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CHAPTER ONE

Brandi opened the door to the honeymoon suite and promptly rushed to the bed. Her feet were killing her, having spent the last four hours dancing and mingling and doing everything except sitting down. It was long overdue.

Her new husband, Michael, followed close behind her and sat on the floor between her legs.

“Can I take your shoes off for you?” he asked.

She had to bite her tongue. She wanted nothing more than to get her damn heels off and lay down. But there was something still left to do. They had decided against traditional wedding bands. Her finger was adorned with a beautiful engagement ring, a two-carat brilliant diamond set in gold. But Michael’s finger was empty. She had something else in mind for him, something that told the world he belonged to her. It was time he had it.

“Not yet. There’s something in the suitcase for you. Go get it.”

Michael hopped to his feet and crossed the room. His tuxedo jacket was somewhere down on the dance floor, and now he wore only a white button down and slacks. His suspenders hung loose around his waist. The shirt was heavy with sweat and clung fittingly to his body. Brandi watched his muscles ripple and flex as he moved. They were hers now.

“This?” Michael asked, holding a rectangular box wrapped in gold paper and finished with a black ribbon.

Brandi nodded. “Bring it here.”

He did and knelt at her feet.

“Open it.”

Inside was a collar. Soft black leather with a gold buckle to match her ring and adorned with vintage paisley stitching. Michael examined it closely and held it up to his neck.

“For me?”

Brandi chuckled. “For you. Because you’re mine. Now get those clothes off, and I’ll put it on.”

Michael scrambled to his feet and practically tore the clothes from his body until he stood naked in front of her. It was a look she was going to get very used to. Brandi took the collar and looped it around his neck, securing the buckle just tight enough that it wouldn’t spin around.

“What do you think?” she asked.

Michael touched it gingerly, running his fingertips over the details.

“I’m never taking it off,” he replied.

“That’s right. And as long as you wear it, you’re going to do everything I tell you. When I tell you to do it. Is that understood?”

Michael dropped to his hands and knees and crawled over to her. Rested his head in her lap.

“I understand.”

“Good. Now get these shoes off.”

He hurriedly obeyed, and when her shoes were on the floor he began rubbing and kissing her feet. Brandi groaned and flopped back onto the bed. Michael’s hands were magic. Her legs tingled as he massaged her ankles and calves, slowly working up her dress to her thighs. She hadn’t told him to do it, but right now she was too tired to care. She had the rest of her life to train him. Make him a submissive husband who catered to her every wish. Who didn’t move a muscle unless she commanded. But right now she only wanted two things. To relax.

And to come.

“Take my dress off,” she said.

She rolled over so Michael could unlace the bodice of her gown and pull it down. Her breasts bounced free followed by her stomach until it was finally off. The cool air in the hotel suite nipped at her naked skin and a shiver ran down her spine. It felt amazing. On her back again, she ordered:

“Panties too, Michael. With your teeth.”

She wore a lacy white thong with a pink ribbon detail in the front. Michael took the ribbon in his mouth and wiggled them down over her hips, brushing his nose through her neatly trimmed pubic hair. When they were on the floor, she scooted back to the mountain of decorative pillows arranged along the headboard and got comfortable.

She opened her legs wide.

“Eat my pussy, Michael. And don’t stop until I come.”

Michael crawled to her and buried his face between her legs. His tongue slithered down her slit and pressed between her lips, teasing her tight hole. If his hands were magic, his mouth was an epiphany. He knew exactly where to lick her and how hard, the right moves to drive her over the edge. But of course he did. Men like Michael were made for only one thing: to please their women.

He held her thighs as he probed his tongue deep inside her, swirling this way and that. Brandi moaned and leaned into him, pressed his nose to her clit. She took hold of his hair and rubbed his face against her tingling lips.

“Just like that,” she sighed. “Eat my pussy like it’s your last meal. Eat it til I scream.”

He flicked his tongue in and out of her. Brandi tugged at his hair and guided his mouth to her button, hot and firm, begging to be pleasured.

He wasted no time. Michael sucked her clit into his mouth and batted it with his tongue. Whipped it back and forth, drew circles around it and pressed it between his lips.

She squeezed his head between her thighs. A satisfied grunt escaped her lips as she sunk deeper into the mound of pillows. Her hands found her breasts and lightning shot down her body as she pinched her tender nipples. All night her dress had rubbed against them, teasing her, making her wet. Now she rolled them between her fingers, heightening her arousal as Michael’s head thrashed between her long legs.

“Don’t stop,” she sighed. “I’m almost there.”

She could let him eat her out for hours. And she had. There wasn’t a single piece of furniture in their apartment that she hadn’t been bent over for a tongue lashing. And that included the kitchen counter, both showers and the balcony. He would go until she told him to stop.

Brandi tensed as his teeth brushed her clit. Her breath quickened, and she gripped the sheets with white knuckles. Her stomach did somersaults as he made her come.

“Oh god, Michael. I’m coming,” she panted. Her fingers wound around his hair and pulled him close, driving his face into her pussy. His tongue went into overdrive, and she screamed as her climax pinned her to the bed and didn’t let go.

When she couldn’t take anymore, she tugged his mouth away from her dripping pussy and snapped her legs closed. A smug grin spread across his face.

“Was it good?” he asked.

Brandi’s chest heaved as she caught her breath. Was it good? It was excellent as always, but that didn’t matter. Servicing her was his job; he wasn’t allowed to feel smug about it.

“Don’t get cocky, Michael. You’re not done yet. Clean me up.”

Her thighs glided together frictionlessly, lubed up with her juices. More dribbled from her pussy and down her crack. She had tolerated it during the wedding. But now she had someone to take care of it. She lifted her knees to her breasts and opened her legs.

Michael licked every inch of her. Around her pussy lips, down her legs and between her ass cheeks. He even licked her asshole until it felt fresh like after a long shower. When he came up, his face shone like polished apple.

“Can I do anything else for you?”

Brandi thought about it. It was a special night for them. One they would remember forever. Now that Michael was hers, she owned every part of him. Especially his cock. She could have it whenever she wanted, and he wasn’t allowed to use it unless she said so. She figured now was as good a time as any to let him.

“Yeah. I want you to jerk off for me. Make yourself come, and when you’re done, I want you to thank me.”

“Where should I do it?” he asked.

Brandi pointed to the foot of the bed. “Down there. Give me a show.”

Michael crawled to the end of the bed and hopped off. His tight little ass clenched as he turned around and gripped his cock. He was rock hard from eating her out. He started slowly, stroking his full length. He closed his eyes as he found his rhythm and started rubbing faster.

His hand was a blur as it zipped up and down his shaft. The veins in his arms rippled as he flexed his muscles. Brandi pulled her knees to her chest and snuggled into the pillows. She loved that cock. Love the way it felt in her hands, the way it tasted. The way it curved up at the tip and hit all the right spots inside her. If she wasn’t so exhausted from the wedding, she would have fucked him.

“How’s it feel?” she asked.

Michael groaned in reply. He was lost in his world, in his head. He better be thinking of her.

“Put a finger in your ass,” she demanded.

