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Chapter One




Billy

I waited at the entrance until I was sure I’d be late before strolling into the office. Why? Because it throws Miss Hart’s, my boss’s, meticulously organized world off balance and gets under her anal retentive skin. The funny thing is, deep down, I hoped for her punishment, a punishment you won’t find in any management textbook but the porn I watched.

And yet…

I loved watching Miss Hart squirm, sitting high and mighty in her ivory tower. Someday, her office will be mine. As soon as my Mom, the owner, decided, I had learned enough about the business to take over the day-to-day operations. Mom wants me to learn all her companies from the ground up. Running our accounting firm is the first step to taking over her sprawling empire.

My lip curled in defiance as I approached Miss Hart, hoping today would be the day she grew a spine and snapped. Strangely, that turns me on. I have a thing for dominant women. It’s just a thing. I never acted on it. Nor will I, at least not with Miss Hart. Mom has other plans for me and my future love life.

I stare into Miss Hart’s mysterious black eyes. She sits behind her desk, her hands steepled, and her trademark piercing gaze says one thing, “Make a mistake, Billy. Give me something, anything to hold over your head, and I’m going to twist the knife I plunge into your back.”

She motioned for me. I tapped my nonexistent watch, indicating I had work to do, and proceeded to my desk, where I sat. Even fifty feet away, I could hear Miss Hart tapping her perfectly manicured bright red fingernails on her desk.

While I wait for my computer to boot, I sense the mental daggers Miss Hart throws into my back, and I can almost hear the wheels grinding in her head, trying to figure out how to get one over me. I spin in my chair, facing her. Miss Hart has a sly, predatory look in her eyes as if she had gained the upper hand and was relishing her newfound power.

What could she know? Or do? A fantasy drifts into my mind of her ordering me into her office and making me strip and then….

I snap out of it. Things like that don’t happen.

I’ve got nothing to worry about. I had the upper hand no matter what. A slight smirk tugs at the corners of my lips as I meet her predatory gaze. Miss Hart stands, walks to her office door, and opens it.

She glares at me, plotting her next move. She can scheme all she wants. I have the trump card—Mom and her money and power. So I win, no matter what. But there’s something different in Miss Hart’s eyes this time. Like she knows my weakness and plans to take advantage of it. I only have one. If she figured it out, she could use it against me, but no one, I mean, no one, knows about that, and I’ve been super careful.

Yet, the way she’s standing in the doorway. Her legs slightly spread, hands on her gorgeous hips, so commanding and…

I almost want her to catch me.

What then?

I drift into a taboo fantasy and snap back out of it as the familiar beginnings of a boner start. Control yourself, Billy. No one knows I have a thing for powerful, dominant women like my Mom, a sexual thing….

What would Mom think of me then? Her son, who, in her eyes, could do no wrong? The son she hoped would one day take over her empire, marry a traditional woman who’d spit out a houseful of grandkids to spoil. Mom might drop dead if she knew my ideal woman was like Miss Hart.

An image formed of Miss Hart dressed head-to-toe in black leather, like one of the women in the porn videos I’m addicted to. My cock strains against the delicate fabric of the thong. If Mom or anyone ever found out, I wear women’s underwear to work. I’m toast. My luxury apartment in the city Mom pays for—is gone. My monthly stipend. Gone. And I could kiss goodbye someday running a multi-million dollar company.

And yet….

I’d give it all up for Miss Hart.

I picture Miss Hart in a black corset, squeezing her fleshy tits together. Gone is the ever-present iPad; instead, she grips a riding crop that she smacks on her palm. Then points the tip of the leather toward the floor, “Down on your knees, sissy.” Then, she smacks it several more times into her palm. “I’m going to spank your naughty ass. Count out each one, two for every minute you were late.”

I snapped out of the daydream. Ordinary people don’t do or think like that, and I’ll never act on them. Never.

God, she’s so sexy. So strong. So powerful. I look away from Miss Hart’s piercing gaze and focus on the thong’s waistband digging into my hips, a reminder of the secret. A secret no one knows. I shift in my seat, and the tiny strip of fabric digs further into my crack. I’m trying not to get hard, but my cock relents and swells to its full four inches.

Damn it. Not here. Not now.

I crossed my legs and slid further under my desk. What if Miss Hart asks me into her office? I glance down at my tented pants. I scanned the large room full of accountants. Everyone’s eyes seemed to be on me, but they all looked away when I met their gazes. Everyone will see my erection if I have to stand, and one of Mom’s snitches will tell her I had an erection at work. How do I explain that? What do I say? I come up empty. My arousal has frozen my brain.

Miss Hart’s tapping her long, slender finger on her lips, soaking me in. What’s she thinking? Could Miss Hart know about my secret fetish? If she did and told Mom? That’s it for me. No more job. No more free money. No more monthly stipend. I make crap working as an accountant. I can’t live on an accountant’s salary.

I had to play her game if I wanted Mom’s money and power and to run her empire someday. Why couldn’t she just let me run it? Deep down, though, I don’t want to run it. I like the money, but what I wanted most in life is for Miss Hart to turn me into….

No!

Those are perverted thoughts, Billy. Concentrate on your accounts. I focus on the numbers on my computer screen. The monotony of numbers eases my erection. But Miss Hart’s burning a hole in the back of my head. She’s up to something; there’s no doubt it.

To her, it probably seems like I’m working. But I’m not. All I can think about is my attraction to Miss Hart. Her power. Her dominance. How much I want her discipline. A kinky, deviant kind of discipline. People don’t do things like that. I’ve got to stop watching porn and focus on work and learning the business.


Chapter Two




Billy

First, I smell her perfume, and then I hear her voice. “Billy, how are you today?”

I type aimlessly on my keyboard, pretending I’m working, but my thoughts of the kinky version of Miss Hart consume my mind. My fantasies run wild as I imagine her telling me how she’s going to discipline me for being late, for having an erection at work, and for breaking the corporate dress code, which, in my kinky, out-of-control mind, includes wearing women’s panties.

She puts her hand on my shoulder. What’s she up to? My heart races as I try to compose myself and respond coherently. I look up into her eyes, careful to keep my erection under the desk. “I’m fine. Sorry, I was late.”

I wasn’t, nor did I offer her an explanation for why. What swirls around in my mind: “Miss Hart, I’m late because I want you to spank my ass.” Despite all my efforts, being so close to Miss Hart causes more blood to rush into my cock, and it throbs at the thought of Miss Hart ordering me into her office for….

My cock shifts to the left. I glance down. It’s even more apparent now. I slide my chair further under the desk.

“Are you okay, Billy? You look a little flush?”

“Yes…. I’m fine.”

“Okay, well, I have an assignment for you.” She paused. “I talked to your mother about it. She thinks it’ll be a great way to meet what will be one of your biggest clients when you take over.”

