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CAN'T RESIST HER PANTIES




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


MISS ROBERTS DOLLS




Ethan knew that this was the wrong decision, but he couldn’t keep himself from doing it. Hooking up with Rachel in an unused lecture hall was such a turn on he had to keep going. They were both 19 years old, and college.

Rachel was a shy and lonely virgin, so when he started to come on to her and flirt, she had little thought other than to continue with it. As his silver tongue slithered around, eventually it ended up in her mouth with his arms on her hips, as she sat on top of one of their professors’ desks. The soft kissing and making out was making both of them hot and horny, as the groping and fondling got naughtier. Rachel moaned and purred softly, as he pushed her further on the desk.

Their lips disengaged as she leaned back, he grabbed her long legs and spread them wide, opening her black skirt in the process. He could see her lace pink panties and he was in love. Ethan went in immediately to pull them to the side and bury his face in and get to work, but she stopped him with her hand, “We don’t have much time, just fuck me,” she said timidly and soft. Her pale face was beautiful but wrinkled with nerves. “You don’t have to tell me twice baby,” he said with excitement.

“Turn around,” Ethan said, grabbing her hips and pulling her. Facing away from him, Ethan lifted her skirt again and pulled down her panties. Her shapely bubble butt exposed, and he could see her lovely pussy from behind. Ethan traced two fingers down her enticing slit and momentarily rubbed her clitoris, making her moan softly, but louder than before. He hoped it wasn’t too audible, however.

“Do you have a condom?” she asked. “I do,” Ethan replied, removing it from his wallet and slowly rolling it on. He slowly inserted his penis into her tight depths, with noticeable wetness coming as he entered her great pussy. This wasn’t the first time he had had some fun with a girl at school, but it was the most risky and perverted, last year he had some interesting experiences, but none exactly like this. Not to mention, Rachel was niece of the college head, if he were to get caught, he would be in extra deep trouble.

Ethan pushed his erection in deeper now, fully engulfed inside of Rachel’s pussy. Paranoid, he thought he had heard a noise behind him, he turned his head, and no one was there. He was giving it to her from behind and she was warming up to it in no time, gaining new experiences like crazy. “Oh wow, this feels great,” she said gripping the desk hard. This was fun. He sped up, as she buried her head in the desk and moaned louder. “Oh my, not a virgin anymore,” she exclaimed. He felt overwhelmed and almost guilty after that statement for a moment, but it passed as he heard more of her pleasant moans.

“You like it Rachel?” “I do, yeah, give it me, that dick is so damn good!” She replied. This girl was off the charts. Hot and horny like crazy, she was driving him insane. He was going to explode. Believing she was a virgin was very hard, if the tightness wasn’t there he wouldn’t of. She was clenching so hard, he was convinced her pussy was going to tear his cock of his body. “Go harder, really give it me,” she screamed. “You want it baby?” “I do, fuck me harder, oh! Spank me, spank my ass, leave it red,” she demanded in her pleasant voice. He planted his right hand on her cheeks like a flyswatter. “That’s it! I need it,” she moaned. “Keep your voice down baby,” he said as he kept pounding away.

The view of her bubble butt and slender legs was getting to him, he was nearly done. “Take your top off for me honey,” he said near out of breath from the fucking. Rachel unbuttoned her white blouse and it dropped to the floor, revealing her matching bra. Her thin body was hot, she had some freckles along her back, and a small patch below her neck. Her pale skin was so soft and innocent, yet her newly found sexual behaviour was far from that.

With one final intense mental and physical push, he made himself speed up and in moments he was about be finished. Good timing, as he was getting worried of being caught. “This is it, I’m gonna cum Rachel,” he exclaimed, sweaty and near drained. “Oh please do, fill the condom right to the fucking brim!” she yelled.

To her pleasure his dick erupted and his sticky semen poured intensely into it. Not to the brim, but a large nut was certainly busted as a result of her sensational pussy. Ethan was in shock and tired. Sweat dripped down their bodies, while he could hear her breathing quicker. This was fun. Ethan’s mind was a blur of white nothingness as he slowly slid his penis out of her, grabbing her hips and resting his head on her shoulder, the lusciousness of her cute body against Ethan’s.

Short moments passed as he began to remember the situation they were in. Worrying about being caught he pulled himself off Rachel, “Baby, get dressed before we’re caught,” he demanded. “Good idea,” she replied as she pulled her panties all the way back up to her waist. She then turned to grab her top and bra, but reality hit like a sword going through cardboard armour, as in front of her stood a shocked and angry looking Professor Roberts.

“Ethan! Rachel! I walk past and this is what you two are getting up to? You’re in an empty tutorial room and you do this?” Ethan turned around stunned and was nearly lost for words, he abruptly was able to push something out, “Uhh, just Professor Roberts, it was just Rachel getting her breasts out, that’s it, not horrible but not as bad it might’ve been, I’m tremendously sorry.” He tried his best to fool her, but unbeknownst to them she had been silently watching for a while. “Don’t lie to me, I was literally just watching you bend her over for the past couple minutes with no respect or perspective. Do you think this is an appropriate place to start having sex?”

“No, of course not,” he replied, clearly lying through his teeth. She didn’t respond and turned her attention to Rachel, “Did he make you do this? I know he’s a bit of a naughty boy, this wouldn’t be too far fetched,” she questioned with a firm tone. Rachel was still shy, especially given the embarrassment and potential punishment she could get, but she squeezed out a response. “No, Professor Roberts, no he didn’t. He’s just a sweet talker really, with a touch of cuteness and flair. I… well I couldn’t really resist losing my virginity to him, I was just lost in excitement and fantasy,” she said in a barely audible way.

“You filthy pervert. You seriously took Rachels’s virginity at college? You can’t help yourself, can you? You just decide to get some pussy? You need to be punished for it.” Ethan’s face turned slightly red and he began to feel nervous. Her words were strict and sincere, and the depths of what could happen to him was hitting like a mortar shell. Regardless of her intentions, a small thought entered his mind fairly soon, as he imagined his ‘punishment’ turning to some kinky fun, such as being smothered between her legs, or her suggesting that if you’re going to use your dick, you should be good at it, and offering some hands on guidance on getting better.

“Ethan, wake up! Come back to present, would you? What was running through you mind, you bad boy? Some more naughty thoughts?” she said as she pointed at his newly gained erection. Ethan looked down and was surprised, he hadn’t noticed his penis growing again while lost in thought. “I just have a dirty mind,” he blurted. “No kidding but believe me when I say you’re not the only one,” she said grinning. Ethan had no idea what she was about to embark on.

“Ethan, pull the condom off of your cock,” demanded their professor sternly. In a bad spot, he wasn’t about to reject that suggestion and immediately did so, with it hitting the carpeted flooring. “Now, see Rachel’s panties?” “Hard to miss them, even more so given how I was seeing them a few minutes ago, around her ankles,” he said snarky. “Put them on.” He felt the seriousness of her words but was still a bit unsure. “Put them on? They’re panties, I pull them down, end of story,” he confirmed. Miss Roberts clenched her jaw and looked annoyed, she quickly went and added her opinion to his stubbornness, “Put on her panties right now or this will get much worse. I could go tell the dean or someone higher and imagine where you’ll be. The punishment then would be larger and more far flung, as opposed to being in my court. Do it now Ethan.”

Not wanting an earful as well, Rachel slid her underwear down all the way and held them to her side, as Ethan slowly gripped and pulled them to him. Being already nude from the waist down, he had her panties on in almost no time, despite still having a hint of reluctance. Miss Roberts smiled hard and loved the sight of this, “You look great in panties honey, turn around for me baby,” she asked. He spun, trying hard to not to do it sexily. “That’s hot. Cute bum as well, I want it, you look wonderful in lace,” she said, not trying to hide her perverted love. “You won the jackpot Ethan, Professor Roberts is a pervert as well,” blurted Rachel in a soft voice.

“And you’re not? Little Miss Innocent? Said the one who agreed to be bent over at school. I’m going to bring you down to our level Miss Sweetheart, with your brown wavy locks, and skinny body. I’ll make your quiet pipes sing with naughty pleasure,” finished Miss Roberts as she grabbed Rachel’s waist and spun her around also, revealing her adorable bubble butt. She softly moaned as her teacher began to fondle her firm cheeks, squeezing with delight and planting a couple soft kisses throughout. Rachel was warming up to being used.