Without missing a beat, Michael put his finger in his mouth for lubrication and shoved it up his ass. His face contorted as he probed it as deep as it would go. For a moment his hand slowed, but when his finger was all the way in, he picked up the pace. Faster than ever.

“Tell me before you come.”

Michael nodded. Beads of sweat formed across his brow. His mouth curled inward. She knew that look. He was close.

His body tensed.

“Ugh,” he grunted. “I’m going to come.”

“Do it, Michael. Come on the bed, right there.”

His face turned red as he held his breath. She couldn’t tell which hand moved faster, the one stroking his cock or the one pumping a finger in and out of his asshole. In the end, they both stopped at the same time, and Michael shot three thick ropes of steaming cum across the foot of the bed.

He rubbed himself again until the last dribble of cum fell.

“Did that feel good?” Brandi asked.

Michael panted. “It did. Thank you for letting me come. Did I give you a good show?”

“It’s not over yet,” she replied with a smirk. “I want you clean up after yourself. I want you to eat your cum.”

Michael got on his knees and obeyed without hesitation.


Chapter Two

Brandi could spot a submissive man from a mile away. They came in all shapes and sizes. Tall and short, fat and muscular, hairy and bald. It was the way they carried themselves that made her aware. An air of confidence surrounded them, but it was false. In the presence of a stronger personality, an alpha, they turned into servile puppy dogs. Most of them only wanted to be submissive in the bedroom. To be bound and gagged, whipped, punished, talked down to.

But Michael was different. He wanted to serve her every second of the day. From the moment he woke up in the morning until she allowed him to sleep again, he was her pet. He did everything she told him. So she wasn’t surprised that after the wedding he adapted quickly to his new routine.

He woke up first and made breakfast. Then he roused her by eating her pussy until she came. After breakfast, she picked his outfit for the day which was usually a pair of tight boxer briefs and nothing else. While she worked, Michael cleaned the apartment from top to bottom, and when she came home, she expected him to be on his knees at the door awaiting her return. After Michael made dinner, he was at her command. She used him as an ottoman to rest her tired feet, made him fetch items like a dog, and she fucked him whenever she wanted.

Brandi only had to discipline him twice. The first time, Michael had overslept, so she went to work without breakfast.

And without being satisfied.

“We’ll deal with this when I get home,” she promised. “And this place better be spotless.”

“Yes, honey,” Michael said, looking down at his toes.

When she got home, he was waiting for her, sitting at the front door. Brandi had spent the day thinking about how to punish him. It was his first offense, but it was a major one. Starting the day on the wrong foot meant everything after would feel off. Her work day was no exception. All day she daydreamed about having her pussy eaten. About Michael’s head moving obediently between her legs. She would make him eat her out for hours to repent. But that wasn’t the punishment.

“Don’t stand up, Michael,” she said as she walked passed him and set her purse on the coffee table. “Follow me.”

She led him to the bedroom and sat at the foot of the bed.

“Go get my slippers. Like a dog.”

He crawled on all fours to the closet and brought them back, one at a time, in his mouth. Brandi slipped her high heels off and wiggled her toes. She was convinced hell was wearing six inch pumps and working at a standing desk. If it wasn’t, she didn’t want to know what was.

“Can I put them on for you?” Michael whispered.

“Did I tell you to talk?” she snapped back.

Michael shook his head. He was a fast learner.

“They aren’t for me,” Brandi continued. “They’re for you. Take those boxers off and hand them to me.”

As he undressed she turned the slippers over in her hands. The soles were solid rubber with a cute flower pattern. She couldn’t imagine the designer ever thought they would be used to leave little flower shaped bruises on a naughty man’s naked ass. But it was about to happen.

Michael handed her his boxers and sat at her feet.

She softly stroked the side of his face before slapping him hard enough to leave a handprint on his cheek. “Open your mouth,” she commanded and rolled his discarded underpants into a tight ball. She pushed them to the back of his throat. “That’s for talking when I didn’t tell you to. These are to spank your ass. Now crawl over there and put your face on the ground.”

Michael went to the area rug to the right of the bed and leaned over. His ass was high in the air, his cock and balls dangled between his legs. Brandi stood to his side and tapped his naked cheeks with a slipper.

“I’m going easy on you this time, Michael. Next time you wake up late, it’ll be much harder.” She reared back and  gave him a dozen swats with the slipper, alternating cheeks with each slap. “Do you understand?”

“Mmhmm,” Michael mumbled.

“Good.”

She spanked his naked ass until both cheeks were burning red. At first he didn’t make much noise, but as she spanked harder and faster he started to groan. Eventually he cried. The slipper left long oval marks all over his skin. The flower print didn’t bruise the way she had hoped, but when she was done there was no mistaking that he had learned a lesson.

She grabbed the back of his collar and pulled him up to his knees. His cock stood long and hard, excited from all the blood rushing to his punished ass. He would want release, but she wasn’t going to give it to him. Not today.

“Spit them out,” she said and cupped her hand under his mouth to catch his boxers. She replaced them with the slipper. “Put this away.”

As Michael crawled to the closet, she undressed and sat on the bed. She spread her legs wide and leaned back on her elbows. When he put the slipper away, she beckoned him back with a seductive finger curl.

“How’s that smell?” she asked as he sat submissively between her open legs.

“Like heaven,” he replied.

“That’s good, because you’re going to be down there for a while. I spanked you with one slipper. You’re going to get the other when you’re done with my pussy. So take your time.”

He ate her out into the night. The beam of sunlight that broke through the sheer curtains withered and faded as his tongue danced around her clit and lapped at her dripping hole. Her arms tired from holding herself after the second orgasm, and she fell backwards into the soft duvet cover. She could always tell the difference between when he wanted to eat he out and when she ordered him to do it. This was somewhere in between: eager to please, but worried about stopping.

Finally she couldn’t take anymore. Her naked body shivered as another climax gripped her. Was that five? Or six? They all ran together in one marathon of pleasure. She tugged at his hair and pulled him away, his face shimmering with her juices.

“That’s enough,” she panted. “You’re just dragging it out, aren’t you?”

He couldn’t meet her stare.

“I don’t want to be spanked again,” Michael whimpered.

Good. That was the point of being punished. He shouldn’t want it; he should be afraid of it so he wouldn’t slip up again.

“That’s not what I asked you. Were you dragging it out?”

“Yes, honey.”

“I could tell. Get the other slipper and climb over my lap.”

She took the slipper from his mouth and adjusted him across her knees. His cock burned against her naked thighs. She wondered how long he would stay hard. Hopefully the rest of the night. It was what he deserved after sending her to work sexually wanting.

“I want you to count every swat, Michael.”

Before he could reply, she started. His ass had turned from red to a light shade of pink as he pleasured her. The only lasting damage were small bruises speckled over his cheeks. She would remedy that.

“One! Two! Three! Four!” Michael called as she spanked him.

She spanked slowly this time, but hitting with all the strength she could muster. She paused just long enough to let the burn sink into his muscular cheeks.

“Five! Owe! Six! Augh! Seven!”

His body tensed, and he grabbed the bedspread for support. The spanking was just starting, but she was already leaving angry red marks across his ass.