Has she given up the fight and accepted that someday I’ll be her boss? Somehow, I doubt it. A sly grin played across her face, and mischief filled her eyes. “You’ll be auditing and getting Dotty Johnson’s books under control.”

Dotty and Ms. Hart were tight. Real tight. They spent so much time together that people thought they were lesbians. But, if I proved myself, I might have Miss Hart’s job sooner than I thought.

“The last accountant did a piss-poor job; we fired him for hitting on one… well, several of Dotty’s employees and caused a very embarrassing IRS audit. Dotty owns—”

“Sultry Sparkle. I know. That’s a big account.” I could be the best son in the world, but if I made one wrong move with Sultry Sparkle, I’d ruin everything. I could kiss Mom’s ass, compliment her and grease her wheels all I wanted. But if I embarrassed her with Sultry Sparkle, I’m toast.

“Big account? It’s huge. Your Mom will be impressed if you do a good job. She’ll be watching.”

Was Ms. Hart setting me up to fail? Good luck with that. When it comes to numbers, I’m a magician. It’s with women I have a problem. That’s why I’m still a virgin at twenty-eight. Mom is disappointed that I don’t have a girlfriend or prospects for a future wife. Most of the women I just don’t like, and I’m not attracted to in the least. They bore me. Powerful, assertive, dominant women like Miss Hart get my juices flowing.

Miss Hart’s attention strayed under the desk. She’s staring right at my crotch. Could she see my erection? I cross my legs. Damn, that’s the way girls cross their legs. “When do I start?”

“Monday morning.” Her eyes locked on my crotch, and a smirk filled her face. “Why don’t you take the rest of the day off and get an early start on your weekend? I’ll walk you to the door. We’ve been at each other’s throats for most of the year, but let’s bury the hatchet.”

That’s what she said, but her eyes said something different: “I’m going to bury it in your back.”

“I agree. You’ve got lots to do, and so do I. Let me finish this spreadsheet first. No need to walk me to the door.”

“Okay. Is that chair comfortable? You’re squirming. Maybe I should get you another one. Stand up and….”

“It’s fine. But thank you.”

She laughed and finally left. I remained seated until I managed to rid myself of an erection. Then, I bolted for the door.


Chapter Three




Miss Hart

I watch the sissy stroll into the office like he had all the time in the world. He’s late again, like every day, the same thing. He’s pissing me off, and he knows it. The little man struts past me, trying to flaunt his false machismo, which only fools his mother. She’s blind, thinking her son will ever produce grandchildren or have the nuts to run one of her businesses. He’s not the type. But blood is thicker than water, and I know if I don’t do something quickly, I’m out of a job. I’ve had other offers, but I like it here. Hell, I’ve been here for fifteen years. I was running this company when the sissy was in diapers. The crazy thing is, he’s just the type of man I liked, an effeminate man. It’s so hard to find a good one. As he smirked at me, I imagined him cleaning my home, serving me and my bulls sexually in one of Sultry Sparkles’ skimpy maid’s outfits.

I steeple my hands as I soak him in. Billy tries to act tough in the office; he might someday run, but his walk is anything but macho. He walks with delicate, almost dainty steps, and I’ll be damned, but his hips swish like a girl’s, and everyone in the office knows he’s wearing panties under his Armani suit. But no one dares shatter his mother’s false image of who her son was.

How does she miss it?

I’m not losing my job. So, after watching sissy every day for six months, a plan developed. A plan that would let me keep my job and marry into one of the wealthiest families in the country. An old college friend of mine followed Billy and hacked into his computers, looking for something I could use to ruin him—a drug habit, or a gambling addiction, or hell, I wasn’t sure what I’d find. I wanted to keep my job. I was desperate to continue running the company I had built. One day, I struck gold.

I would not only remain at the helm of my company, but soon, I’d marry into one of the country’s wealthiest families and have the man of my dreams. What more could a woman want? More money than I could ever spend and a sissy to have as my own.

When I first found out about Billy’s sissy tendencies, I figured I’d just ruin him. Destroy him. Turn his mother against him. A more elaborate plan developed over time—why not have my cake and eat it, too? I devised the ultimate in deceptions. And I knew Billy, my future sissy, and husband, would love every minute.

Billy walked past my office and sat. I pulled up the last entry in his journal, which he keeps on his work computer. What kind of idiot keeps a personal journal on a company computer? It’s like he wanted me to find it. Maybe he did.

“I take a deep breath when I walk past Miss Hart’s office, making sure I sway femininely, hoping she notices and….

And…. What?

She hates me—she despises me! Because one day, I’ll run this company, and she knows it. That’s what Mom wants—not me. I like Miss Hart. No, I love her. Maybe that’s not even the word. I worship her. I’m attracted to her. But not in the typical kind of way. But I can’t tell her. Or anyone else. I don’t know how to tell her. How does one say those things? Miss Hart, I have this fetish. No way she’d go for it. Some days, I want to pay a professional dominatrix, but what if Mom finds out? It’s not what if but merely when Mom finds out what the strange charge on my credit card is for. She pays for everything I buy but checks every credit card statement.

Then what?

When I’m at work, my thoughts should be about what I’ll do with the company, how I’ll grow it, and the new business I’ll bring in. They aren’t. No…My thoughts aren’t filled with running the company, pleasing Mom, marrying one of the many women Mom tries to introduce me to, or the woman at the social club who constantly hits on me; no, my thoughts are for Miss Hart. My fantasies revolve around Miss Hart dominating me, turning me into….

What? A sissy? A girl and making me do things….

Focus on the numbers, Billy. Numbers keep my mind off her. Off her authoritative presence. Some days, I think about what it would be like if I just told her about my attraction to her and what my fantasies about her were. But things like that don’t happen.

Some days, I wished she’d catch me in my panties and….

I glance at my future husband and sissy. Don’t worry, Billy. Almost as if he senses me thinking about him, Billy looks at me. I smile, a devious smile. I have him. When Dotty, my closest friend, and another dominatrix had trouble with our accountant, a plan formed. Would it work? Would Billy go for it? It sounded so simple, but then so much could go wrong.

I sent Dotty a message as Billy and I stared at each other. “Are we set?”

“Yep. Billy’s Mom thought it was a great idea. Not setting him up or catching him in panties. Patience-” That’s my name, Patience Hart. “Do you think this will work? No way. I mean, he’s practically begging for you to turn him into your sissy. Do we have to go through all this?”

I text her back. “Billy’s a sissy, and he wants me. That’s for sure. Let’s have fun—fun that you and I will enjoy, but so will he. Let’s have a great weekend, the first of a lifetime.”

