrust several more times before finally going rigid behind me.

I felt the change immediately.

His body pressed close against mine as he came inside me.

The realization sent another shiver through me.

For several seconds, nobody moved.

Then John slowly pulled out.

I stayed facedown on the mattress, breathing hard, feeling completely wrung out.

When I finally shifted, I became painfully aware of how ridiculous I must’ve looked.

My panties were still bunched around my thighs. My makeup was smeared. My hair was a mess. My ass burned from the spanking, and my entire body still felt shaky from what John had just done to me.

I’d never felt so thoroughly used before.

And somehow, over the course of one impossible night, I’d been intimate with every single person in that room.

But the girls weren’t finished.

I pushed myself upright, leaving my panties where they were, and watched Lisa and Melanie continue what they’d started.

They kissed deeply while touching each other between the legs, each of them completely absorbed in the other. Lisa had one hand on Melanie’s breast while Melanie held Lisa close, their bodies rocking together as their breathing grew faster.

Neither of them seemed embarrassed anymore.

They moaned through their kiss, touching each other with growing urgency while John and I watched.

Eventually, both of them tensed almost at the same time.

Their bodies shook as they came together, still clinging to each other until the intensity passed. When it was over, they collapsed side by side against the mattress, breathless and flushed.

I sat there staring at them.

My brain still hadn’t caught up with everything that had happened.

Would Lisa and I actually be allowed to leave?

Would I ever see John and Melanie again?

The strangest part was that I wanted to be as far away from them as possible while also wanting to stay exactly where I was.

I didn’t know what I wanted anymore.

Everything I’d believed I was supposed to want was fighting against everything I’d discovered about myself tonight.

And somewhere in the middle of all that confusion was Lisa.

More than anything else, I needed to know what she thought about everything we’d just done—and what it meant for us now.

“We better let you get home before your parents get worried,” Melanie told Lisa.

Lisa blushed and rubbed one hand over her arm, suddenly looking almost shy after everything we’d just done. She slid off the bed and started gathering her clothes, and I took that as my cue to finally change back too. I reached for the zipper on the dress, but before I could pull it down, Melanie caught my arm.

“No. Keep it. I have a feeling you’re going to want to wear this again.”

“I can’t go home like this,” I said. “My parents would flip.”

“Then promise me you’ll wear this little outfit for us again,” John said, stepping in to side with Melanie.

I nodded before I’d really thought about what I was agreeing to. “I promise.”

The words came out surprisingly easily.

I slipped out of the dress and removed the rest of the girl clothes, then carefully took off the wig and heels and collected everything into a neat little pile on the bed. Pulling my regular clothes back on felt stranger than I expected. My shirt seemed shapeless, my pants loose and bulky after spending so long in clothes that hugged and emphasized my body.

I caught myself cringing at the bagginess of everything.

Had I really adjusted to wearing girl clothes that quickly?

I frowned as I shoved my feet into my tennis shoes. A few hours earlier, the dress, panties, wig, and heels had all felt ridiculous and humiliating. Now my normal clothes were the things that felt wrong somehow. Not wrong enough that I wanted to walk through my parents’ front door dressed like Melanie’s little doll, but enough that I noticed the difference.

Melanie found a bag for me to put everything in so my parents wouldn’t see what I was carrying. They were probably already asleep anyway, but I appreciated the gesture. She even helped me clean off the makeup, patiently wiping away the evidence until I no longer looked like I belonged in some eighties hair band.

By then, the tension in the room had almost completely disappeared. The more the four of us talked afterward, the easier it became to laugh about everything. What had felt shocking and overwhelming only a little while earlier already seemed strangely less intimidating now that we were all standing around getting dressed and talking like normal people again.

Eventually, Melanie and John said goodbye to us, and Lisa and I walked down the driveway toward our separate cars.

“What the hell was all of that?” I asked her, hoping she might finally shed some light on what she was thinking and feeling after everything that had happened.

“It was your punishment,” she teased. “That’s what you get for being such a little sissy.”

My cock hardened almost immediately at the word, which only made me more embarrassed.

“You liked wearing that dress and you know it. Slutting it up for the Walkers. You probably came over here just to seduce them.”

“Lisa, you know I didn’t,” I said, grabbing her hand in mine.

She smiled. “I’m just having some fun,” she said. “This was the hottest night of my young life.”

“Mine too,” I admitted with a smile.

She stepped closer and wrapped her arms around me. I kissed the top of her head and held her there, surprised by how close I felt to her after everything I’d just witnessed—and everything she’d witnessed me do. Somehow, none of it had pushed us apart. If anything, sharing something so completely outside our normal lives had made me feel more connected to her.

“Just promise me you’re going to wear panties more often,” she said.

“Make me,” I shot back.

“Oh…I will,” she teased.

We kissed and finally said goodbye before climbing into our separate cars. I slid behind the wheel and set the bag Melanie had given me on the passenger seat. For a few seconds, I just sat there with my hands resting on the steering wheel.

Then I looked back at their house and exhaled.

It was almost surreal to think about everything that had happened inside there that night. The clothes. The humiliation. Lisa. Melanie. John. All of it felt too strange and too intense to belong to the same ordinary house sitting quietly at the end of the driveway.

I watched Lisa pull away first, then started my car and followed after her.

Melanie and John’s house disappeared behind us into the darkness, but they didn’t disappear from our lives.

Lisa continued babysitting for them often, and I joined her whenever I could. Before long, we had developed our own little routine. I’d come over later dressed in one of Melanie’s outfits and role-play getting caught all over again. What had started as an accidental humiliation became something I willingly returned to, knowing exactly the kind of attention waiting for me once I walked through their door.

Every night brought some new version of the same fantasy. I was feminized, teased, humiliated, and punished, sometimes by Melanie, sometimes by John, and sometimes by both of them. The embarrassment that had nearly overwhelmed me that first night gradually became part of the appeal.

More importantly, the clothes stopped feeling like a costume.

The panties didn’t seem quite so ridiculous anymore. Neither did the dresses, the makeup, or the heels. I became more comfortable letting Melanie dress me, more comfortable seeing the feminine version of myself in the mirror, and increasingly comfortable admitting how much I liked the way it made me feel.

It became the most eventful period of my young adult life, but it wouldn’t be the last.

Little by little, I stopped thinking of women’s clothing as something I was being forced into and started looking forward to wearing it. The humiliation was still exciting, but underneath it was something more genuine that I hadn’t expected to find.

It didn’t take long for me to fully become the sissy I’d apparently been meant to be all along.
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