“Are you going to wake up late again?” she snapped.

“Eight! No—nine!—ma’am!”

Brandi didn’t believe him. His words were submissive, but his body wasn’t. As she spanked him, Michael squirmed and kicked his feet. She wrapped her free hand around his waist and pulled him closer to keep him steady.

“Fifteen! Oooowe! Sixteen!”

When his ass was good and red, she moved down to his thighs. They lit up like fireworks as she worked the slipper from just below his ass to the back of his knees. The skin there was more tender and the flower pattern showed up in all its cutesie glory. When it looked like he had a sunburn all down his ass and legs, she paused.

The count was thirty-five.

“You have fifteen more, Michael. Don’t miss any of them or I’m starting all the way over. You hear me?”

Tears dribbled down his cheeks, and he sniffled as he replied:

“Y-yes, ma’am.”

Brandi changed it up. She didn’t care where the slipper hit as long as it hurt. And after two hard spankings, it hurt. She slapped as fast as she could, making his naked ass jump and quiver. He could barely keep up.

“Thirtysixthirtyseventhirtyeightthirty—”

Her belly grumbled. No breakfast that morning, a light lunch, and now it was well into the evening with nothing else to eat. She channeled that frustration into each slap until he laid still over her lap, sobbing and thoroughly put in his place.

“Fortysixfortysevenfortyeight—”

She aimed the last two swats at the fleshy bottom of his beaten ass. His sit spots. The place that would sting every time she gave him the luxury of sitting down. He’d feel it tonight. He’d be sitting long into the night.

“Forty-nine! Fifty!!”

When she was done, Brandi dropped the slipper on the ground and caught her breath. Beating a naughty man was hard work. She traced her fingers over his ass, and he winced as they bounced over the bruises and marks that dotted his flesh.

“Did you learn something?” she whispered in his ear.

“Yes, ma’am,” he choked out between sobs.

“Good. Get up. Put my slipper away.”

As he crawled, crying, over to the closet, Brandi dragged her vanity chair to the center of the room. It was dark polished wood with a straight back and a floral print seat cushion. She tossed that aside.

“Sit here,” she ordered. “You can think long and hard about why you’re in trouble while I make dinner.”

Michael pouted as he crawled back to the chair and sat down. His bottom lip quivered as his bruised ass made contact with the firm seat. Brandi smirked with satisfaction. She was confident he wouldn’t be sleeping in ever again.

The second time she had to punish him for something much worse. A simple spanking wouldn’t do the trick. She had to think outside the box to keep him in line.


Chapter Three

“Put it on,” she demanded.

Michael looked down at the lingerie in his hands. A sheer black thong that left nothing to the imagination and a matching bra. They were Brandi’s. But until she decided he was sorry, they were his.

“Don’t make me wait, Michael. Put them on, now.”

He laid the bra and panties on the sofa and removed his boxers. His cock was still hard from being played with. She had come home on her lunch break. It wasn’t often her day at the office allowed for an extra long lunch, but today she had an open schedule. She thought it would be nice to enjoy the afternoon with her husband. Maybe enjoy lunch on the patio and sneak in a quickie.

Michael had the same idea, except without her in the picture. Brandi came home to find him on the couch, his cock poked through the slit in his boxers, rubbing it without a care in the world. The dishes from breakfast were still in the sink, bed unmade, dirty clothes on the bedroom floor.

And he was masturbating. Their eyes locked and his hand stopped. For a moment the air was sucked out of the room. She couldn’t believe it. That was her cock. He had no right to play with it unless she instructed him to.

“What the hell are you doing?” she snapped.

Michael hurriedly shoved it back in his boxers. As if that would make it all better.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t know you were coming home.”

Brandi shook her head in disgust. “So what? Just because I’m not home, you think you can just jack off whenever? That is not how this works and you know it!”

“I know,” he replied sullenly.

“Get over here.”

Michael walked to her slowly, keeping his head down. When he was close, she grabbed his clothed erection and pulled him to her side.

“This is mine. Not yours. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“I’m going to have to punish you for this. I wanted to have a nice lunch with you, but that’s not going to happen. You stay right here until I figure out what to do with you.”

Brandi swatted his cock away angrily and stomped to the bedroom. She knew that men had needs, but he was supposed to suppress them. She satisfied his needs. If he couldn’t handle his own pecker, she would have to handle it for him.

But how?

The idea struck her out of nowhere while she was rummaging through the room looking for something to spank him with. If he couldn’t be trusted with it, what better way to handle it than to take it away? And who doesn’t have a cock to play with?

A girl.

“This will do nicely,” she mused to herself, holding up a pair of panties and a bra. She didn’t want him to wear her good lingerie. To put his sweaty ball sack all over something she would still wear. But this old thing was perfect.

She returned to the living room and tossed them at him.

“Put it on.”

Michael lowered his boxers and put on the thong. It was too small for him. His hard cock hung over the top and his balls spilled out over the crotch. He struggled to put on the bra, and Brandi stopped him.

“Hook it first, in front of you. Then spin it around.” As if he hadn’t seen her get dressed a hundred times.

“Yes, ma’am.”

The bra was a lacy number, designed to entice rather than support. Still, the fabric ruffled around his smooth, flat chest. When he was dressed, she walked a circle around him. He made for an ugly little girl.

“Do you know why you’re wearing this, Michael?” she asked.

“Because I was bad?”

“Because you can’t be trusted. From now on, you’re a girl. That means you have no cock to play with. So you can forget it even exists!”

“Yes ma’am.”

“And you can forget about all of this,” she continued, running her hands over her figure. “I don’t like other girls. So you better hope I forgive you soon. Or else I might have to find someone else to fuck in the meantime.”

Michael’s eyes went wide. But he didn’t have a choice in the matter. If she wanted him to watch while she fucked someone else, that was her business. He could always use the safe-word to stop it, but she didn’t think he would. He wanted to please her, even if that meant someone else would be doing the pleasing.

“What do I have to do to be forgiven?” he blubbered.

“I’m not sure yet. But until then you better be the most well behaved little girl you can be. And you can start by making my lunch.”

She looked sideways at the couch as Michael went to the kitchen. Should she sit where he was jerking off? That was unacceptable.

“Stop! Turn these cushions over, now.”

Michael scampered back to the living room and did as she commanded. His ass cheeks jiggled as he moved. The thong bit uncomfortably into his sides. Depending on how long she made him dress as a girl, she might have to buy him lingerie that fit properly. And a pretty dress. And some slutty shoes. A wicked grin pulled at the sides of her mouth. That was exactly what she was going to do.

“Forget about lunch,” she said and grabbed up her purse.

Michael stopped in the middle of flipping the last cushion.

“No lunch?”

“Nope. I have an errand to run. When I get home, we’re going to make you look like a real girl. And from now on, your name is Michelle.”


Chapter Four

Brandi parked her car outside the mall and checked her watch. She was early. On her way she called one of her coworkers, James. He was the perfect man to go shopping with. They had fooled around before she met Michael. He was exactly her type: tall, built, with thick dark hair. And submissive. The only problem was he was just as into guys as girls. And she wasn’t good at sharing her toys.