An email from Mrs. Clayborn, Billy’s Mom, my boss and owner, arrives. “I love your suggestion, Miss Hart. Billy is the perfect candidate. Dotty is still upset about our previous accountant’s performance, claiming that her financial records are in shambles. Billy has a way with numbers; he’s practically a magician. My only concern is that he lacks assertiveness with women.”

I grinned and thought, Mrs. Clayborn, I love him just like he is.

“Thank you for your hard work and loyalty to the firm; you will always have a place here. Billy will oversee the accounting firm for a year or two before I rotate him to other areas of my business. Then, the accounting firm will be yours once again.”

I smiled. I plan on having it all, Mrs. Clayborn and your sissy son. The man of my dreams—a sissy cuckold. I stood, my insides aching for a man I could call my own, and walked to the door. I opened the door and smiled as I watched my future sissy husband pretend he was something he wasn’t. I stared at him, faking work as I imagined our future together. I’d let him be the man in public, but in private, he’d be my sissy.

I just hope he takes the bait. He wants me to feminize him, I know. But he needs a push over the edge.

I walked to his desk, “How are you today, Billy?”

I wanted to laugh when he nearly fell out of his seat, trying to hide his erection. I wanted to tell him not to worry because soon he’d not have to worry about erections. Soon enough, I’ll lock it up, and he’ll love it.


Chapter Four




Billy

I arrived early Monday morning at Sultry Sparkle’s headquarters. I approached the door as maids left in super sexy outfits: cheerleader, French Maid, and even more sexy and revealing outfits. I stopped at the entrance to Sultry Sparkle and watched the maids dashing out to work with considerable jealousy. I’m an accountant. I’m the heir to Mom’s sprawling empire. Think like the man Mom wants me to be and not like….

As they passed me, I understood why the last accountant got fired; that wouldn’t be a problem for me because I was fantasizing not about what my cock would feel like inside one of these girls but how wonderful it would feel to have one of those maids’ outfits on.

No! I’m not that kind of guy, I remind myself. I’m a red-blooded American male. I have to be. Or pretend to be. Mom would destroy me if she found out my secret fetish. Write me out of the will. Kick me out of my penthouse. Freeze my family credit card and forget I ever existed. I have to control my urges. If only there were a way to let the woman in me out and get my hands on her wealth, but plotting and scheming isn’t my thing.

Worried about impressing Mom, I committed to not wearing women’s underwear at Sultry Sparkle. I need to focus on work. But what I’d pay to be one of those girls, just for a day. I remind myself again to control my urges, at least until I have possession of Mom’s empire. Only then will I act on my inhibitions. I drift into a fantasy about Miss Hart making me wear one of those maid’s outfits and….

No! I can’t think like that. It’s perverted.

I forced myself back into accountant mode as the maids wandered by; no wonder so much money flowed into Dotty’s bank accounts. And the tips the maids got. Holy crap. If I didn’t screw this up, Mom might hand over the reins to her accounting firm, but I’d trade half her wealth for a day, just one at being one of those maids.

I checked my smartphone and was twenty minutes early (imagine that). Instead of waiting, I entered and introduced myself to Dotty. Without wasting time, Dotty guided me to my office and reminded me why Mom fired the last accountant. “The bastard spent more time flirting with my employees and worse…. The lecherous asshole wasn’t doing my books! He didn’t even pay my taxes.”

Her face tightened, “Instead of taking care of business, he screwed several of my maids, and I lost four others because of his inappropriate advances, and my books got screwed up—bad. Your mother tells me you are a magician.”

“Yes, Ma’am and I have no intention of doing anything here but work.”

Dotty left me to my work. I sat at my desk, cracked my knuckles, and before I could get started, Mom called, “Don’t mess this up, Billy. The last accountant I had handling the account…. Well, he wasn’t like you. An upstanding citizen, respectful to women. Dotty runs an amazing business. Can’t say that I agree with her business model, but she makes our firm lots of money. She’s a good client. I know I don’t need to tell you this, but keep your hands off the girls. These girls aren’t for you, anyway. How was your date with….”

“Went good. We went to dinner, but she’s I don’t know. Not my type.” The girl Mom referred to was Grace Black, the daughter of James Black, the real estate tycoon. Grace practically begged me to screw her, but all I could think about on the date was Miss Hart.

“Okay.” Mom sighed. “You’ll find the right woman, eventually. Do me proud with this account, Billy.”

No worries there, Mom. But already, I’m missing my panties. The feel of them cradling my cock relaxes me. “You can trust me, Mom.”

My first day came and went. I understood the temptation and how the last accountant had trouble. The office sat directly outside the dressing room, and maids came and went all day and all week. They were sexy as hell, all dressed up. Some walked past me without even looking at me, but others flirted, flaunting their bodies and making it hard to do my work. I wasn’t worried about making the same mistake because I wasn’t thinking about having sex with them or how sexy they looked. I had other desires. Hidden desires. Taboo thoughts. Thoughts up till this point I didn’t pursue, except for the panties I wore to work. Don’t think about it, Billy. Just one week and then back to the old routine.

My week flew by. I did my best to focus on work. I missed wearing panties. I’d stare at the door to the locker room, fantasizing about all the panties and mouthwatering attire that might be in the locker room—right across the hall.

The temptation worsened when Dotty gave me the key on my second day so I could start earlier and finish late. Some evenings after everyone left, I’d stand at the locker room door, trying to gain the courage to enter. Just look. Who’d know if I slipped inside and tried on a few things? No one.

I was proud of myself because I resisted all week, and by Friday, I had Dotty’s books straightened out, and the accolades came. Dotty was blown away with all I’d gotten done. Mom was amazed, and Miss Hart even said good things about what I’d done. I should have just left early on Friday, but I couldn’t control the urges anymore.


Chapter FIve




Billy

Dotty left for the night. “Thanks, Billy. I‘m done for the weekend. All the girls are back from their assignments, so lock up when you leave.”

“Okay, I won’t be long. I have a few last-minute things to button up.” But what I had in mind had nothing to do with business. What would it hurt to just try on a pair of panties?

Dotty said with a smirk, “Take a break, Billy. You deserve it.” Then she left. After a few minutes, I checked the front door to confirm I locked it.

Should I do it?

The thrill of trying on a pair of panties in a deserted dressing room was tempting. No one would ever find out. But what if someone walked in unexpectedly? I’d been here all week, though, working late, and no one ever returned. Not a maid, Dotty, or even a janitor. I’m safe. My heart raced as I crept down the aisles, torn between a craving I couldn’t control any longer and fear. What would Mom do if she found out I’m a filthy panty boy? But who’s going to know? The doors locked. No one’s coming back. Just try on one pair. I earned it. Or even an entire outfit. I walked up and down the aisle. The thought of feeling a pair of panties on taunted me, daring me to take the risk.