She continued with her dirty desires, turning her back around again, and planting kisses all over her soft lower stomach, and licking it up and down like a lollipop. Rachel was still turned on from before, and the juices were flowing like a hose. Thoughts crossed their professors’ mind as she continued on further down south, realizing she should turn Rachel into her bossy and outgoing dom in training, with the intent on them punishing and dolling up Ethan, in private of course and not in such a risky area. Even though this was her plan, she still couldn’t resist having a slice of Rachel.

Moments passed as she finished eating out Rachel’s soaked pussy, and Ethan was still rock hard, with the eye candy helping his horny mood. His professor turned away from her and rushed to her desk, opening a draw and pulling out a small pink satin bag, about half the size of her arm. She undid the strings on top, and pulled out something and hid it behind her back. She moved back and stood in front of Ethan. He looked unsure of what would happen next, pacing his eyes in anxiety.

Their professor pulled out her arm from behind and held it in front of his eyes. It was small and pink, and he was not certain what it was, although the shape of it was starting give him a couple ideas. “What is it, Miss Roberts?” “This is a chastity cage. It goes on your penis, it’s part of your punishment, along with the sexy panties. Slide them down for me,” she asked. “It looks unsafe, are you sure it won’t damage my penis?” He asked with potential dread. “No, it’s completely safe, I promise you baby. Pull them down, right now.” The reassurance helped him, but it still left a tiny amount of doubt. However, he wasn’t in a situation to decline. He pulled them and revealed his crotch area, with his penis gone flaccid at this point.

She softly pushed his balls through the ring portion of the cage, resting them behind. Then, she took the front part and pushed his penis inside of it, clipping it into the slots on the back rings. Finally, she attached the padlock and turned the key swiftly, and placed it into her pocket for safekeeping. “Ethan, now you’re on the way to being my doll. I intend to punish you and turn you into my sub. This is one of the steps, you’ll have fun along the way, and the end result will be tremendously rewarding. This is what you get for being a naughty boy who can’t resist using his cock,” she finished.

“Is this all for today Professor Roberts?” asked Rachel in a slightly louder voice than typically. “One more thing honey, enter your numbers into my phone,” she demanded. They both took turns doing it and it was done quickly. “Thank you, now I’ll text you both with further instructions and information. Until then, oh and keep wearing the panties, they look good,” she said with a sharp smile.

Rachel and Ethan went and did their regular duties and routines throughout the rest of the school week, which included being in class with Professor Roberts, where she held her nerve and didn’t mention what had happened, or even keep them after class, waiting until the right moment to bring them for the next stage of training. They both thought this was strange, but had reserve, and expected her be planning long term.

The Friday for all three of them had went past like a storm, as they had all gotten home at different times, and tried to relax. Despite this, Miss Robert’s knew the weekend was a great time for more fun, and texted them at the same time with some information. She gave them her address, and the time to come over on Saturday. With specific instructions for Ethan to shave his entire body, and Rachel to be wearing no bra or panties and to have done her hair and makeup, and to finally paint her nails red. These demands were not anything too crazy, they both obeyed her commands, as the alternative was likely worse.

Saturday rolled around and it was a few minutes past 2 in the afternoon when both her toys rocked up on the doorstep of their teacher’s house. It was a beautiful and secluded home, featuring large shrubbery and thick bushes throughout the garden, and a lusciously green grass sprinkled between the double carport on the left, as well as the two tone grey and white slabbed pathway on the right. A concrete path also lay from the door going left, directly adjacent to the home, reaching the edge of the driveway.

Ethan noticed the tightness on Rachel’s grey sweater, it fit as snug as anything, while her dark blue denim shorts embraced her lower body, with her butt shaped perfectly. Rachel pressed the doorbell and they both waited for a moment after the buzzer sounded. Professor Roberts opened the door and signalled them to enter.

“Makeup’s looking really good baby, and your hair is luscious,” she blurted. “Thank you,” replied Rachel as she adjusted her blonde locks. “Now head forward into the living room,” she ordered, as she closed the front door. The duo walked in near sync adjacent to each other until their feet stopped on the soft carpet of her large living room.

She caught up and stood beside them, “Ethan, drop your pants for me,” she instructed. Ethan did so and revealed the pink panties, along with the bulge of the cage evident, still locked up as she had the key. “Good boy, do as you’re told, and we’ll get along. Now, Rachel lift your top.” The cotton sweater moved vertically as she revealed her perky and cute round tits, “Adorable honey,” Miss Roberts announced. “Now, your shorts,” she ordered. Rachel did so and there was her bare gorgeous pussy, looking as delicious as she remembered it tasting. “No bra or panties, just as you asked.” “Good girl,” replied her professor.

“Ethan, take a seat somewhere, and wait for me. Rachel, follow me, I require you.” He turned, leaving his pants on the floor, and took a spot on the black leather couch, just in the pink panties and top. She followed her teacher through a hallway to the other side of the house. They entered the bathroom, and Miss Roberts closed the door behind them. “As I mentioned last time, I’m going to train you to be my apprentice dom. Be a mistress like me, and I’ll adore you for it,” she explained. “For revenge, or even punishment on Ethan? For being a perv at school?” “Exactly. Today we’ll start training and dolling him up. I have some ideas, believe me.” “After the other day, I have no doubt,” she replied with a smirk.

She opened the cabinet beneath her sink and pulled out a strap on. It was large and black, and she handed it to Rachel. “Do you know what this is?” “Yeah, I do,” she replied. “Take it, put it on for me, and take off your shorts,” she added. Rachel took the sex toy and pulled her shorts down all the way, removing them from her ankles and leaving them to the side. She gripped the harness and strung it around her waist and clipped the ends to fix it to her. “You look great with a big cock, ready to do some damage with it?” “Of course, professor,” she replied with a slight smile and happy tone.

She exited the bathroom with a bag she had propped on top of the sink and Rachel followed. The dullness of the house was irrelevant to them as they both knew things were about get interesting, especially for Professor Roberts as she knew what was going to happen. They reached the living room and Ethan was still sat in his cute panties like a good submissive boy.

He turned his head as they entered and immediately drew his eyes to Rachel’s hard flipping cock. It looked intense, and he wasn’t sure what to exactly think. “Ethan honey, we’ve got fun for you today,” announced Miss Roberts. “Stand up for me,” suggested Rachel. Their professor liked that, the bossiness and instinct to take over without being ordered to do it. Rachel was wising up. Ethan got up and stood in front of them, feeling nervous.

“We’ve turned the tables now. Rachel will play with you today, to what extent is up to her, but I do have some ideas brewing.” “Touch it,” she ordered. Ethan was reluctant. His eyes looked disgusted, but his brain was telling him of how he got here in the first place. “Remember what’s at stake here,” reassured Miss Roberts.

He gripped it softly with slight interest. Rachel smiled and gestured her finger downwards, he understood and dropped to his knees. “Stroke it,” Professor Roberts ordered. Ethan jerked it slowly, like a lion toying with its prey. He wasn’t exactly happy about this, but for some reason a slight feeling in his stomach was beginning to brew. His emotions were growing. He kept stroking it, now speeding up as they watched in pleasure. “Keep it going baby,” blurted his professor as she placed her hand on his shoulder.

Ethan gripped and stroked with two hands now, encasing the entire shaft, he sped up with effort, as they both encouraged him further, “That’s it, stroke,” said his tutor. “That’s hot, but get some spit on it,” craved Rachel. Miss Roberts heard that and loved it, she was growing by the minute, gaining some dirtiness to her. Ethan spat into his hand and thickly rubbed it all over Rachel’s cock to the visual of her obsessed smile. He was getting better at following instructions.

Ethan didn’t need to hear the next order from them, he could guess it himself. He curled his lips and wrapped them around her shaft, slowly moving horizontally. Both Rachel and her tutor loved the sight of it, as well as the initiation of him to move a step further without being demanded. He kept sucking, still with his spit all over it, he moved smoothly along her cock like a condom being rolled down. He passionately sucked away for a moment, using his tongue and soft lips to worship her like a queen until Professor Roberts interrupted, “Hold on a moment,” she ordered. He softly removed his lips.

She opened the bag she took from her bathroom and revealed some makeup and beauty products. Professor Roberts gripped a tan coloured tube and then a black coloured one, slightly thicker than the other, but nearly the same length. “Stay still for me baby,” she said. She removed the lid from the tan coloured one, and aimed it above the centre of his lips. She carefully applied the lipliner from centre to edge, and then did the same for the other side. The soft pink accented perfectly and made him look cuter. “One more thing,” she added. She took the other one and unrolled the tube, revealing the pink tip of the lipstick inside, it was a slightly darker tone. She drew it over his lips and they both smirked in response. She loved the sight of it, and he loved the feeling.