“Oh, I will definitely meet you there. That is absolutely devilish,” he said on the phone when she told him the plan.

She wasn’t just going to dress him like a girl. She was going to teach him how to be one. How to do his make up, how to style the wig she would buy, and how to fuck. She was going to make him the sissiest little cocksucker anyone had ever seen.

As she was getting out of the car, James pulled in beside her. He drove a yellow mustang convertible that practically screamed I go both ways. He tossed his sunglasses on the dash and raised the top.

“So where are we shopping for little Michelle?” he asked slyly.

“Everywhere,” Brandi replied. “Bra and panties first. Then the rest of the outfit. And if the budget allows it, one more place.”

James winked. “Priscilla’s?”

Brandi nodded. “Priscilla’s.”

The mall had fought hard to keep the sex novelty shop from renewing their lease. It originally opened as a curiosity store selling stupid T-shirts and mugs and keychains, but over the years it slowly transitioned into a full blown fetish warehouse. When the mall pulled their lease, they threatened to sue for discrimination. A long legal battle later and Priscilla’s was still standing and now had a new sign and a thick pink dildo as a mascot.

“Can’t we just go there first?” James joked as they walked into the mall. “They have everything we need!”

Brandi laughed as she walked through crowds of people toward the escalators. “I want Michelle to look pretty. Not like a stripper.”

“What do you have against strippers?”

Brandi shoved him playfully. “Are you going to help or not?”

They stepped off the escalator and made a beeline to the lingerie store. The girl at the counter asked if she could help, and when Brandi told her who they were shopping for, she looked at them like they had grown an extra pair of eyes.

“We don’t really sell lingerie for men here,” she said indignantly.

“Trust me, honey, you do,” James shot back.

“We’ll just look ourselves,” Brandi added and pulled James away.

She was out of her element. All the panties that caught her eye weren’t going to work for someone with a penis. They were too small, too dainty. Not made to house a long, thick cock. She was admiring a pair for herself, a bright red g-string with a jewel on the back, when James called to her.

“I thought you said not a stripper?” he chided.

She rolled her eyes. “I was looking for me.”

“Changing careers?”

She dropped the panties back in the bin and flipped him off. “Shut the fuck up. What do you suggest?”

“I’m glad you asked,” he said and held out a pair for her to inspect. They were white with little pink hearts on the butt. “Speaking from experience, these are perfect. The right size and enough room for his package. As long as he tapes his thing back.”

Brandi screwed up her face. “His thing?”

“Yes, his thing. You ask any drag queen what it’s called, and she’ll tell you. You tape it back and Michael will look like a Michelle no problem. And this bra matches. All white, nothing fancy. Definitely not a stripper.”

Brandi took the lingerie from him and pictured Michael wearing it. He would be humiliated. It looked like something a shy college girl would wear before she had any real experience. It was exactly what he needed.

“Okay good. Now the rest of the outfit.”

She picked out the dress. A soft light purple summer dress with thin spaghetti straps that fell to the middle of her thighs. On Michael it would be even shorter. Finding shoes was harder, but they found a pair of heels that was almost a perfect match on a clearance rack at the very bottom. With Michelle’s outfit complete, they only had one more place to go.

“So what are you thinking?” James asked as they made their way back to the first floor of the mall. “Should he be a blonde? Brunette?”

“I’m not into girls. What do you think?”

“I’m not the one fucking him.”

Brandi shot him a sinister grin. “But if you were?”

James stopped in his tracks and set the bags down and glared at her. “What are you planning?”

“I’m just thinking ahead. Come on, what hair color?”

James stroked his chin. “I’m being biased, but I can’t say no to a pretty ginger. Don’t care what’s between the legs.”

“Redhead it is then,” Brandi replied as they walked into Priscilla’s.

The woman at customer service was much more accommodating than at the lingerie store. She was short but made up for it with a pair of heels that stretched for miles.

“So you’re training your husband to be a girl,” she said as she led them down an aisle of leather paddles. “He will need a wig.”

“That’s what we were just talking about.”

“What’d you decide?”

“Redhead,” James chimed in.

“Non-traditional. I like it.” She made a left and stopped in front of a display of wigs in all colors and styles. “I have this one. Pigtails. Very cute.”

Brandi shook her head. “I want him to do his own hair. More plain. Like that one.”

The sales rep nodded her approval. “Going the extra mile with him, nice. I think you’ll be pleased with this one. Now what about accessories? Stockings? Nipples tassels?”

“I need a dildo,” Brandi said.

“Like you don’t have a million of ‘em,” James scoffed, rolling his eyes.

“Those are mine.”

“I forgot. You don’t like to share.”

Brandi played with the wig as the sales girl took them to an aisle of dildos. It was soft, just like real hair, and perfectly straight. With the right make up and a ponytail, he might actually look kind of cute.

“What were thinking in a dildo?”

“It’s his first time,” Brandi replied. “Nothing too big, but I want to give him a taste of the real thing.”

Michael was no stranger to things in his ass. She fingered him on a regular basis, and when she was feeling snarky, they had a collection of butt plugs for him. Sometimes she made him wear one all day just to tease him. But none of them were long or particularly thick. Nothing like a real cock up his ass.

“What about this one?” the sales rep asked, handing her a plain black dildo. It was just about the size of Michael but without the curve.

Brandi turned it over in her hands. She could just picture him on his knees, grunting and straining as she slid it inside him. “I think this will work.”

“Great! And how about lube?”

Brandi chuckled. “I think I have plenty of that.”


Chapter Five

The rest of the day, James snuck sideways glances at her like a mischievous school girl with a secret. Brandi promised to tell him how everything went.

“And if he’s a good girl, maybe I’ll invite you over.”

“You mean if he’s a bad girl, right?” he laughed.

The afternoon seemed to drag on forever. She had psyched herself up for afternoon sex, and when it didn’t happen, she was maddeningly horny. She had half a mind to get the dildo out and excuse herself for a little alone time, but thought better of it. If things went well, she could have a real cock to enjoy that night.

Even if it wasn’t her sissy husband’s.

She had a plan for Michael. When she was younger she taught herself to suck dick with a banana. It worked good for her, and it would work for him, too. She never had any reason to put anything in her ass until she was much older, but Michael didn’t have a pussy to work with. He had no choice but to go straight to the back door. She figured that was the perils of being a naughty little sub. Sometimes you just had to bend over and take it.

When five o’clock rolled around, she couldn’t get out of the office fast enough. Traffic was a bitch and it was after six before she slid her key in the front door.

Michael was waiting for her, as he always was, on his knees at the door. His cock was soft and tucked awkwardly into the front of the black thong. His sides were red and chafed from being stuffed into a pair of panties that were way too small, and his shoulders were irritated from the bra straps.

“You look pathetic,” she remarked as she walked past him into the living room. “Luckily, I got a nice new outfit for you. More suited to your situation. Come with me.”

Michael trailed her like a trained puppy. She couldn’t wait to see him in his new clothes and hair. It would be like having a new girlfriend. One who did exactly what she said without any of the bitchiness or attitude. She dropped the shopping bags on the floor and laid out his clothes on the bed.