What if I get caught? The thought aroused me. I wasn’t thinking about getting fired, but a more erotic scenario where Dotty turned me into one of her maids and…. Forced me to do dirty, nasty things. Thinking about the possibilities caused my cock to swell, creating a noticeable outline. I glanced back at the door. What if someone entered? How do I explain myself?

That would be easy if I weren’t so aroused. I start to turn back, but before I do, I strike gold. A maid left her locker open, and on the hook hung the most enticing pair of panties I’d ever seen—black lace-trimmed with intricate pink designs swirling along the edges.

I can’t do this! But I have the key, and everyone’s gone home. I have to! I grabbed the panties and held them in my hand. My hand trembles. I’m ashamed but burning with lust to feel them on me. I put the soft fabric to my face; it’s smooth and silky against my skin, and the musky aroma of the maid’s arousal fills my senses as I unbuckle my pants. Shame fills me as I slide my pants down, kick my shoes off, and step out of my pants.

In no time, I was naked without considering where I was or the risk it posed. If Mom found out or Miss Hart. Game over. But as I thought about getting caught by Miss Hart, a kinky, perverted fantasy flooded my mind. So taboo, so dirty….

This doesn’t seem right. I justified my perversion by convincing myself the maid had left her locker open because she wanted me to smell them. Inhale her aroma. What’s it going to hurt? Hell, the panties are just hanging there?

Naked, cock hard and throbbing, I rubbed them between my fingers; they were super silky. I buried my face in them. They are slightly damp. I inhaled the smell of a woman’s sex. I slipped them on, stood in front of the mirror, and checked myself out. They fit well, except for my cock, which ruins the image. So, I slide it between my thighs, creating a smooth front. I’m not a big guy, small by male standards, just right by female standards. I let my cock free, soaking in the feel of the panties cradling it. My cock stood straight forward, stretching the limits of the tight, silky fabric.

I wrapped the delicate lace tightly around my cock, while watching myself in the mirror. I sucked on the finger of my other hand while rubbing my cock gently, getting it nice and slippery. After sufficiently lubing my fingers, I slid down my smooth chest, past my soft stomach, and down my thigh, then parted the fabric clinging to my thigh and inched toward my hole. My finger slipped inside quickly, not the first time I’d invaded my ass with a finger. I’m not gay or anything; it adds a particular something extra to the orgasm. I stroke, fuck my ass, admire my body, and forget where I’m at. My balls tighten, my ass muscles clenched firmly around the fingers, and I shoot my load into the maid’s panties.

“What the hell are you doing?” Dotty said. Standing next to her is her friend and my nemesis, Miss Hart.

“Well, well,” Miss Hart said with a sly smirk. “Looks like someone has a little secret.”

I’m standing there, naked in women’s panties, and what I see on these two ladies isn’t a look of disgust-which one might consider would be the appropriate response. What I see is a glimmer in both their eyes. A glimmer of triumph. Both their lips curl into a sly smile like they enjoy catching me indulging in my secret fetish.

Their gazes seemed to dare me to explain myself. I couldn’t. I glanced down. After my orgasm, my cock was softening, but now with them here, I find myself getting aroused again. What kind of perversion was this?

“I….”

“Oh, Billy. You can’t imagine how happy we are.” Miss Hart turned to Dotty. “What shall we do?”

Dotty said, “We could tell Mommy…. Or….”

“Come on now, Billy.” Miss Hart said, her voice dripping with amusement. “Don’t be shy. Shall we tell Mommy about your little panty fetish? Or can we come to an arrangement? Which is it?”

Her words cut through me like a knife, and a knot formed in my stomach. Everyone would find out about my secret desires. The moment when I lost everything was here. Or was it? “No! I’ll do anything! Don’t tell my Mom.”

The funny thing was the kinky things that flooded my mind, if they forced me to do, would be things right out of a porn movie. My cock twitched.

Dotty, catching sight of my arousal, breaks out in laughter. “Seems the little faggot wants some discipline for this dirty filthy act.”

“Listen, you can’t fire me.”

The women laughed. Miss Hart said, “Fire you? Oh, my no. Oh, we have no intention of firing you, my sweet little sissy.”

And what was my reaction to her referring to me as sissy? A faggot? Sweat oozed out of every pore in my body, and my cock not only remained straight and erect but swelled even more. I have nothing to say. I wanted them to proceed, but…. “No!”

Miss Hart said, “Honey, I know you want it. Give in. Let us do to you what you crave. Provide you with the discipline….”

Dotty added, “Nasty things, humiliating things that all of us are going to enjoy. Relax—”

Miss Hart said, “You have a choice. We tell Mommy, or you beg for Dotty and me to discipline you in our special way. Get down on your knees and beg to be our bitch, or we tell Mommy about your need for panties.”

To be honest, this was a dream come true. My knees buckled, and I sank to the floor. I wasn’t sure what to do next, but I’m looking forward to it. “Please don’t tell my mother.”

“Don’t worry, honey,” Miss Hart said, “We won’t tell anyone about your secret if you promise to be our little secret sissy, and of course, don’t tell anyone about the kind of men me and Dotty like. And.. of course, do whatever we want.”


Chapter Six




Miss Hart

Dotty and I installed a camera in the locker room, and each night, we watched the feed in my car. We were on pins and needles watching him stand at the door to the maid’s locker room for six straight nights. Hoping beyond hope that he’d take that final step.

Then, when we were about to give up, he did it. He entered. His cock was hard, just thinking about the bait we’d set for him. I’ve got him—the man…. Well, sissy of my dreams.

When he stripped, we raced for the locker room, and there he was. My future sissy husband.

I stand, hands on hips, staring at Billy. My eyes widened at my luck. He’d taken the bait. I’m happy. Nothing like a man standing before me, humiliated in cum soaked panties, his finger buried deep inside his ass. There’d be other things up there in no time, sissy. The after-effects of his cravings made the panties cling to his erection. This moment would be seared into my memory forever.

After a brief exchange, he relented to my will and dropped to his knees. It took little effort on my part. He had no choice. I think he liked it that way. My tits swelled to twice their size and became sensitive to the touch of my bra, and my nipples hardened. God, could I do this? Feminize Billy, make him my sissy. My slave. My servant.

It’s that or….

What?

I pictured Billy adorned in pink lingerie, his effeminate body and girlish features; I knew he’d make a beautiful woman for me to play with. Just a tweak here and there, and I could feminize him. Then I’d tear down the macho bullshit attitude, rip it out of him. Every nerve ending in my body: ears, scalp, inner wrists, lower back, stomach, fingertips, butt, nipples, clitoris, and g-spot burned with desire.

Billy stared at me. Waiting for my command. I had him. I glanced at Dotty. Dotty smiled as my pussy soaked my panties with lust, craving Billy’s tongue. Never in my life had I been this aroused thinking of feminizing Billy and humiliating him. I’m alive, filled with ideas.