He turned back and kept on sucking, looking like more of pretty little thing, to the delight of Rachel. She purred and moaned loudly to every lick, drop of spit, and sucking motion that was applied to her big cock. Rachel was dripping wet and Miss Roberts noticed it, “You’re hot honey,” she announced. She pulled his head away from Rachel’s crotch and kissed his cute lips with intent, holding for a few seconds as she watched intensely. Her mouth went down and she kissed and lick the side of his neck until letting go after a moment, her eyes darted and she gripped his ass in the pink panties and gave him a soft spank. “Thank you professor,’ he said. “Don’t forget about Rachel,” she replied. “Thank you for your big cock Rachel,” he said with lust in his eyes. “Doll him up a bit more for me?” “Sure,” replied her teacher as she trifled through her bag again.

Another beauty product was pulled, and she went to work immediately on him. The tip of the thin makeup tool hit his eyelids with precision, leaving a thin but pronounced black line above his pupils. Ethan pouted his lips, squinted his eyes and looked like a sweetheart. Not done yet, Miss Roberts then applied mascara to his thin lashes and flushed his soft cheeks with pink blush.

“Guess the next step?” “His ass?” Replied Rachel with perversion in her voice. They both stared at Ethan with kink in their eyes. Ethan looked at Rachel and imagined her next step. “I’ll let you take more of the reins from here,” announced her teacher with encouragement. She left the room as Rachel went further. She made him stand and held him firmly, gripping his waist and then his perky cheeks that nearly swallowed the crotchline of his sexy thong. Rachel spanked him and then kissed him on the lips succulently. Despite Professor Robert’s words of submissiveness and domination, she couldn’t help but intimately hold and kiss him until her footsteps grew louder as she got back.

Rachel let go just before she came back into the room. Their tutor burst through the archway with two items in hand and one slung over her shoulder. She extended her arms and his joined hers and took the heels and bra. Next, she took the stockings from her upper body and passed it to Rachel. “Hold that while he puts those on,” she said. “Matching bra?” he blurted. “It is, it wasn’t too hard to find one. I figured the black heels and nude toned stockings would complete the fit,” she replied.

By the time she finished her sentence, Ethan had the bra on, and he was trying to balance on the cute pretty heels. “These are so nice. Oddly enough, I love these gifts.” “Not a problem Ethan, just what my naughty boy deserved. Told you I would turn you into something dirty. Now for the stockings. Rachel?” she said as she turned her eyes towards her.

Rachel handed them over and he fell backwards to the couch as he struggled with standing on heels and putting something on. They both laughed together and gestured to help him. “You don’t need to necessarily walk on these today, just be able to stay up or at least balanced, depending on how she fucks you,” said Professor Roberts.

Rachel held him up by his waist as he pulled the stockings slowly up until reaching his thighs. “You’re looking even better,” cheerily declared Rachel as she let go. “Now bend over on the couch baby,” she ordered. Their tutor heard that and was even more in love, she was following her grooming and instructions to perfection, becoming her apprentice.

Ethan was in position and waiting. Professor Roberts pulled a bottle of lube from her makeup bag and handed it to Rachel who took it swiftly. She flicked the lid and squeezed it harshly, pouring it all over her cock, covering the shaft until there was small parts of it dripping to the floor. Next, she smeared it all over Ethan’s asshole, in and around the crack and across his sweet cheeks. “Rachel’s gonna take you now,” loudly blurted their teacher.

Ethan’s excitement grew for a moment as he felt the black stiffness slowly pierce into his hole. She entered and they both moaned and purred, as the look on Miss Robert’s face turned to attraction. She loved the sight of this. Rachel slowly fucked him as hard as she could, keeping in mind his lack of experience in bottoming. The big cock was thrusting inside of his naughty pussy and he was really enjoying it. “I’m shocked, but I really like the feeling of that Rachel,” he announced. “Call her Mistress,” demanded his tutor. “I love your cock Mistress Rachel!” She kept fucking him, speeding up a bit to the moans of his, as her eyes and hands focused on his peachy ass.

Ethan’s insides were filled with hard loving passion. He felt the fiery and loving intensity on the lips of his backdoor as his dom fucked him like a good boy, her eyes fixated on his body and feminine clothing. The sexiness was off the charts and their tutor took some initiative and decided to have some input in this hot encounter. “I love fucking your hole,” screamed Rachel as her teacher made her way behind her. “I’ve got to get something from this, from both of you,” she declared in her ear.

She pushed her lips against her the side of her neck and planted a tasteful kiss. Rachel purred and she enjoyed that. Professor Roberts was in love with her playthings as Rachel kept using her big cock. Ethan’s pussy was feeling it as the sex continued. Rachel was being felt up now, her tutors’ hands jolting and rubbing across her sensual parts as she pushed inside of him. More kisses were planted, now a bit harder and dirtier as opposed to romantic, as her soft tongue began to enter the action.

She licked her neck and cheeks like a delicious ice-cream. Her soft skin was like magic against her, Professor Roberts loved the taste and feeling of her. “I love the way you fuck him. You fuck him well, my cute apprentice. Don’t forget to be a bit more forceful, spank him and make him suck it,” she demanded as she let go of her. Rachel heard her words, and it was exactly what she needed.

She pulled out of Ethan’s lovely hole and he turned around without order like a submissive pet. His face expressed the order of power in the trio’s situation. “What now Mistress?” “Suck,” she ordered. He immediately went to work on her, sucking like his life depended on it. He tore up her big cock with his tender lips, his slightly girlified face was deep in Rachel’s crotch as they both watched on and loved it. The sight of this was immense and their tutor took another solo turn, heading towards the back of him. This time she had a slightly different idea.

While Ethan gave head, her attention turned to his pale cheeks and used hole. Not wanting to up Rachel, she turned it down a step as to not draw his attention from his real boss. She parted the cheeks and took in the beauty of his shaved pink pussy. She loved it. She gripped him with one hand and stuck two fingers inside with the other. Ethan’s eyes pricked up and he shivered as her finger fucked his sissy hole. “Oh, Professor Roberts, I love it,”. Ethan realized how much he enjoyed this, and it was a large shock to him. He kept sucking as his teacher used him.

Ethan’s head game was growing by the second as Rachel stood in sexual obsession. The dominant ecstasy was flowing from her body, thanks to the opportunity and guidance of her teacher. She kept fingering his sissy hole to perfection, both fingers working like crazy as his pleasure grew immensely. He was moaning loudly, and his breathing was harder as sweat worked all over his body, combined with the abundance of lube surrounding his ass and thighs.

She removed her fingers and Ethan purred. The view of his pussy was right in front of her perverted eyes. “You have a small gaper baby,” she said with horniness. “That’s hot,” expanded Rachel, as Ethan finished a long deepthroat. “Let’s turn it up a notch and hit the finish line,” demanded their professor. She pulled away from his backdoor with a hard spank, leaving a red tone on his left cheek. The stretched out gape returned to a tight looking hole with a soft noise. “You’re right, gotta make him cum,” agreed Rachel. “Do it, and he’ll be a true sissy boy, and you’ll really be my dominating apprentice,” expanded Miss Roberts with a lustful smile.

Her and Rachel both had a kinky goal in mind, and they would both do whatever it took to achieve it. Rachel grabbed Ethan and spun him around like a roulette wheel, his cute hole needed no reassurance from Professor Roberts as she plunged her big dick back inside. The loosened entrance was incredibly welcoming as she fucked him, this time really trying to bring him over the edge. They both wanted to see him leak from his cage like a good sissy girl.

“Oh yeah Mistress!” yelled Ethan in heat. He was lost in kink and sex, the filthiness was flowing everywhere. “I know you love that big cock my sissy boy,” she declared and spanked him. Miss Roberts ran her hand across the side of his body until she reached his face and then kissed his cheek. He loved the blend of intimacy and filthy sex that was happening. The hardness sticking in and out of him was an ever-pleasant reminder of his newly found desires and sexuality.

“Take it sweetie,” blurted his teacher as she stood in front of him, her eyes locked onto his like there was no turning back. Ethan looked back and was in pure bliss. The stiff pounding from behind was making his sissy hole feel like it was on fire, his tight entrance was locking itself onto Rachel’s penis like the jaws of a pitbull. He could feel himself ready to burst.