“These should fit you better, Michelle. Try them on.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he replied obediently. He sighed with relief as he pulled down her tiny panties and unhooked the bra. As he went to put on the new pair, Brandi said:

“Wait. I forgot one thing.”

She ran into the kitchen and got a roll of duct tape from the junk drawer. Back in the bedroom, she stretched out a long piece and bit it off.

“This is to make sure you look the part. Now tuck that between your legs.”

Michael looked devastated, but he knew better than to argue. Things could get so much worse. Very quickly. He tucked his cock between his legs; Brandi taped it in place. When he had the panties on, she stepped back to admire him. If his legs weren’t so fucking hairy, he would pass for a woman. Not a hint of bulge in sight.

“That is so much better, don’t you think? Now hurry up, we have so much more to do.”

Michael dressed silently and pulled the wig over his head. Brandi helped him put it up in a ponytail and then led him to the vanity. He wobbled dangerously in his high heels.

“Eyeliner. Blush. Lipstick. I want you to look pretty, but not like a whore. It isn’t rocket science. Put it on and let me see you.”

She stood back as he looked at the make up. He looked like a dog trying to read a book. Eventually he figured it out, and when he turned around, Brandi beamed. He was a totally different person. He was cute. And he was about to learn how to be a girl.

“Not bad,” Brandi said. “Not bad at all. Only one problem.”

“What’s that?”

She leaned forward and slapped his pretty mouth.

“Cross your ankles, you little slut!” she barked. “I’m teaching you to be a lady, not a some street walker!”

Michael whimpered and did as she said.

“That’s better. You don’t want all the boys thinking you’re easy do you?”

“No, ma’am.”

“But I know better. I know you’re just a little tease, waiting to show off your hot little body to the first man that asks. You better learn how to use it first. Get up.”

Michael eased himself off the chair and stood with his hands at his side. The dress was even shorter on him that she thought. His crotch was covered, just barely, but the back of his panties peeked out whenever he moved. He looked like a slut. She was going to teach him to be one.

“Touch your nipples, Michelle,” she ordered. “Tease them until they’re nice and stiff.”

His skin blushed a deep scarlet. The same color as his ass after she spanked him. He slowly brought his hands to his chest and made small circles around his nipples until she could see the outline of his stiff peaks through the thin fabric of the bra and dress.

“How’s that feel, Michelle? You like playing with your nipples?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“I bet you do. You little cocktease. Pinch them. Make them hurt so good.”

Michael rolled his nipples between his fingers. A soft moan escaped his lips. Brandi couldn’t help but become aroused herself. It wasn’t the way he looked or even his noises. It was the fact that he was so under her control that he didn’t even protest being dressed up like a girl. He would even take a cock for her. She knew it.

“Pinch them harder. A good little slut likes a bit of pain. That’s right. I bet that’s making you hot isn’t it? You want more than that, Michelle?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Brandi walked up to him and stroked his face. He was hot to the touch and his breath came in shallow gulps. She danced her fingertips around his cheeks and over his lips. She chose a red lipstick for him, and it smeared across his mouth.

“Open up, Michelle.”

She slid her fingers into his mouth and pressed down on his slippery tongue, to the back of his throat. She felt him start to gag and suppress it.

“You’ve got pretty lips. You know what those are good for don’t you? Sucking cock. You want to learn to suck a cock you nasty little girl?”

Michael coughed as she removed her fingers.

“Yes, ma’am,” he choked out.

“I want to hear you say it, Michelle. Ask me to teach you.”

He swallowed hard.

“I want you to teach me to suck a cock, ma’am.”

“Of course you do. Because that’s all you’re good for. To be an obedient little cum dumpster. Lucky for you, I know all the tricks. Let me show you.”

Brandi went to the kitchen and picked out the biggest banana she could find. The dildo would work. Hell, it would probably work better. But why mess with a tried and true method. Besides, she wanted the dildo to be a surprise until she told him he would be taking it up the ass. In the bedroom, she put a hand on his head and eased him to his knees. She placed the banana against her crotch and circled the tip around his cherry lips.

“Be a good little slut and open up, Michelle.”

Michael closed his eyes and opened his mouth.


Chapter Six

“You have to take it all, Michelle,” Brandi urged as she pressed the banana deeper into his mouth. “Don’t stop until the balls are on your chin.”

Michael grimaced and choked as the yellow-brown skin disappeared down his throat. He had a long way to go and not long to figure it out.

“Keep going, slut. Are you even trying?”

She massaged his cheeks and guided his head down until his lips touched her hand holding the banana. She felt him retch and snatched the fruit away before he puked on her.

“Bad girl!” she yelled and slapped him hard enough to leave a handprint across his cheek. “You have to relax your jaw. Now try again!”

Michael wiped his face. The eyeliner he clumsily applied was dripping down his face as tears welled in his eyes. She didn’t feel bad for him. He had no problem fucking her face when she let him. It was his turn to see what it was like.

“Suck my cock, Michelle. Suck it like you mean it.”

He composed himself and took the banana in his mouth. She let him control the pace this time, and he bobbed his head slowly, getting a feel for it. Soon the banana had mostly disappeared into his mouth and long trails of smeared lipstick coated the fruit’s skin.

“That’s better.” Brandi pretended to moan. “It feels so good, Michelle. Make me cum.”

The encouragement perked him up, and he picked up the pace. He stroked the banana as he sucked it, working his tongue all around the length. When he took it deep again, Brandi grabbed the back of his neck and squeezed the base of the banana. The mushy fruit ripped through the flesh and smeared across Michael’s face. He didn’t miss a beat. He kept sucking and gobbled up the mess like a greedy slut.

Brandi let him finish before tossing the banana aside. She looked down at him with disdain. What a nasty little girl he was, sucking a fat cock and enjoying it like that. He was nothing but a little tramp.

“Did you enjoy that, Michelle?”

“Yes, ma’am, I did,” he replied, his voice slightly higher than normal. Was that an accident? Or was he starting to act like a girl?

“Of course you did. Because you’re just a horny little cunt. Did sucking that dick make you wet? Make your little pussy tingle?”

Michael nodded.

“Let me see, Michelle. Get on the bed here and bend over.”

He got up from his knees and leaned over the side of the bed. The dress rode up in the back, and she could see his hard cock struggling to break free through the thin panties. But the tape did its job. Even from behind he looked like a girl: his bulge could pass as a pair of meaty pussy lips.

“Oh, yeah,” she purred, sensuously rubbing her fingers over his restrained cock. “Someone is very, very hot. I got another surprise for you, Michelle. I knew a little vixen like you wouldn’t be content to just suck a dick. You’d want to take one too.”

Brandi grabbed the dildo from the bag and rubbed it along Michael’s thighs, between his legs and across the ass of his panties. She tapped it against his crack, slapping his asshole.

“I’m gonna make you a real woman, Michelle. How nice of me. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

“Yes, ma’am. I want it.”

Brandi chuckled. She wasn’t even mad anymore about Michael jerking off. She was having the time of her life making him into a submissive woman. Pushing him to his servile limits. And she was far from through with him.