His face contorts. I chuckle. I want him to squirm and writhe under me. I will shame him, and what’s more important is that he’ll enjoy it. “Well, Dotty, what shall we do with this pervert?”

Billy looks up at me, his eyes filled with a combination of lust and worry. He wants me to punish him. He fears what his Mom will say, but what he wants, indeed, I know, wants nothing more than for me to take over his life, make him mine, and discipline him in the most taboo ways. He’s in luck. I’m an expert. “Please don’t tell Mom. Please. I’ll do anything.”

I turned to Dotty and said, “What do you think? Should we tell his Mother about this?”

“I don’t know. I think she needs to know what a pervert her son is. The heir to her empire. The man she hopes will bring her grandchildren. Maybe Mommy will want to know why his son hasn’t found a woman yet, why he’ll never make her grandchildren.”

“Please.” Billy prostrates himself further. “I swear I’ll do anything.”

I said, “How’s a man like you going to run a multi-million dollar business? Take off those panties. Stand there naked.”

In all the time I’d been Billy’s boss, he gave me crap and argued about every instruction I gave him, but here and now, he practically ripped the panties off. He stood, his cock standing straight ahead.

I pointed to Billy’s little dick. “What woman’s going to want a cock like that?

“What’s wrong with it?”

Dotty and I laughed. I said. “It’s too little. No wonder you’ve never found a woman.” I smirked. “You’re such a pathetic excuse for a man. You think you’ll find a woman and run your Mom’s company. Even if you do, with a cock like that, any woman you find is going to be cheating on you in no time. And when she realizes you can’t even control yourself enough to keep from jizzing in another girl’s panties. Billy, you need me. A woman like me. A woman that will make you her bitch. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

“No!” He said, but he crawled toward me. Positioned his head over my toes, grabbed my heel with his hand, and planted kiss after kiss on my feet.

I laughed. So did Dotty. I towered over him, his lips showering submission on my feet, a wicked grin spread across my face, and arousal pulsed between my legs. I so loved feminizing men. I loved being in control. I loved being a Mistress. I looked down at him, and I knew I had it all. My dreams had come true. I was there. So close.

“You have two options, Billy. Do all I ask of you or….”

He didn’t let me finish. “I’ll do anything you ask. Please. I’ll dress how you want.” Billy glanced at the rack of outfits in the locker’s corner room. “I’ll…. Please.”

He wants to say it. The word is there on the tip of his tongue. He knows when he says it, it’ll feel good. Thinking of him calling me Mistress makes the ache between my legs grow. My pussy called for me to make him mine, my bitch. “Stand up.”

Billy stood. Good. He’s already under my control. His cock is hard. With two fingers, I picked up the cum soaked panties. Held them in his face. I shook my head for effect. “Look at what a mess you’ve made. How shall I punish you for this perversion? And what are we going to do with such a tiny cock? No wonder no woman wants you.”

Billy hung his head. “Make me wear women’s clothes. Make me your girl.”

I know he wanted it, and so did I, but giving him what he wanted so quickly wouldn’t technically be punishment. I had other ideas.

“Listen closely, you pathetic excuse for a man. From this point on, you will refer to us as Mistress. You will submit to every command without question.”

His cock throbbed. Dribbled precum.

“You are nothing more than our toy. Our sissy toy. You will submit to us, and we will use you however we please. Answer.”

He nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”


Chapter Seven




Billy

“Yes, Mistress.” When I said those words, I wasn’t concerned with Mom finding out. I almost wanted to tell her the truth about who I was. But, I’d leave that up to my Mistress. It felt good thinking about it. I waited for her next command, realizing this was a dream come true. I don’t care about pleasing Mom anymore or running the company. I have one desire to please Miss Hart and Dotty.

I take a deep breath, unsure of what to do. I glance at all the uniforms. I have my eye on the maid’s outfit. “What should I do, Mistress?”

Miss Hart said, “Do as I say. If I say get naked. Get naked. If I say, worship my feet. Kiss them as if your life depended on it because it does. We are in charge, and no one else. The only thing you need to be aware of is to follow my commands. I run the show. Not you.”

My eyes drop to the ground, and I clench my hands into fists, not daring to look up. A thrill runs through me as Miss Hart inspects me. That’s the only word to describe it. She walks around me. Pats my ass. Takes my left ass cheek in her hand. “Who owns this, slut?”

Being called a slut causes my cock to pulse. Dotty notices. “His cock seems to like the idea of being a slut. Answer!”

“My ass is yours, Mistress.”

Miss Hart smacked my ass. It wasn’t playful. It stung. “You don’t get hard without my permission, understand slut. And I got your nasty secretions all over my hand.”

She held it in front of my face. “Clean it off.”

I stared at the dried jism. This wasn’t what I had in mind. I shook my head. Five sharp cracks across my ass echoed through the locker room. The burning sting radiated through my body.

“If you want this, do it. Or….”

I wanted her, so I grabbed her hand, pulled it to my tongue, and sucked on the sticky remnants of my cum dried into a tacky residue. Each lick sealed my fate. It’s shameful and humiliating. After cleaning off her hand, I said, “I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“You can’t control your perverse unassisted, so stricter discipline is necessary. What do you think slut?”

My cock throbbed. “Yes, Mistress.”

She held the solid panties in my face. “Clean them up.”

I understood and buried my face in them. The taste is unpleasant and bitter. There’s nothing pleasurable about it except that submitting to her arouses me.

When done, Miss Hart said, “Follow me.”

She spins, and I follow. I admire her toned backside, her buttocks sweetened by her tight skirt. I wonder if she sensed the attention I’m giving her ass because she turns, shakes her head, smirks, and says, her voice laced with sarcasm and teasing, “I don’t give my ass up to losers.”

We stand at the exit. What’s she planning next? I’m bouncing between my legs. My cock throbbing. A heavy dose of precum seeps out of my cock as I wonder why being treated like a bitch turns me on. There are two cars in the parking lot. Mine and hers.

What’s next?

“You are now mine. Does this appeal to you?”

“More than anything, Mistress.”

“Good. You will learn to curtsey. Bow. Worship my feet. Suck cock. Eat pussy. Get fucked. Everything you need to be a good slut, I will teach you. Then you will practice. Why? Because practice makes perfect. I will be moving in with you, and while at home, you will always be dressed in feminine attire. You will present as female at all times. Or you shall be naked. Those are your two only style choices. And since you find such pleasure in women’s panties and being a woman, I shall teach you how it feels to be fucked like a woman. You will learn to like it.”

I remained silent and swallowed hard, loving what I was hearing.

Miss Hart handed me her keys. “Get the black bag out of the backseat of the car. Go get it and bring it to the front door.”