“You’re gonna cum for us baby,” yelled his teacher. Rachel’s thrusts were fast as a sports car and hard as an elephants tusk. The piercing was next level, as he moaned more and more. Rachel’s ears were filled with sexual encouragement as she kept fucking him, while her teacher watched intently, eager on seeing her dominating apprentice take the final step. Her imaginary Mistress medal was nearly there.

His caged clit ached like crazy and his body shivered. Rachel wasn’t stopping anytime soon, and he loved that. A few more pushes of her large cock and Ethan knew he was about go off the main stage. Miss Roberts eyes still stalked like he only mattered. She saw his facial expressions change from pure pleasure to intense release. Sweat ran down their bodies as Ethan hit his culmination point. His face changed to a noticeable ‘O’ shape, as his mouth changed circular and he screamed out in pleasure. His eyes nearly closed as he soaked up all the sensations.

The opening slit of his caged spurt out squirts of cum in the shape of white toothpicks. His semen dripped and dropped down beneath him on the couch, covering the area beneath his crotch and a small section around his mid thighs. “We did it,” exclaimed Miss Roberts. “I know right, thanks for your help,” she replied. “Not a problem. We dolled him up and turned him into a cock craving sissy girl, and made him cum everywhere,” described Miss Roberts.

Ethan turned around, dripping with sweat and cum everywhere, his face blown away with pleasure. “Thank you Miss Roberts, and thank you Mistress Rachel. Thank you so much, you shook me to the core,” he declared with a cute and feminine tone. They both loved his voice right now. “It was my pleasure honey. Ethan, you’re an obedient sweetheart and I loved today. We’re both immensely grateful for what you’ve done for us,” she said as she turned her attention to her teacher.

Ethan knew this was something else for him. It was a real page turner. His eyes darted between the two of them for a moment until Rachel stepped towards him again with her cock held out in front, “You’re my little toy baby, don’t forget it,” she said with kink in her voice. Ethan put his head forward and planted a kiss on the tip of her big dick, indicating that their hot fun was over.





CAUGHT PEEPING

"Is anyone home?" I yelled with a slight muffle to my voice, as I had just been walking a fair distance from my college. No response. I closed the door dropped my backpack and asked again. "Anyone there?" Once again, nothing. To my surprise, it seemed like I was home alone for the first time in a long time. Mom is out, probably at the supermarket, and I guess my stepsister Tara was either hanging out with some guy, or her best friend Whitney.

With this newfound freedom, I excitedly ran up the stairs to my room, thinking I could put off any college homework or reading and get in a few games of Modern Warfare first. But when I reached the hallway at the top, something in the corner of my eye caught my interest. It was the black wooden door to Tara’s bedroom.

My Mom and Tara's Dad, Clayton, had been married for a couple of years now, and throughout that, I'd never once gone into her room. Sometimes she'd play music a bit loud and I'd hear it, or I'd hear her talking to Whitney loudly, either in person or on the phone. Rarely I’d even take a peek through the crack of the slightly opened door to see what she was up to, however, the thought of actually sneaking into never popped into my brain until now.

We both go to the same college and she is a year older than me, being nineteen. Despite being step-siblings we are vastly different. Tara is way cooler and more popular than me, she had a large group of friends that were all considered 'cool' just like her. She was tall and blonde, with a fit body and while I'll admit she isn't my exact type, I couldn't deny that she is gorgeous. If we passed each other or saw each other on campus, we’d ignore each other, not even trading looks. I felt that if she caught me snooping in her room, my life, both at and at college would be over. Despite this, I continued, the lure of mystery feeding my desires.

I stood outside the door, grabbing the handle. Am I really about to do this? I tried to relax and took a deep breath, then I pushed and opened the door and stepped inside. The first that hit me was the smell. Her room smelt really good like a luscious lavender with a hint of delicious sweetness to it, unlike mine. To my surprise, her room was messier than mine, with clothing all over the floor. I felt an intense feeling of annoyance at the fact that she got to leave her room like that yet my Mom was always reminding me to clean up.

I gazed around curiously, I wasn’t really sure on what I was looking for, I think I was just interested in the idea of a ‘girls room’. I had been an only child growing up and had never really any female friends or anything, so girls in general always had a hint of mystery to them, they were like a whole different race. And as I got older the more curious I became. They were so different, in so many ways.

Clothes were one thing I found fascinating. In my college the difference in style was quite clear, the cool guys would wear typically varsity jackets and jeans, while the popular girls always wore the shortest and tightest fitting things they could, just to show off their slim bodies to perfection. Tara definitely fell into the category.

My stepdad Clay was always talking to her about her outfits, and sometimes even my Mom would give her some friendly advice, calling it ‘womanly talk’. But despite their protests, she always wore what she wanted: Prancing around in mini skirts and leggings and other things.

I walked towards her wooden dresser on the far side of the room, bunched up against the wall neatly. My hands were nervous as I reached out and slid open a drawer, my eyes widening as I hit the jackpot, staring at a mass of her brightly colored and naughty underwear. Her panties all seemed to be hot G-strings and thongs, and scattered amongst them were some bras as well.

I wasn’t sure why, but I couldn’t help but picture her wearing it. I reached inside and raked my fingers across the silky elements of material, feeling the jolts of happiness and horniness building inside me as I let my fingers grip a pair of panties. I lifted them out and untangled them to find a tiny G-string, literally just a few straps of a lace black fabric.

In an instant, I heard a noise I really wasn't hoping or expecting: A voice, no two voices, and it seemed as if they were coming my way. One was Tara, and the other was a male I didn't know that well. My heart skipped a beat and my stomach rumbled with horror, I stuffed her panties in my pocket and looked around for a way to escape, as I heard the voices and footsteps get louder and louder.

It seemed as if they were at the top of the stairs, which spelled disaster for me. It was too late for me to leave so I hid in the only viable place I could notice.

The closet.

I felt so dumb and weak as I shut the door shut, literally moments before Tara and whoever she had come inside. I was as still as a statue inside there, my heart so loud I was worried they would hear it. The closet was pretty full, but I tried my best to push to the back, with a couple of dresses draped around me. My nose was filled with the sweet lavender smell as before, which I presumed to be her perfume. I waited in silence, praying that they didn’t catch me.

As I clustered in the darkness, my mind raced away with potential outcomes. I thought I'd be labeled a pervert at college, everyone would know, I'd have no chances with any girl, not that I had any success anyway, and I'd probably get beat up by the real alpha guys as punishment. I’d be a freak forever.

I stood up slightly and leaned forward, I could see out of the small slits in the middle of the closet. I saw him and knew him, only slightly anyway. His name was Ryan, and I didn't know his last name. I had seen him play sports at the college, mostly football.

“We’re alone right now baby?” I heard him ask, his voice deep and penetrating. “Definitely,” replied Tara in a slutty and lustful voice. “Well, what about your stepbrother? Is he home?” he said persisting. “What, Percy?” she said as she laughed meanly. “He’s probably jacking off by himself right now. Who cares? He’s not gonna burst in on us. Let’s have a little fun..”

I had guessed Tara wasn't a huge fan of me since our parents started dating, but hearing her speak about me like that was horrible. I felt so pathetic, even more so if she found out that I was hear listening, I’d be in serious trouble. A few seconds later I heard a distinctive sound: The sloppy and messy smacking sounds of two horny nineteen-year-olds making out. My incredible silence seemed to make it louder than typical, and then other noises entered the equation. The metallic jingle of his belt buckle, the loud zip of a zipper, and then more soft and wet slurping, which was furthered by breathing and moans.

Oh my god! Is Tara actually sucking him off?

My mind didn’t believe but my eyes confirmed it. She really was. I knew my sister could be a bit naughty, and I have seen her be very friendly and touchy with guys at school, but I wasn’t expecting this. They are both on the bed, just a few feet from me. Tara was on all four, her face buried in his crotch, bopping up and down someone on a trampoline. Her ass was pushed right out all the way and I could see the dark outline of the thong through her black leggings.

I felt a powerful gust of horniness, while she kept sucking on Ryan’s dick. I stared at her bubble butt tenaciously. She made lots of noises and moans, her hot little sighs were addictive to listen to, and each time she did, I felt a jolt of excitement, my dick pressing painfully against my pants in lieu of the prospect of getting caught.

I witnessed Ryan's hand start to slide down her back and push below her leggings, so his middle finger was right near her ass cheeks like he was trying to finger her asshole. Perhaps she was into that, but nearly immediately she grabbed his hand by the wrist and pulled it away, "Baby, not that again, I'm not into it, I just wanna suck, okay?” she nearly mumbled.