“I knew you would. All the sluts want to take a big cock. But you’re going to get a leg up on them, aren’t you, Michelle? While all the other girls are using their pussies, you’re going to be taking it up the ass. How naughty of you!”

She hooked her thumbs under the waist of his panties and slowly pulled them down, revealing his tight puckered asshole. He clenched his cheeks as she dropped his panties to his knees and began to circle her finger around it.

“Don’t get scared, now,” she whispered. “You’re gonna love it.”

As he relaxed, she started to press her finger in. Without lube she didn’t get far, but his small sounds of pleasure told her he was ready. She got lube and poured it down his crack and on the dildo.

“It can hurt the first time,” she told him. “But you just relax and let me do all the work, Michelle.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Brandi stroked the dildo, making it sure it was coated and positioned it at his asshole. Michael flinched as she started to press it in. She placed a hand on the small of his back and said:

“Ask me to fuck you, Michelle. Beg me to pop your anal cherry, you slutty little bitch.”

Michael squirmed as the dildo pressured his asshole. His erection had vanished, retreating into the tape that secured it between his legs. His voice was soft and meek.

“Please fuck me, ma’am. Fuck my ass until you’re happy.”

Brandi grinned. She was happy now, but no one said she couldn’t be even happier.

“Such a slut,” she teased and eased the dildo inside him.

His asshole immediately tried to clamp closed. Keep the foreign invader from penetrating his sensitive little hole. Brandi didn’t ease off the pressure and after some strained grunts of discomfort, Michael relented. His asshole opened for her, and the dildo slid in easily, deeper and deeper. When it was all the way inside him, Brandi grabbed his throat and pulled his head back.

“You like that cock in you, don’t you?”

His Adam’s apple bobbed beneath her hand as he gulped.

“I like to please you,” he whispered.

It was good enough. He didn’t have to like it. He just had to be a good little sub and take it. All of it. For as long as she wanted to give it to him.

Brandi climbed on the bed next to him and started to fuck him for real. It was slow going at first as his ass became accustomed to the large dildo moving in and out of him. Soon it glided easily. She pounded it into his hole, twisted it from side to side. Relished his sighs of pain and pleasure as she used him.

His legs trembled. His breath came in short gasps. She pulled the dildo all the way out, watched as his stretched asshole began to tighten before ramming it back in until all that was left was the flared base. Lube dribbled down his legs, forced out from the pressure of being fucked so hard.

“Are you gonna come, Michelle?” she asked as she moved the dildo in a circle, teasing the walls of his anus.

“No, ma’am,” he replied, softly.

“So sad. But that what happens to naughty girls. It isn’t about you coming. It’s all about your man shooting his load inside you. Don’t forget it.”

“Yes, ma—”

His voice caught in his throat as she fucked him even harder. The dildo was a black blur as it zipped in and out. Michael grunted and leaned forward, trying to get away, but she moved with him until he lay flat on the bed, his naked cheeks spread, his asshole being mercilessly drilled.

“Oh, Michelle,” Brandi sighed playfully. “You’re so tight. I love your asshole. I’m going to fuck it every single night. Oh, god! Oh, GOD!”

She squealed in mock ecstasy and shoved the dildo as far as it would go. Michael lay sprawled on the bed, his dress half way up his back, his wig ruffled on his head. He looked like a slut who was used and abused.

Exactly how she wanted.

He was ready.

“Such a good little tramp,” she cooed as she eased the dildo out of his ass and tossed it in front of him. “Now clean this mess up and get ready. We’re having company.”


Chapter Seven

Michael walked delicately out of the bedroom and through the living room to the kitchen. Each gentle step caused his dress to swish and flash glimpses of the pink hearts on his panties.

Brandi remembered how that felt. The first time she got fucked in the ass. Even after he was done, it still felt like something was up there, and her slippery ass cheeks didn’t feel right for hours. Even after cleaning off the remaining lube and the cum that dripped out of her. Michael wouldn’t have that luxury.

She called James as Michael fixed himself up.

“So? How did it go?” he asked anxiously.

“Better than expected. You can’t turn down a saucy redhead can you?”

James laughed. “Never have before. Don’t plan to start now!”

She was on the fence about it. Did she really want to let James fuck her husband? It was one thing to cuckold him. To make Michael watch in obedient silence as she rode another man’s cock. He was there to please her, and if he couldn’t, she was allowed to find someone who could. But letting someone else violate him?

Her trepidation passed quickly. He wasn’t really he right now. Michelle was all woman. And she still belonged to Brandi. If she wanted to whore out Michelle, she had every right. That’s why she wore the collar.

“We’ll need three place settings tonight, Michelle,” she called from the couch. “I found a boyfriend for you!”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Brandi was pleased with herself. Her only regret was not having the foresight to buy him a maid’s outfit for doing the housework. She hadn’t planned on making Michael a girl for long, but the more she watched him, the more she enjoyed it. He took to the role quickly, accepting that until she said otherwise, he was Michelle. Dressing like a girl, acting like a girl, talking like a girl.

And fucking like a girl.

Brandi didn’t even view it as a punishment now. It was something new and fun and submissive. Something to explore further. And who knew, maybe one day she would want to fuck Michelle. Crazier things had happened.

Michael finished setting the table just as there was a knock at the door.


Chapter Eight

“James, there’s someone I want you to meet,” Brandi said sweetly as she showed him into the apartment.

Michael stood next to the kitchen table with his hands cupped in front of him, holding down his short dress. From a distance he almost looked pretty.

“Michelle, where are your manners? Come greet our guest!”

He walked daintily on his heels and held out his hand. James took it and kissed the back softly. “It’s nice to meet you. Michelle.”

Michael blushed. He had met James before. But this time was different. Brandi didn’t have to explicitly say it. There was only one reason James was there, and that was to fuck. They all knew it.

“You, too,” Michael replied. He bowed his head and curtsied.

James laughed and clapped Brandi on the back. “You are a miracle worker! One afternoon and you’ve created a perfect lady!”

Brandi shrugged. James knew how she operated. When they dated, she had morphed James from a strong-willed man into a weak-in-the-knees boy toy. It took a month and plenty of discipline. She had spanked him, ballgagged him, chained him to a dog house in his back yard and treated him like a dog for almost a week. And he loved every fucking second of it. It was almost a shame they hadn’t worked. But as Brandi watched Michael scamper around in his frilly dress and fuss over plating dinner, she knew it was for the best.

She whispered in James ear: “she looks like a lady. But she fucks like a freak              .”

They sat down to a meal of seared chicken and rice pilaf. Brandi watched with half-hidden amusement as James put his hand on Michael’s knee and slowly crept it up his leg until it almost disappeared under the dress. When he tried to brush it away, she shot Michael a stern look.

“Be polite, Michelle. We want our guest to be happy. You want James to like you, right.”

Michael looked down at his plate of mostly untouched food.

“Yes, ma’am. I do.”

“Then be a good girl and open your legs for him.”

Michael did as he was told, and as they talked and ate, James fondled Michael over the panties he had picked out. Brandi had to admit when he was right. His choice in lingerie for sissy men was impeccable.