I glanced down. I’m naked. Does she expect me to get the car naked? “Mistress?”

“Go. Show me your devotion.”

There’s no doubt I wanted her. Being hers was a dream come true. But this? But, the strange thing was, running across the parking lot seemed right as long as it was for her.

I grabbed the car keys, unlocked the front door, hesitated for a moment, and carefully trotted across the parking lot naked, my cock swollen, aching, and dripping with excitement. I unlocked and opened the door, grabbed the black bag, trotted back, and handed it to her.


Chapter Eight




Miss Hart




I’m tense, and my breath grows ragged as Billy, my soon-to-be Sissy Maid, personal servant, and sex toy, fusses with nonexistent clothes. He’ll follow my instructions without question from here on in—there’s no doubt of it. I know him. I’ve read his diary. He needs this, and he needs me as much as I need him. I’ve feminized my fair share of men; I know all the signs. Billy wants me to claim him, feminize him, own him. I know this with all my heart. Thinking of how much I loved feminizing a man, my heart pounds in my chest, my palms sweat, and something else happens-something sweet and tingling down below. A delightful arousal that only comes when I’m in complete control.

Though I know his secret and am sure he wants and needs my deviously devised push, I still feel like I need one more thing-verbal confirmation of his desires. A simple: Yes, Mistress will do.

I softened my tone and gazed into his eyes, trying my best to relay that he needed to choose. He could leave if he chose. Stay, and you are mine. “Tell me again, this is what you want, more than anything, and we will proceed.”

Billy was a fantastic accountant, but everything I saw of him over the past eight months had been a sort of lazy, uninspired mood. When he talked, his tone had little energy and passion for life. What I heard in the next moment surprised me. It was as if a switch flipped in his mind, and excitement and energy oozed out of his mouth. It was a Billy I’d never heard. “Oh God, Miss Hart. I want this…. You…. I want to be yours. I have wanted nothing else since meeting you. I have dreamed of this day. Please, make me yours….”

He paused, perhaps considering it. I’d read his journals and knew his most secret and taboo desires. “Just say yes, Princess.” I gave him a reassuring smile, studying his slender frame, fragile shoulders, and the softness and delicateness that were too soft to be masculine. I nod, “Let Mistress take care of everything, Princess. Just give in.”

He lowered his eyes. “I want to be your sissy, Mistress. Please.”

He trembled, and his pathetic little cock throbbed, begging me to tell him to take the next step. My chest and stomach flutter, and my pussy throbs as blood rushes it. I’ll need his tongue soon, that’s for sure. I clear my throat. “Follow me.”

I lead him back to the locker room. Dotty follows, turns on the shower, and points. Billy steps in. So compliant. From our sissy go-bag, Dotty pulls out a pink razor and a can of pink shaving cream and hands them to Billy. Billy takes them. So compliant, already.

I said, “First, you shave.”

He wastes no time. Each methodical stroke of the razor strips away a trace of his masculinity. Each strand of hair yanked from his skin removes another layer of control. He’s mine.

When done, there’s a subtle shift in his posture and expression. I recognized it immediately; I’ve done this before. He’s more vulnerable and more open to my command. I put my nose to his cheek. “Mmmm, you smell like strawberries, like a girl. Let’s make you one. Shall we?”

Billy’s head bobbed like one of those little bobbing heads you put on your car’s dashboard.

Dotty handed Billy a set of lingerie made just for the sissy. With some instruction, he slides into the bra, a submissive shade of pink adorned with delicate lace and ribbons. If the bra doesn’t do it, the frilly, effeminate panties will put him in the sissy mindset. When the panties finish their journey up his legs and nestle around his hips, his sissy clitty stretches the see-through sissy pocket, even more telling of his purpose in life as my sissy and the back of the panties leaves easy access to his sissy hole. Tonight, Dotty and I would break him in. To complete his sissy attire for the evening festivities: matching thigh highs with the lace bow on top adds a slutty touch. And chunky stripper heels. Pink, of course.

Dressed and ready, I stand behind him, reach around, and grab his cock wrapped in the softness of the sissy panties and stroke his sissy clitty. I whisper in his ear. “Do not cum.”

His head falls back onto my shoulder. His mouth opens. “Oh, fuck.” I massage his cock as Dotty runs her hands over his body.

“How does he feel?”

Dotty said, “He’s smooth. Billy, have you been using moisturizer? Because your skin is silky smooth, and…. Patience, he’s glowing. When we get to his place, I bet he’s got a bathroom full of girly stuff.”

Billy gulped. “Uh…. My place?”

“Oh yes, we’re moving in, slut. Don’t worry about Mommy. I’ve got that covered.” A healthy dose of precum seeps. I smacked his ass, “Do not ruin these pretty panties like the other ones, or you’ll be cleaning them up too.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress. I can’t help….”

I fumbled around and pulled his cock free from the sheer fabric of the sissy panties. I swiped his cock with the tip of my finger while stroking him with the other. I place my finger coated with precum on his lips. “Open.”

Billy parts his lips, and I slide my finger inside and finger fuck sissy’s mouth. I glanced at Dotty, “My… My… Dotty, sucking on a cock, has created a larger erection. What kind of faggot are you, sissy?” I fill my hand with his fleshy ass cheek, “What do you think, sissy? Is that why you’re still a virgin? You want cock and not pussy.”

His sissy clitty twitches and strains inside the palm of my hand, giving me my answer.

Dotty rummaged around in our bag of tools of the trade and yanked out a pink six-inch dildo and handed it to sissy with a huge satisfied smile on her face. Dotty was enjoying herself, too, that’s for sure.

“Since you seem so curious about cock, we thought we’d get you introduced to your new purpose in life. You’ve made your purpose in life pleasing, Mommy, but those days are over.” I yanked and twisted my hand around his hard and slick flesh. “It’s us. My little Princess, give in… we can give you things Mommy never can. Don’t worry, little one, we like men that love cock as much as they love pussy. Our pussies. Take it.”

Dotty grabbed his hand, opened his palm, and dropped the pink plastic cock into it. Billy clutched it.

Stroking faster, I sense the growing tension in his body. “What a pathetic excuse for a cock you have. Worthless. What woman wants a pathetic little worm like this in their pussy? Dotty, what do you think? You want this in you?”

“Oh, hell no. It’s a sad excuse for manliness. I bet his mouth is talented.”

The tension builds even more as my Princess inches toward an orgasm. I revel in the power. “Hold the dildo….”

I guide my sissy’s hand, align it so that when he cums he’ll shoot his load all over it. Stage one in what will be a long breaking-in ceremony for my new toy—Billy. “Hold it right there, and make sure when you shoot your load, you coat that cock. Or I will not be happy. You don’t want that, do you?”