She kept at it, faster and faster now, her head bobbing like crazy, and from the moaning and intense noises he was making, I knew he must be close to finishing. The idea of him blowing his load into her mouth was nearly too much for me to handle. I'd never had a girlfriend, Tara was right, the action I got was jerking off in my room by myself. I knew people did this at college, but having it happen a few feet from me was ridiculous. Was Tara really going to do this? Was she gonna swallow his cum like a slut?

I held my breath and my entire body tensed up like a dry sponge as my heart tingled with nerves, it was nearly like it was me who was being sucked off by her. My eyes were glued to her as the final moments unfolded in front of me like a play. Tara pulled her head from his cock and arched herself, her level face staring right back at Ryan as he stood above her like a towering building. He moaned as loud and fiercely as ever, while he stroked his cock for the final piece of the stimulation puzzle. He roared and growled loudly and his cock jittered and spasmed, I could the end of her tongue poke out and then I witnessed the white ropes exit the end of his shaft. Holy shit. I couldn’t believe it. Tara really did it. What a whore.

She lapped it all up and I saw the movement of her lower mouth and throat, she swallowed it. His face was lit up with relief and pleasure. He'd reached his peak and delivered it to her with a ton of hotness. "That was amazing baby, I'm completely done," he announced. I was surprised he didn't want seconds, but his mind was made up. "That's fine, I'm glad you loved it, hopefully, my loser stepbrother wasn’t watching, or even listening to us. I’d be pissed if he was, the thought of him jerking his tiny little dick to us,” she said with an angry tone.

"I don't think so," he expanded upon her thoughts. "I guess I'll be going now," he said as he walked out. "Doors unlocked, I'll see you soon," she replied as she pulled herself from the carpeted floor. I was still in shock as she raced around her room, she looked in the mirror on her dresser and fixed and adjusted her clothing, her ass was practically hanging out and I could the waistband of her panties and almost half of her cheeks.

Her phone rang and she pulled it from the end table next to her bed. She answered it. “Hello?” I waited as the person on the other answered. “Oh hi Whitney, yeah I am home, feel free to come to my room,” she replied. I was screwed. For a second I hoped she’d go downstairs to meet her but then she buried me deeper. I had no idea what I was going to do.

Tara sat on her bed and waited. Whitney burst through the door like an exploding mortar, they exchanged greetings and she stood in front of my step-sister. “You look a bit ruffled,” she commented. “I did fix my hair and stuff, but I am a bit sweaty looking, maybe a bit of smell is hanging around as well,” she replied. Whitney took a sniff and it was unmistakable. "Smells like sweat, saliva, and cock,” my dick twinged as she described it so dirty. “You seriously just fucked a guy?” “No, I just gave him head, that’s all. And we made out a lot, and well I kinda swallowed his nut as well.” “You bad girl. I hope he is a nice guy at least.” “He is,” she replied as got up from the bed and stretched. “He’s taking me out this Friday night to some classy restaurant and then to a movie. His name’s Ryan, he’s hot,” she expanded.

“If he’s taking you out, you gotta look good for him. We should pick an outfit for you.” I nearly died when she said that. My nerves were through the roof. “Definitely, I need to look better than this,” replied Tara as she gestured her hands to bring attention to her clothing. Oh fuck. This is gonna be beyond horrible.

“Where should we start? Any suggestions?” “Well, a classy place deserves a nice dress. What do you think?” “That sounds great,” she replied as she looked at Whitney. “I have some in my closet, you can help me pick one.” “I have quite an eye for fashion.” They both moved right to the front of the closet and it felt like their eyes were a pair of guns that were aimed right at me. Oh shit, oh shit, I panicked terribly. What am I going to do? There’s nothing I can do. This is the end of me.

The closet door opened I hid in the back like a bird in a tree. I tensed my body and contorted myself to seem smaller as I waited for the neat inevitable bold feeling of her hand hitting me and the shock that would follow. I heard the screeching sound of wire coat hangers screeching across and around as Tara's hands gestured between fabrics and outfits.

"This pink one?" "It's cute, but not really for an expensive restaurant. That black one is nice and formal, while still hot. That's my suggestion," declared Whitney. “I think it’ll do. What about shoes?” “Heels or flats would be good. How about those white ones?” “White ones? I don’t remember putting any shoes in my closet.”

I’m completely fucked. Tara flicked the clothing from my side to the other and revealed her worst nightmare: That her step-brother saw her swallow a load of cum. “PERCY!” she screamed. “What the fuck are you doing in here? You pervert, how long have you been in here?”. I had no words, just a look of horrific shock and depression emerged on my face. "Your step-brother is a dirty boy. I bet he watched you and that guy get down,” expressed Whitney. “Gross,” she expanded. “I bet he did as well. What were you even doing in my room you asshole? I never let you in, so you decide to do it yourself?” Get out of there right now,” she ordered.

Tara was furious and I had no idea what her endgame was here. I wasn't sure what to do. “Filthy pervert was probably going through all your panties, you know he’s a chronic masturbater,” said Whitney as she laughed filled with confidence. “If he fucking did, pervert,” she groaned harshly. “Get out right now,” she ordered me again. With no options, I didn’t really have a choice. I stepped out.

I awaited the wrath of Tara and Whitney and they certainly didn’t disappoint. Their faces and bodies trembled with fury and a tremendous lust for action. Tara looked like she really wanted to punish men. I felt horrible. Sweat was rolling down my face like a waterfall and the girls could clearly see it. "You look worried. Tell me what you saw?" Asked Tara. "I saw you suck a guy's cock and swallow his cum,” I said anxious, my voice mumbling with a slight crack. The girls laughed at me. “We need to punish this peeping pervert,” declared Whitney.

"I agreed," replied Tara. Whitney walked towards me with her bright red hair bouncing and gripped my shoulders. I shuddered and felt the coldness of her as she stripped my t-shirt off. “Look at his tiny little body,” giggled Tara. “Dirty jerkoff pervert,” furthered Whitney as she grabbed my waist. “What’s this?” she said as she jiggled her hand over the pocket of my jeans. This is getting worse. She fished the lace thong out of my pocket and their faces looked beyond shocked. Tara was heated, her face spelled disgusted and pissed off. “You really did take my fucking sexy panties you asshole!” she eerily yelled. “Check them for cum,” she expanded with an order to Whitney. Her soft eyes glistened over the lace material as her hands ran over them and she dangled them around. “Looks clean.” “That’s a slight positive, but you’re still very much on the hook.”

I’ve been caught with her panties. I’m in disbelief. “Take his pants off,” demanded Tara. Whitney gripped the waistband of my pants and pulled them down to my ankles. She then tore them from my ankles and removed my underwear. “I’m gonna punish this bitch.” “I’ve got an idea,” commented Whitney. She grabbed my knee and stomach and pushed me to the floor, the carpet helped with cushioning. I lost my way for a moment and all of a sudden I realized I had my step-sister's naughty g-string on. The fabric was even more pleasurable this close to my skin, bunched up against my crotch.

“Looking good Percy,” blurted Tara. “It really suits him,” agreed Whitney as she felt up my thin body. “Small, and lacking in hair, you’re step-brother is a perfect little doll for playing with. What do you think?" "You're correct, he is. Let's punish him more, if the little pervert likes watching sluts, he can be one to see what it's like," she with a huge smile and an expression of zest. Whitney slapped my stomach and I really felt it. “I’ve got an idea,” blurted Tara and I waited with strong mystery flowing. Whitney felt me up and I was getting jolts of excitement every time her luscious hands touched my body. I wasn’t sure where she was going with this but I was enjoying it more.

I lazily watched Tara move to her dresser, the same one I raided earlier, but she hit the places I missed. The bottom drawer slid open with a very sharp and audible movement and she reached into the left side of it, all the way to the back. The urgency in her arm gestures was like someone had broken in and she was trying for a gun.

Tara pulled out a large dildo and looked hard at the thick tip and smiled largely. “Get anything fun?” asked Whitney as she licked and kissed my stomach and chest. “Have a look,” she replied and Whitney stopped in an instant. Her head turned swiftly and she locked onto her target. Her eyes lit up as she saw the sex toy. “That definitely looks fun. Let’s punish him with it,” she expanded and Tara gestured in agreement. She walked over to me and look intimidating.