“You know, Michelle,” she said as she speared her last bite of chicken. “James actually picked out those panties for you. He thought you’d look mighty cute in them. What do you say?”

“Thank you, sir,” he replied. “I really like them.”

James laughed heartily and squeezed Michael’s shoulder. “Aren’t you just cute as a button. But I gotta say, I’m more interested in what you look like when you take them off.” He gazed into Michael’s eyes and his mouth curled down at the corners, firm and serious. “You are going to take them off for me right?”

Michael looked at Brandi nervously for approval and she nodded slowly.

“Yes, sir. I am.”

“Good,” James said, the smile returning to his face. “I’ve been hoping to hear that all day. Now how about you quit with the sir nonsense and come sit in my lap.”

As Michael got out of his seat, Brandi stopped him.

“I’m sorry, James. Michelle still has to clear the table. Why don’t you go back to the bedroom and make yourself comfortable. Michelle can join us when she’s done.”

James huffed but didn’t argue with her. He may not be her sub anymore, but a week of being chained naked to a dog house had long lasting effects on a man. He wouldn’t dare talk back to her.

“Fine then. I waited all day, I can wait a little longer.”

Brandi clicked her tongue. “I didn’t say anything about making you wait, James. I’ll keep you company.” She turned to Michael. “I’ll get him warmed up for you, Michelle. And you can show me what you learned.”


Chapter Nine

James whistled as they walked into the bedroom. She closed the door behind them.

“You’ve got a nice place here,” he said, looking around. The king size bed was pushed against the far corner facing a flat screen television mounted over an antique dresser. His and her closets (which were both hers, Michael had little use for clothes) flanked the master bathroom and next to that her vanity. It was all perfectly organized and clean. Whoever said only Robinson Crusoe could have everything done by Friday had never met Brandi with a sub.

Brandi took James by the wrist, spun him around and pushed him onto the bed.

“Shut the fuck up. You’re not here to tell me place is nice. You’re here to whip that cock out and fuck my sissy little girl of a husband. So get to it!”

James smirked at her indignantly but proceeded to loosen his belt and unbutton his jeans.

“You know you can’t talk to me like that anymore,” he said. His voice was confident, but he didn’t look her in the eye. Once a sub, always a sub.

Brandi put her hands on his knees and slithered them up his thighs. He moaned as she lightly brushed his crotch before snatching his belt buckle and yanking it free from his jeans.

“You don’t think so, huh?” she said, standing up straight and doubling over the belt. She cracked the two halves together before looping it over his neck. “I think you and I have some history with this belt that you don’t want to revisit. Do you?”

James shook his head.

“No.”

Brandi put her foot on his chest and pinned him to the bed. “No, what?”

“No, ma’am.”

Brandi dangled the belt between her legs, rubbing the smooth leather across the crotch of her dress slacks. “That’s better. You may not be mine, but you’re in my house, and you play by my rules. Or else your new girlfriend gets to see you get your ass whipped. Wouldn’t that be embarrassing.”

James nodded.

Brandi straddled him and pressed his face to her crotch. He gleefully inhaled her scent and rubbed his face into her silk slacks.

“There two rules tonight, James. First, no kissing. I may be letting you fuck him, but he’s still my husband. Understand?”

He nodded eagerly against her crotch.

“And second, if he says ‘clementine’ you stop immediately. I don’t care if you’re about to come, you stop and you back the fuck off.”

She let go of his head and he flopped back, gasping for air.

“Yes, ma’am. Clementine. I got it,” he said between labored breaths

She climbed off him and rolled him into his stomach. She steadied the belt across his ass and continued: “And it goes without saying, but you will do everything I say, when I say it. Won’t you?”

James pushed his ass out, and she whipped him with the belt.

Crack!

“Owe! Yes, ma’am, anything you say! What can I do for you now?”

Brandi grabbed the waist of his jeans and yanked them down to his feet. “For starters, you can get these off!”

When Michael knocked on the door, she had James on the bed, completely naked. His cock stood at attention, and she straddled his lap, rubbing his burning head against her clit through her panties. She didn’t want to get too far without Michael. He had learned a lot, but she still wanted to be there to guide him through his first time.

“It took you long enough,” she barked and climbed off James’ lap. Her slacks were in a heap on the floor, but she still wore a white button-down blouse, with all but the middle button unfastened and a pair of silky black panties. She stepped over her discarded clothes and grabbed Michael by his wrist.

“I was just doing the dishes, ma’am,” he replied as she pulled him to the bed.

“Don’t lie to me, Michelle. I know you’re just scared to do what I showed you. But you’re going to do fine. You’re a natural little slut.”

Brandi climbed onto the bed and knelt to one side of James. Michael went to the other side and emulated her position: on his knees, sitting back on his heels. Brandi took Jame’s cock in her hand and began to stroke it.

“Just like this, Michelle. Now you do it.”

Michael’s hand trembled as he reached out and took over. She hadn’t covered how to jerk a man off, but she didn’t think she needed to. Who knew better how to handle a cock than another man. Especially when jerking off was what got him into this whole mess.

“You know what you’re doing, Michelle,” she hissed. “Remember the couch this afternoon? Just do that, but to him.”

Michael closed his eyes and started to stroke him. James groaned and leaned his head into the pillows. His hands reached for both of them, grabbing at Brandi’s tits and stroking Michael’s legs. She took James’ hand and guided it to her bra, under the cup and to her nipples.

“That feels so good,” she groaned, savoring his gruff fingertips on her sensitive peaks. “I know someone else who likes her little nipples teased.”

James’ eyes widened. “Is that right?” He eased one of the shoulder straps off Michael’s dress and let it drop down his arm exposing the white bra. He dipped his other hand underneath, teasing both of their nipples in time with Michael’s stroking hand.

Michael gasped as James pinched his nipples, hard.

“That’s right,” Brandi sighed. “Michelle likes it when it hurts. Don’t you?”

Michael bit his bottom lip as James twisted the other way. He jerked James off furiously, as if he had done it a million times. Brandi had to grab his hand and force him to stop.

“I asked you a question, slut. You like it when it hurts, don’t you?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he panted.

“Good. Because this cock is going to hurt. It’s going to stretch your little asshole so wide. But first, you need to show me you’re ready. Suck that cock, Michelle. Suck it like you mean it.”

Michael licked his lips and leaned down. James’ cock disappeared inside his mouth until his pubic hair brushed against Michael’s nose. Brandi eagerly watched James’ face as Michael sucked him. He had gone to town on the banana, and she had first hand experience with his mouth. As much as she wanted to get in on the action, suck James’ cock and make him cum across both of their faces, she resisted. James’ cum didn’t belong on Michael’s face. It belonged in his ass.

James ran his hand through Michael’s ginger wig and guided his head up and down his trembling shaft. He took James deep, until his lips brushed against James’ sack before bobbing up for a breath. Saliva and dribbles of cum trickled down from his mouth, making James’ cock shine.

“That feels so fucking good,” James groaned and began to thrust his hips, plunging his cock down Michael’s throat.

Michael tightened his lips at the base of James’ shaft. Brandi leaned in before he started gagging and licked James’ sack. He shuddered at the surprise and for a moment James relaxed his hips. Michael pulled away and gasped for breath, but Brandi grabbed him and pulled him down again.