“Yes, Mistress. I…. mean no Mistress.”

“That makes me happy… And when I’m happy, I reward you, and when I’m not…. Punishment will be severe and immediate.”

The sound of my Princess’s heavy breathing and moans and the rhythmic beat of my hand stroking, twisting, and edging my sissy toward an orgasm filled the locker room. My hands glisten with the sheen of precum. In no time, he bucks and shoots his load, most of it coating the dildo. I step aside. Dotty takes up my position behind Billy without giving our sissy a chance to recover and strokes his limp cock.

I remove the dildo from his hand, soaked with cum, and put it to his lips. “Open, slut.” I’m happy with how easy it is to control Billy. He opens, and I guide the cock into his mouth. His cock grows to the occasion. “Oh my, we have a winner, Dotty. Look at him. He’s hard with a cock in his mouth.”

Billy’s eyes widen in shock as I shove the cum soaked dildo into his mouth. I pull it out. I push it back in. I do this in and out until the cum is gone. Then the real challenge begins: I face fuck him—I’m impressed with his blowjob skills—as Dotty masturbates him until he cums again. All over the floor. I make him clean it up, extracting another pound of masculinity. By the time dawn breaks, there won’t be much left. I tuck his sissy clitty back in the lacy sissy pouch and offer my hand to him, and he takes it. I guide him into the dressing room and have him sit at the makeup table.


Chapter Nine




Miss Hart

“This is where the magic happens,” I said. “From now on, my dear little Princess, you will present as female in Dotty and I’s presence.” I glance down. His sissy clitty bounces and dribbles precum staining the front of his sissy pouch. “Once I get done with you, no man will be able to resist you…”

“Man? Mistress?”

”Why let a nice piece of ass go to waste? And who’d want that cock anyway? Indeed, not a woman? And don’t deny it, slut. But you were pretty pleased with sucking a plastic cock? Wait till you get a hot throbbing piece of flesh in your mouth, dribbling precum, and when he shoots his seed into your mouth….”

Billy hung his head.

“Don’t lie to me, Princess the taste of cum was the best meal you’ve ever had.”

There was no doubt in his tone, “Yes, Mistress. It was.”

“I’m going to make sure you get plenty of cocks and cum. We’re just beginning. You’ll love being my slut. You’ll forget about Mommy and the business; leave it all to me.”

Billy’s remained expressionless. It didn’t betray his excitement, but his sissy clitty told me everything I needed to know. Even after three orgasms, it stood straight.

Wanting to get on with the night, I begin the transformation by applying primer, foundation, mascara, concealer, and highlighter during a whirlwind of activity. I step back and study my masterpiece. “You are gorgeous, doll.”

Billy’s eyes lit up. “Can I see?”

“Why, of course?” I guided him to a full-length mirror. He didn’t need to express his pleasure verbally for me to know he loved his new persona. The built-in sissy lie detector between his legs told me all I needed to know. “Simply fabulous. We can’t have a sissy without a girly name, can we?”

I’d already determined his name, so I pretended to ponder it for a minute or two. “Chastity. Very apt since that will be what you’re in most of the time. Now, we take care of that.” I pointed at his cock. “It’s time.”

Dotty hands me a pink cock cage. I hold it to his face. “It’s time. Dotty and I don’t need your little cock. We have bulls that please us. Bulls with big thick cocks.”

“Mistress? Bulls? Oh fuck. Mistress. Please.”

In a whisper, I said in Chastity’s ear, “You’re going to do whatever we say.” I slide my hand up his thigh and pat his ass. “You’re such a slutty little thing. That sissy clitty is getting caged tonight.”

“Caged? Mistress? No!” Her facial expression said no, but her sissy clitty betrayed what she desired more than the fortune she’d inherit. It always amazed me how excited sissies, men in general, get when standing on the precipice of having their cocks locked and controlled by a woman.

“Tonight. Wave goodbye to erections. Unless, of course, I decide you will get one.”

“Mistress. How will I? Well… you know?”

I laughed. “Oh, don’t worry; once we get your ass trained, you’ll have an orgasm better than anything you have ever imagined.”

Dotty waves at Chastity’s sissy clitty. “Bye. Bye.”

Chastity glances at me. Then Dotty. Back and forth. Firmly, I point to the floor and set a glass down. We’ll need his cum for later. “Spread your legs and make sure you fill the glass. Tonight is going to be a night you won’t forget. Jack off.”

Chastity said. “You mean now?”

“Oh my, I almost forgot.” I scour the sissy go-bag for a butt plug. I yank it out and put it on display. “We need to loosen things up for the grand finale tonight. We start small and work our way up.”

Despite Chastity’s expression of fear, I knew she could handle it from my hours of devouring her journal. It’s probably going to slide right in. I lubed it up and handed it to him. “Put it in, then cum in the glass.”

Chastity lines the butt plug up between her ass cheeks, eyes wide, and face flushed. Chastity bites her bottom lip as the plug vanishes. I feel like dancing in the streets and proclaiming my power and dominion and her complete submission, and knowing my sissy enjoys the humiliation I’m dishing out as much as I enjoy giving it to her—we are a match made in heaven.

After getting the butt plug buried in Chastity’s ass, Chastity pulls her sissy clitty out of the pouch and masturbates. Faster and faster, his hand strokes. The metal butt plug with a pink end pops out of Chastity’s ass and clangs to the floor. I smack his ass, “Keep it in. Clench your cheeks.”

After getting it back in, Chastity begins again. After a few minutes of hard, wild stroking, Chastity’s muscles tighten, and she screams. “Oh shit!” She sticks her sissy clitty inside the glasses lip and shoots her sissy load.

“Good girl,” I said. I check the floor. Such an obedient sissy. I’m almost disappointed she managed not to miss a drop, and I don’t get to punish her. There will be plenty of time for that, I remind myself. I set the glass aside until needed.

“Let’s see if you’re ready for the cage. Stand up.” Chastity stands. I grab her sissy clitty and stroke it. She’s stiff in ten seconds, so her sensitive, pink head must endure another round. “I guess we go one more time. How can we do it this time, Dotty?”

“Let’s milk him on the desk.”

“Great idea,” I said.

Chastity whines, “Mistress…. I just came. Give me a minute. Please, Mistress. It’s so sensitive.”

Indeed, the tip’s red. But it’s hard. I rummage in the sissy bag we brought. “Oh, no worries, slut, you’ll forget all about how sensitive your sissy clitty….” I produce a strap-on and hand it to Dotty. “When we when are diving into that tight little sissy hole.”

Chastity gulped.

We guided Chastity into the office, where Chastity spent the week slaving away at doing Dotty’s books. I patted the desk as Dotty slipped into her harness and the six-inch pink cock. Chastity climbed up on it, and I aligned her so we’d both have access to one of his two holes. His legs hung over one side of the desk, and his mouth would allow one of us easy access. “Are you enjoying yourself, Princess?”