“Turn over,” she pleaded with me. I was in no position to disagree so I did exactly so. I was on my stomach as the girls giggled as Tara fulfilled her fantasies, pulling the thong I had on to the side and lining up the fake cock to my asshole. “Oh god,” I blurted in shock. “Don’t worry, you’re gonna like it,” she insisted, but I wasn’t exactly convinced. Whitney grabbed my cheeks firmly and spread them wide, “Gonna turn you into a bitch now,” she commented as Tara spat in her hand and rubbed thoroughly all over the dildo and then my asshole. This is it, I thought nervously.

“Keep him spread,” ordered Tara with superiority. I felt the stiffness hit the back of me like a battering ram, but with a bit more comfort. “You’re gonna have fun, being out little sissy boy,” she said as I felt my insides stretch for her cock. Am I really being fucked by my step-sister's dildo? The slightly deeper thrust she conveyed convinced me it really was happening. I couldn't see their faces, but I imagined they were smiling from ear to ear. I could hear Whitney moans and whimpers implying her enjoyment.

"You naughty boy Percy!” yelled my step-sister as Whitney watched in amazement. Tara gave me a spank and Whitney squeezed my cheeks with effort and I felt surprisingly good. Some part of me was finding this to be better than I ever would’ve imagined. “This is fucking hot,” commented Whitney as she licked my left ass cheek. “You’re surprisingly hairless, you’re a real doll,” she furthered.

It seemed both girls had an ass fetish and weren’t afraid to let me know. “Usually it's guys trying for my ass, but not this time, and I'm really having fun," explained Tara. Accurate, as I saw where Ryan's hand was going only minutes earlier. The tables have turned and she loved it. “He’s got an adorable little bubble butt, I just want to eat it up, let’s punish him more, the filthy panty pervert,” said Whitney with dare in her voice.

“You’re damn right. On all four right now!” she ordered me, and I did so. Her strictness and command were making me feel really horny. I was on all fours waiting, still the cock a decent depth inside me. She spat more in her hands and so did Whitney for good measure, they both rubbed their makeshift lube onto my backdoor one after the other and I knew I was in for more. Tara sped up and she moaned with kinky pleasure as I felt the intensity inside of me grow. I was really getting it now and the girls loved what was happening, but I felt this was not even the end of it.

I felt sweat run down my body as my hole get manually fucked by the strength and pressure of Tara's great hands. "You're pounding him," described Whitney with a laugh. She ran her over my left cheek and squeezed me again. "Your pet's body is so cute," she added again. Tara was still fucking me and she couldn't do anything but agree with her. "It is adorable," she said in a higher pitch than normal, almost making fun of me. "I love dirty talk and name-calling as well," she continued as she traded looks with Whitney's lovely face.

Whitney's face turned to thought and she popped open her mouth, "I've got an idea as well. Turn over onto your back honey," she commanded me. Tara slowed down her fucking and eventually pulled the dick out after a few seconds, rhythmically stimulating me to perfection. "Sure thing," I replied as I turned over. "Call us Mistress, or even Queen, and then our name will even do, you peeper," Tara smirked and appreciated the suggestions. “Assert our dominance,” she softly said.

“Hand him the cock,” she asked of Tara. She followed her lead and did so, “What now Mistress?” I asked with obedience and loyalty streaming from me. “Fuck yourself,” she suggested. I leaned back all the way and lift my legs and spread as well as I could, pulling my cute panties to the side. Tara dived in and spat a big load right into my hole and fingered it around, encasing my back door with it. "Play with your pussy," she said immediately after and deeply looked into my eyes.

I stuck it inside me and tried my best. I used one hand to hold my legs from underneath my knees and then to fuck myself. The big cock was certainly satisfying and using it myself was another aspect of more fun to the overall sensation. “Looks great playing with herself,” commented Tara as she closely watched. “That cute little bumhole, it’s gorgeous,” she indicated as I pulled the cock out for a hot moment. “Look at that! Pretty little gaper from the panty boy,” laughed Whitney with a strong amount of lust. The kink was growing as I stuck it back in. “Keep at it baby!” screamed Tara.

I was so horny and turned on as I fucked myself. My pussy was getting used and I craved the stimulation. The inside of my back door was feeling really good, almost fiery like ecstasy as I worked the dildo around deep inside. I saw Tara get up and walk over to her dresser again and open up a drawer on the right side, near the top. It slid open and she pulled out some more cute lingerie, which made my skin flutter as I saw the lace material in her lovely hands.

She jolted back over and handed it to Whitney, "Put it on for her," she said. Whitney nodded and used her finger to indicate for me to lean back up. On edge, I pulled the cock out and felt a burst of frustration. I was up now and she went around my back and slung the red lace bra around my stomach and pulled it up to my chest. “Cute little nipples,” Tara commented as her best friend clipped the ends of it together and completed my mismatching lingerie set. “Pretty, huh?” she asked Tara with a smile and stern look. “Damn right,” she replied with enthusiasm in her tone.

"Get up now," instructed Tara. I got up in a hurry and waited. "What are you?" She asked me with zest. "You're step-brother," I nervously replied in a whimper. She didn't look happy at my response, her face turning rigid and her eyebrows curling. Oh shit. “Your sexy panty boy Mistress?" I guessed with a sharper tone and a big smile. The girls seemed happier at that and Whitney squeezed my hip. I loved the feeling of being groped but I craved more. I could my masculinity leaving by the minute and I idolized it.

“I think he needs more than what we can give him," said Tara as groped my panty-covered ass in dense lust. "How so?" Questioned Whitney with a curious face. "A cock that can actually thrust properly, so he can really feel the sexiness of domination," she replied. Whitney thought about her statement as the girls played with me for a moment. I knew they planning something fun, so I tried not to seem too excited, as they were getting a lot of fun in trying to punish me.

Whitney finally had something to add and turned her attention to my step-sister for it. “So, a strap-on is what you mean?” “It’d work well,” she replied caressing my stomach and crotch. "I don't have one, unfortunately, if you did it'd be wonderful," she continued. Whitney shook her head with a slight frown and looked disappointed. “We couldn’t get one anytime soon, but I know how we could get a proper cock for Percy.” “How?” asked Tara. “Ryan, I reckon he’d basically fuck anything that was tight and looked even slightly feminine,” she said with sexiness pouring from her mouth. Holy shit, I don’t know why, but that sounds really fucking hot.

“Let’s get him over here, I wanna see him bend my slut over," demanded Tara with some sort of growl in her voice. “We gotta doll him up more than this, he needs to look better for him to be a proper sissy gurl,” she said encouraging my step-sister. “You’re right, let’s do this. To the bathroom panty boy,” she ordered me and I had no qualms with following her. "Yes, Mistress," I obediently stated as I moved down the hallway to the other end and approached our large and luxurious bathroom. “Don’t stop,” she persisted and spanked my ass firmly. She certainly knew how to motivate and I stepped inside, feeling the coldness of the light brown wooden flooring.

“Where to start?” I asked with honesty. “Take this, I’m sure you know what to do,” replied Tara as she entered and took a tube of Nair hair removal and a sharp razor from the top of the vanity. “I’ll do it,” I excitedly replied as I took the items from her. “We’ll be waiting,” Tara said as she walked out and closed the door. I locked the door anyway and immediately took off my lingerie and neatly hung it on a shelf near the entrance that was empty of towels. I then took a beautifully clean white one from beneath the sink cabinet and hung sat it down folded into a square on top of the closed toilet seat.

I turned the taps on the shower and entered, the warm and fulfilling water stream hitting me with powerful flashes of pleasure. The steaminess was so enticing I was getting momentarily distracted, just happy relaxing in my silence until I remembered what Tara had asked of me. I stepped out from the shower stream and popped the top of the Nair bottle and sprayed it all over my body as well as I could. My legs, thighs, arms, stomach, chest, crotch, and behind were lathered in the substance, like cream on a romantic wedding cake.

I ran the impressive razor all over my body, blasting from one section to the other in minutes with a swift and accurate slice, as the thin hairs fell off in a near instant touch like magic. The small bristles of shaved excrement fell onto the floor and ran down the drain quickly, as the powerful shower worked itself. The smoothness of my legs was making my eyes obsessed. I loved the feeling of it, so girly and feminine, it was so wonderful to have my masculinity removed with some effort of a razor.

My arms were shaved as well. I looked at them and the thinness of it really hit home, I was so skinny and petite like a pretty girl should be. My flat chest and small waist looked so pretty and elegant, I almost imagined having a small perky pair of tits to top it off, and what it'd like for them to be squeezed, whether by my hand or someone else’s.