“No one said you were done, Michelle. I’m just going to give you some pointers. Try it like this.”

She gripped Jame’s shaft and wriggled her tongue around his sweltering her head. Michael joined in, and their tongues danced in unison around his cock, licking and kissing. When Michael was comfortable again, Brandi sat up. It was satisfying, watching the nasty little whore she created go to town on his first cock. He worked it eagerly, gliding his virgin tongue up and down James’ shaft, stroking him and playing with his balls. Brandi couldn’t have done it better herself. But she also couldn’t have that little cocktease show her up. She leaned close to James and whispered in his ear:

“I think it’s time you did what you came here for.”

James pulled Michael away from his cock. Michael looked up at them with innocent eyes as spittle hung from his lips and dripped down on James’ cock.

“I think so too,” James replied.

“Okay, slut. Time to show me what you’re made of. Bend over!”


Chapter Ten

“You didn’t think you were just going to taste his cock did you?” Brandi asked mockingly as she walked to Michael’s side of the bed and pushed him over, roughly. The dress flipped up his back, exposing his panties. Brandi ran her fingernails down his exposed legs, making him tremble. “No, you were made for one thing and one thing only. Taking a load of cum. And not in your mouth.”

His skin prickled under her touch as she traced her nails back up and over his panties. His tight cheeks flexed instinctively as she cupped them, patted them, and gently spread them apart.

“Such a tight little ass,” Brandi purred. She turned to James. “Trust me, I know. You won’t be disappointed.”

She leaned against Michael and pantimimed fucking him from behind. His body lurched forward, and she wrapped her hands gently around his neck and pulled him back. She turned his head and stared deep into his eyes. They were scared, running wild with imagination. Thinking about what it was going to be like to be fucked. To be penetrated by a real cock, to be used like a piece of meat until hot cum flooded his asshole. He wouldn’t have to think long. And she would know she had trained a good little tramp.

“You won’t need these clothes any longer, Michelle,” Brandi said, stroking the side of his face. “Take them off, and be quick about it.” 

Michael shimmied out of the dress, letting it drop in a purple puddle at his bare feet. His hand shook as he unhooked his bra. It dangled from his chest before falling in front of him. Brandi ran her hands along his naked back, feeling the gentle curve of his spine. She took the panties down, slowly, enjoying the look on his face as she bared his ass for his first ass fucking. He was terrified, but he couldn’t hide his excitement. He lived to make her happy.

She whispered in his ear: “be a good girl, and I’ll let you be a man again. I’m going to need your cock in me when this is over.”

She slapped his ass and turned to James.

“Michelle is all yours. I suggest you get to it, unless you would like to trade spots with her!”

James slathered lube down Michael’s crack and on his cock. Brandi moved to the top of the bed and sunk into the pillows. She plunged her hands inside her panties as James took his place behind her sissy husband. His cock trembled as he guided it between Michael’s cheeks.

She stared Michael down as she traced her fingertips around her pussy. He nervously bit his bottom lip. James leaned into him, and Michael’s mouth hung open in surprise. Brandi sighed and slipped a finger inside herself. He was getting fucked. Slowly, but he was taking a long, hard cock. His face contorted in discomfort as James eased into him, deep, out, deep, out. Brandi hooked her thumbs under her black panties and dropped them down her legs and off the side of the bed.

“Do you like it, Michelle?” she asked, coyly. His eyes snapped to her exposed pussy.

Michael nodded.

“I’m not talking about this,” she said as she spread her dripping lips and circled a teasing finger around her hole. “I’m talking about him.”

Michael gulped. His body rocked back and forth as James plunged into him.

“Yes, ma’am,” he replied.

Brandi nodded. “Did you hear that, James? Michelle loves your cock inside her. Time to stop fucking around and give it to her for real.” She leaned back and found her clit. Michael’s eyes never left her as she played with herself. Even as James rammed into him. Even as he took every inch of cock up his virgin asshole. Even as he shuddered and groaned and squirmed, trying to stay upright as James leaned his full weight against him.

“You were right, Brandi,” James grunted. “She has a tight asshole!”

Brandi smirked. She put her foot on Michael’s face and buried his head into the sheets.

“Bring it home.”

She held Michael’s head down as James fucked him as hard as he could. Michael’s shoulders sagged under the pressure, and he leaned forward. His hips followed suit, and he collapsed under Jame’s powerful thrusts. She almost couldn’t remember catching him masturbating on the sofa. The whole day was such a blur: from catching him, to dressing him up in her panties, to getting him and ready finally now, her sissy slut of a husband bent over and getting fucked. It was surreal. She hoped it would be just the beginning.

“That’s right, James, give it to her. Cum in her naughty little asshole!”

James slammed into Michael one last time, and his body went rigged. Under her foot, Michael stopped squirming. The room seemed to stand still for a moment, and Brandi held her breath. Her fingers danced around his clit, teasing her on the edge of an orgasm. But she didn’t want it. Not yet. She was the only person in the room who hadn’t enjoyed a cock. Now that James was done, she was going to change that.

“How was she, stud?” Brandi purred. She took her foot off Michael’s head, and he popped up, gasping for air. He closed his eyes and sighed as James pulled out.

“Ugh. Amazing,” James groaned. “You trained a sexy little piece.”

“Yeah. I know.”

Brandi left Michael on the bed as she showed James out. When she got back to the bedroom, Michael hadn’t moved. His panties danged from his left foot. James’ cum dribbled from his asshole. She straddled his back, ripped off his wig and pulled his head back by his real hair.

“You are such a dirty, dirty girl,” she said. “But you were such a good girl. I think I can let you be a man again. I’ve been thinking about that cock all day, and I’m ready for it.”

When she was satisfied, finally satisfied, Brandi flopped back on the bed and ordered Michael to clean up his new outfit. She wasn’t surprised how easily he took to it. She was surprised how much she enjoyed it. It was meant as punishment. When she spanked him, it was for his benefit, not for hers. But when he was Michelle, she had fun with it. Had fun turning him into a little slut, watching him crossdress and hide his cock inside his little panties, take his first cock up his ass. But there was so much more she could make him do.

“Michael,” she called from the bed, the sheets pulled up to her chin. “Bring me new clothes. It’s freezing in here.”

Maybe she was the only one that was cold. When he returned from the closet, his cock was still partially hard, swinging behind his legs. He brought her new panties, sweats and a tank top.

“Did you forgive me?” he asked as he set the clothes on the bed next to her.

Brandi smirked. “Oh, I forgave you a long time ago. In fact, I was thinking since you were such a good little tramp, maybe you would like to go shopping with me the next time. Pick out a slutty little outfit. Since you seemed to enjoy being a nasty girl.”

Michael blushed. “I like whatever you want me to like,” he replied.

She patted his face. “That’s a good little slut.”


If you enjoyed Femdom and the Sissy, please take a moment to find Dallas Long’s other work available on Amazon. His novellas are all free to read through the Kindle Unlimited Program. You can find him on Amazon here.OEBPS/image_8.jpg
DALLAS LONG





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