Finally, my crotch and ass area were fully done by the shaving device, and not a single speck of hair remained, not that I had that much to begin with anyway. I looked down at my penis and balls for some reason I imagined it either disappearing or being locked away temporarily, as I put myself into girl mode with the help of the girls. I don’t know what device could do it, but I was pretty sure something like that existed somewhere.

As the water ran across my back and hit the floor I knew my time was up and turned the faucets back to their original position, instantly cutting out the stream and leaving me dripping with wetness, but not the sexy kind. I rushed to the towel on the toiler and dried myself, squeezing the towel with a tight grip and slapping it all and around my hairless body. The cotton absorbed the water all over me as I repeatedly strung it over every inch of myself, careful not to miss a spot.

I was bone dry and as I checked myself out in the mirror after I wiped the fog away. Not a single line of water was falling down or resting anywhere on my body. I loved seeing my girlified body in the mirror, I was beginning to feel more and more like a woman by the minute. “Are you done? I can’t hear the shower anymore,” asked Tara with a slightly muffled tone, as the door held her voice back. “Yeah, I’m done,” I replied raising my voice to accommodate the hearing difficulties. I turned the lock and Tara opened it.

“Whitney, I might require your help,” she yelled down the hallway and I heard her rushed footsteps loudly pattering towards us. “Gonna fem this boy up,” declared Whitney as she arrived in an almost humorous tone, fully aware of her odd wording, but her intentions were completely serious. “You look fabulous shaved,” furthered Whitney as her eyes checked me out.

“I’ll get the stuff we need since I know where everything is,” said Tara as she opened the rectangular-shaped container on top of the vanity. It was pink all over apart from the front of the drawers which were a bright and contrasting white. She grabbed the immaculate silver handle on the top one and withdrew some makeup products, most of which I wasn't exactly sure about.

Brushes, circular items, and long thin pencil-like things covered in vibrant colors accumulated in her hand and on the vanity in front of me as she started to get busy. “Relax,” she suggested as I felt something soft and cold hit my cheeks and face from her precision fingers. As I watched her jolt and spread it across, I recognized it as foundation, I was sort of aware it was the first or one of the first things in makeup, I wasn’t completely clueless about this, just not very knowledgeable. “It matches my tone,” I aired out with perception, and she nodded softly in agreement and held a slight smile for half a moment.

She gripped a brush and held it directly to my slightly altered face. The bristles were a noticeable change in feeling and atmosphere as she ran all over me with a steady hand, pushing firmly, but not too hard. "Now for concealer?" asked Whitney stemming the dullness. "Definitely," replied Tara with a happy tone. Whitney stood right next to me, obsessed with my feminization as my step-sister began to doll me up even more. She opened a tube and dabbed on more product, concealer as Whitney put it, and began to see my reflection in the large clear mirror turn more girly and perfect. My pores disappeared as she applied with the blending sponge and I could see more of my blemishes and pocks and odd spots vanish like a ghost.

My skin color changed in response and I looked just fabulous, even though she wasn’t completely finished. The power of makeup was surprising to me and I anxiously awaited the final result. “She’s looking good,” blurted Whitney with zest. “Gorgeous,” replied Tara. If I’m gonna be a girl, I need a name then. “Mistresses, I need a sissy name, any ideas?” “It should probably be similar to your real name for consistency and logic, any thoughts Tara? I'm unsure," she asked as she turned her right to look at her. Tara cleared her throat and gave a long look. “How about Piper? It’s really cute and has the same ring to it." Whitney smiled and her face showed appreciation for it. "I love that, thank you, Mistresses," I replied with loyalty. “Piper’s on her way to being a proper sissy girl for someone, let's not stop here," commented Whitney as she gestured for Tara to continue with a hand motion.

“Agreed,” she replied and persisted. “Your skin looks so smooth, pale white and every mark and dot gone, even your freckles," she expanded. Tara took another pencil-like item and darted it to my eyes. "Close it," she ordered and I shut my left eye. I felt the end of the stick gently and neatly dab again the upper area of my eyelids and all of a sudden both sides were done in a few seconds. “Purple eyeshadow, nice and smoky,” she described as I opened my eyes and saw her lusting over me, I felt beautiful and desired. “You’re green eyes work well,” commented Whitney as Tara didn’t stop her plans.

Another item hit just beneath the ridges of my eyes and above my lashes. Tara drew the eyeliner across the left and right and finished with no difficulty. I stared in the mirror at my womanly face and loved it. The eyeshadow and red eyeliner went well together, my entire body was vibration with femininity and I loved the girls for doing it. “Nearly done now,” said Whitney as she handed more products to Tara. She accurately and heartedly caked my lips in a dark shade of red, my lips were glossy, plump, and shined like a garnet. I pouted in the mirror and felt like a real woman.

"You look slutty when you do that," said Whitney as she put the makeup away into the drawers loudly, clacking as she jostled them back into their resting spots. Tara tossed her hand into the circular rock-toned tumbler and pulled out some mascara. She flicked the lid off and held it towards my lashes, and applied a few luscious strokes on both of my eyes until they were succulent and full black.

I placed my hand beneath my chin and squinted my eyes as best as I could, aiming to look like a cute girl for them. They enjoyed it. Their sharp smiles and loud high-pitched giggles confirmed my beauty as I pushed my lips forward and sexily winked a few times. The girls catcalled me and Tara spanked my ass. “I’ll do the last thing,” said Whitney as spun open the lid from the blush container and dabbed it onto my cheeks, blending it in with a purple makeup sponge, until my cheeks looked rosy and pink and graceful.

“Shoot Ryan a text would you?” Asked Tara and Whitney nodded in response, pulling her phone out of her front pocket, I saw her finger nimbly tap all over the screen, the glass screen bouncing off notable input sounds as typed her message and blasted send. "Done, told him that since he's always trying to get in your ass, you have a cute girlfriend over who will happily take it," she said to Tara as their shared looks.

“I’m sure that will work,” she replied with a sexy laugh. Happily take it? In my ass? My body was trembling with deep horny energy and I felt shakes all over. My lust was growing intensely. “Whitney, go lay out an outfit on my bed for Piper,” she said she took off with no response, obeying her best friend's instructions as she typically would. “Gotta fix your hair as well," she said. “My hair? How so, a wig?” "I don't have any, and we don't have time to get one sadly. I'll take my straightener and I have some thoughts," she replied as grabbed her styling tool from beneath the bathroom cabinet, plugging it into the outlet nearby and flicking the on switch.

The straightener heated up in a few quiet moments and I could feel the heat bouncing off the clamps of it. It was new to me, I'd never been this close to one before, I'd rarely seen any girl use it, not even Tara. She ran it down the ends of the left side of my hair, turning it from the curly and wavy mess it was to an impeccably straight hanging unbalanced mop, as she turned to the other side and did the same thing. The soft buzzing noise emitted inside of my ear and the heat warmly coated the rest of my curly blob until it fell in a straight and hanging contraption. "Nearly there," she said as she pulled it away and placed it on the vanity, switching it off at the powerpoint.

She grabbed some styling spray and a brush and did my hair with them, the smell of the product lingering in my nostrils for a moment as she finished. My hair is done in a cute little pixie cut type thing with some hot bangs over my forehead. It was adorable and I loved it. "Let's go see what Whitney got for you, we're basically the same size," said Tara as she walked out of the bathroom and down the hallway to her room, with me close behind, trying to imitate her seductive and sexy walk style.

I entered her room to the visible delight of both of them and my eyes were instantly drawn to the clothing strung out onto the bed. A pretty purple mini dress, a matching white lace bra and thong, and a sexy pair of black stockings. “I see Piper’s attached to the dress,” described Tara, shooting a smile at Whitney. “It’s hard to miss,” I shot back with acceptance. “Even though Ryan will really punish you, it seems she’s growing into everything we’ve done,” said Whitney with a perceptive tone.

I stared at the dress, feeling my body wrought with anxiety. Is this too much? Could I handle this with Ryan? I guess I’ll find out. “I decided to get you some matching lingerie this time,” said Whitey as she flew the thong over and I barely caught it. Without thinking ahead I dropped my towel to reveal my pathetically thin and hairless body, not a shred of manhood on me apart from the tiny shriveled penis, which, when combined with the girl's hard laughter at the same time, didn't come close to counting. “My nipples are bigger than that thing,” giggled Tara with a venomous snarl.

I did my best to pretend their mean comments weren’t happening as I threw on the lace set. The panties gripped around my crotch area as I pulled them into place, the white material tightly cupping my genitals, while on the other side I felt the newly familiar wedgie feeling as the strip nested between my cheeks.

“Panty boy, give me and Whitney a show, twirl,” she ordered with ferocity. Reluctantly, I did what I was told right then, spinning, twisting, turning, and contorting my body as sexily as I could, trying to embrace the essence of a high-class stripper. My face burned with embarrassment as I did so, however, and I felt odd having them assess my weak body.

As I turned back to face them, Whitney looked a bit shocked, while Tara said, “Oh wow! Piper’s actually got a decent little ass, especially cute in a thong. Ryan’s gonna love it.” “He’s gonna use you baby!” expanded Whitney.

About half an hour later, I was completely dressed up and waiting still in her room. Tara and Whitney a bit busy waiting downstairs, probably scrolling through social media or responding to texts. My hairless skinny legs were covered in the hot stockings, and I had stuffed my bra with some socks to give the illusion of a pair of small breasts, while the dress was tightly fitting helping to highlight some curves I had. Meanwhile, the girls had painted my nails in black to add to everything already.

I had a soft noise from downstairs which I presumed to be Ryan knocking. Moments later the door unlocked and I heard it open, along with a flurry of voices talking, but I couldn't make out what they were saying. I'm sure it was just him and girls chatting, probably making up some backstory for me, such as I was an old friend that she hadn't seen for a while and I was in town suddenly. I’m sure she also mentioned that I was a slut, an anal whore for him to play with. I heard the loud footsteps as he made his way to me. I jumbled my body slightly and felt the thong tease me, my penis shivering in excitement. The girls had turned me into one of them.

The door opened eerily and let out a slight creak as he came into the frame of my eyes. I was losing myself. His tall and large body entered as his athletic legs carried him over to me. He had a sharp intent coming from his face and I knew he was going to use me as a slut, finally fulfilling his desire of getting a tight asshole to stretch out to epic proportions.

He looked at me and smiled. The same guy who had just blown a load into my stepsister's mouth a few hours ago was lusting after me. The girls had done their job to perfection, he had no idea who I really was. Emotions blurred as I stared back at him, his masculine face a great contrast to my dolled-up face.

"I'm Piper," I said softly, trying for a seductive and girly tone. "My parents are friends with Tara's, we've known each other since we were young, but I haven't seen her in a while," I continued with a smirk. He delayed his response and I was worried that he figured out who I really was. I fear he’d punch me then and there, being a real alpha boy college.

However, he shifted close to me and whispered, "Tara told me you've got a bit of a wild side, even more so than her. She said you’ll go where she won’t let me?” “It has some truth to it, I won’t argue,” I replied with a bit more zip in my tone, feeling some confidence. "I want to find out," he added as a fluttering of girly excitement hit me all over. "Let's see," he purred tilting his head down to mine and grabbing my shoulder, as he leaned down to kiss me.

His strong and delicious lips pushed into mine and his thick tongue slipped inside, it honestly felt so damn good I had really tried to bring myself not to moan with overwhelming pleasure. As his tongue and lips went to town, I felt all of my nerves fade away like a ghost. So when he took me further onto the bed, I was not able to resist.

Our mouths danced once more into a passionate and lustful kiss, and I shivered when I felt his strong hands going up and down my thin, shaking body. Seconds later, I noticed his hands slide down my legs and to my crotch. Oh shit. This couldn't happen, he couldn't find out the truth about my gender. Scared out of my mind, I did the only thing I could think of and the only thing that made sense. I pushed on his chest and had him flat down on the bed in a moment, and I buried my face in his lap.

"Oh, is that how you want it?" He said with a massive smile. "Naughty girl, my favorite kind." Holy shit. Is this happening? Was I really about to do this? The girls had trained me well, and my new feminine look and slutty desires told me there was no turning back. I've never been so turned on in my life. The only thing I wanted was to wrap my lips around his thick cock and take his cum, just like my whore stepsister had done earlier. What would this make me? I thought I was straight and here I was.

As my mind raced with thoughts, Ryan pulled open his and unzipped his jeans, and whipped his cock out of his underwear, right in front of my eyes. I couldn’t take my attention off it, you'd have to cut my eyes out to get me to stop obsessing over it. The same cock Tara had I was about? Holy shit. I took a decent sigh, and fell into it, planting soft and romantic kisses that eluded a hint of reluctance, as they gradually increased in occurrence, building confidence.

I was licking and lapping, working over his musky balls and dabbing and running my horny tongue up and down his amazing shaft, tasting the slightly salty taste of his skin, until I finally took the lovely head into my mouth, tightly encasing my lips around as I began to suck him properly. Ryan let out a deep moan of pleasure, which kept me going. I bobbed faster, feeling his cock get even more erect inside my mouth until it felt like it was made out of stone.

As I worked him over, his hands began to move around my body again, but this time he was groping the other side, feeling up my butt cheeks with his firm palms outside my dress. I felt his fingers move down and up inside of my dress and reach between my cheeks, so much so that a couple of his fingertips were softly adjacent to my asshole.

I remembered what Tara had said about this, however, unlike her I didn’t hate it. It gave me spasms of excitement as he tapped away. I softly moaned around his cock as tried to push in more, tapping and plundering away. I was overwhelmed with sensations and inputs as pushed my sexual buttons. My ass shivered as he put one finger inside my hole. He slowly penetrated me with intent, his index finger doing a number on me, as I kept sucking like a good girl.

Oh wow. This feels so damn good. I couldn’t believe this was actually happening, I now realized who I really was: A naughty girl, moaning with pleasure and desire with a cock in her mouth as a hot and muscular guy fingered my tight back door. I could feel myself getting hard in my cute panties, even though not a finger had been down there. Ryan had found the magical spot to control and pleasure me with, a secret button deep within my depths, as each thrust of his finger inside sent another magnificent jolt of pleasure straight to my body and dick, until we were both moaning heavily, getting closer to the end of everything.

“Yeah baby, keep doing that,” he moaned as I kept sucking, licking at the head of his dick while I stroked with one hand and felt his big balls with the other. “Don’t quit, keep going …” "Put it in me, Daddy," I demanded as I stared deeply into his eyes. "Don't have to ask me twice," he replied excitedly.

He picked me up and spun me around, lifting my dress in an instant and aiming right at my pussy. I was too lost in horniness to worry about him finding my cock as he spat on his penis and pushed it inside of me. I was blown away. His thickness was thrusting slowly, pushing out my tight hole to the depths of his big cock. I was so tight and he working me over like a good little sissy girl. “Oh yeah baby, that is amazing,” he muttered as he sped up with his tool, pushing my pleasure even more. Holy shit. This feels great. I guess he was so lost in me he didn’t notice my balls.

His manly thickness was pounding my girly hole and it felt wonderful. He was going fast now and I was feeling it like crazy, my backdoor was heavily opened up and I couldn’t be more obsessed with it. “Oh yeah, give it to me Daddy,” I screamed in pleasure as he spanked my ass and sped up even more. He was pounding with the speed of a mechanical bull. He was moaning like there was no tomorrow. The rawness of the thrusting with pushing him to the edge and his voice confirmed that.

I now understood he was about to explode. Moments later he pulled out and I turned and he finished inside of me with a large load squirting and shooting out, his twitching dick spurting his warm and oddly delicious salty semen into my throat and over my tongue, swiftly filling up my mouth.

I tightly wrapped my legs around his pulsing penis, taking his load meanwhile the best orgasm of my entire life hit me in a deep state of sexual bliss, my cock squirting firmly into my sexy panties as I flashed with pleasure throughout my entire body, as I licked up Ryan’s final drops of nut. I’d just turned my head slightly away after swallowing every drop and I tried to fix my messed-up lipstick when I saw Tara standing at the doorway. Her eyes widened and she looked satisfied. She had totally transformed me and she and Whitney loved it. They made me into a bad bitch, rightfully punishing me for my actions.

Everything had winded down by now as I was still on the bed. Ryan had left earlier and I was still in shock at everything. A rush of pleasure hit me like the wind, almost certainly from the new experiences and the ones I’d be having in the future after sparking this side of me with the help of the girls. This was the first, but it wouldn’t be the last, I knew that for certain. Thanks, Tara and Whitney.

◆◆◆

If you enjoyed this be sure to check out my other books here: My books! Thank you!

OEBPS/image_rsrcT0.jpg
FIRST TIME FEMINIZATION, CHASTITY

STORIES'§

L.K. Winters





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