“Yes, Mistress.”


Chapter Ten




Billy

I’m lying on the desk. Mistress Dotty straddles me from the front. She said, “Open your mouth, slut, and suck on my cock like you would a real cock.”

I open. I’m upside down, so I struggle to get the cock in my mouth. I think she’s purposely making it difficult for me. Teasing me.

Dotty laughs. Then, inches forward enough so that the pink dildo sits on my lips. I flick my tongue around the tip like I’ve seen the girls and sissies do in the porn I’ve watched.

“Oh, my…. Patience, look at him going at it.”

Just as Mistress Dotty guides the pink cock into my mouth, Miss Hart lifts my legs. The slickness and stickiness of my cum coat my inner walls care of Miss Hart’s fingers. She’s lubing my ass with my cum. I clench.

Miss Hart smacks my ass. “Loosen up slut.”

I try to relax as the cool air from the air conditioner hits my exposed ass. Moments later, her dildo parts my ass cheeks on a journey to humiliate me. I sense it’s only the beginning.

“Any more of our sluts cum left?” Dotty said as she continued to fuck my face.

“Hell, yeah.”

The glass passes over my face, and Dotty dips the tip of the pink cock into the glass filled with my cum. The pink cock renters my mouth as Miss Hart presses her cock into me from behind.

What entered me next wasn’t one or two of my wagging fingers. Mistress Hart wiggled, pushed, and pulled back out like she didn’t want to hurt me for what felt like an eternity but might have only been a minute. Then, in one nightmarish thrust, she slammed it home, and for a long moment, I felt an ache I’d never imagined. But as Miss Hart plunged deep, pulled out, and drove into me again and again, a pleasure I’d never experienced took over. The pressure from her insistent pounding against my prostrate created a joyful tension I’d never experienced before and….

Then they switched. After a time, they switched again. Then again. I’d forgotten who was where. I realized Miss Hart was driving into my ass only when she said, “Grab your cock, and stroke it till you cum.”

I stroked my glistening penis from all the precum that had dribbled out. My cock itches for release as Miss Hart and Dotty destroy me from both ends.

“He’s ready. The faggot’s going to cum. A cock in his ass and one in his mouth.”

My hand makes love to my cock. I lose track of time. My toes curl, and I shoot my load. I should want it to end, but I don’t. I want more. More cock, and I wonder what a real cock might feel like. Warm. Throbbing, and what it would feel like to have a man shoot his load down my throat, filling me with his warmth.

Mistress pulled out of my ass, and Dotty pulled out of my mouth. I stood, and Mistress said, “Enough. Ask me to lock your cock up. Then we’re done for the night.”

What choice do I have? Did I want one? I sigh. “Cage me.” The words slid off my tongue without remorse. Did I just ask to have my cock locked up?

“Show some enthusiasm! Get down on your knees and beg your Mistress,” Dotty insisted.

My stomach churns as I drop and mutter, “Please, Mistress, will you cage me?” Deep inside, a strange thrill of excitement clashes with my fear.

Mistress said, “Stand. Let‘s see if you’re ready.”

Mistress strokes my cock. I remain limp, so in no time, I’m caged. Mistress attaches the key to a necklace around her neck. Mistress has me drive her home in my car, dressed in nothing but my sissy outfit. It’s humiliating. I pulled into the attached garage of my home. We head to my bedroom.

Mistress said, “It’s been a long night. Get some sleep. Tomorrow is a big day. Your first day as a sissy.”


Chapter Eleven




Miss Hart

Dotty waved goodbye when Chastity and I loaded into his car. I had him drive, and watching him drive caged underneath the see-through sissy cage, just got my juices flowing. I’m damp and swollen and in need of a good tongue. His tongue. Not yet, I told myself. Not quite yet. I needed to tell Chasity my complete plan. A plan I know he’d agree to, but I had to be sure.

We got to Chastity’s home, our home, now. Not quite yet, I told myself. But soon. I showered. As I’d asked, Chastity had turned down the bed. She was so cute, her head lowered, made up like a girl, her hands clasped in front of her, fiddling with the plastic cage. I’d instructed Chastity to keep her eyes downcast and never look me in the eye, at home at least. Chastity doesn’t look up, submission filling her face. “Mistress, your bed is ready.”

Hearing those words sent a shiver down my spine, and a raw, wild need filled me. I settled into the bed. Chastity pulled the covers over me and waited. I patted the bed. Chastity sat. I explained the plan. When finished, Chastity smiled and said, “I want nothing more.”

It’s time now to end the evening with some fireworks. I ran my hand across the satin sheets, down my chest, and between my thighs. I couldn’t help but feel a sense of warmth radiating through my body as I thought about my new life. How horny I’d been all night, waiting for this time alone. With Chastity watching, I put my hands between my legs, fingering my swollen and wet pussy. This won’t take him long if I let him. I massage my tits; pinch my stiff and swollen nipples. This will be a lesson for him—one of many.

I throw the covers off, slip out of my T-shirt, and say, “Time to please your Mistress.”

I pat the bed, “On your back. Lay still. I’ll do all the work.”

I planted my knees on either side of his shoulders, pressing him into the soft mattress. His eyes widened in surprise at my sudden control but then softened with understanding. With a graceful motion, I lower myself onto his face and lean back, feeling my hips settle into the cradle of his mouth. I say in a low voice, “My pet, it’s time for you to do your duty. Eat my pussy.”

I hear a soft, guttural moan as Sissy’s lips brush against my sex. They are warm and velvety, and his tongue moves in gentle circles around my most sensitive spots. His hands grasp my hips firmly, taking my clit into his mouth. I lean forward and take his cock behind the bars of its plastic prison into my mouth. Teasing him, torturing him, humiliating him. With each stroke of my tongue around his plastic prison, Sissy wraps his arms around me further, and his moans become louder.

After some instruction and a few smacks on his inner thigh and balls, Chastity learns where she should lick and suck on my pussy, and an immense wave of delight flows through my body. Once Chastity knows precisely where to go, every flick and swirl causes a wave of heat starting in my groin up through my entire body. Her lips are so soft, and she’s already got the flicking tongue down pat. In no time, she knows exactly how to make me moan. This won’t take long.

When her tongue thrusts deep inside me, I shudder, and my orgasm inches closer. I tremble with anticipation, awaiting what I know will be an earth-shattering event. It seems my sissy was not only a magician with numbers but her with her tongue. Sitting on her face and teasing her caged cock and knowing his pleasure is under my control. It hits. My toes curl, and my scalp tingles. It’s like a volcano. Erupting. A deluge of delight takes over my body and releases every ounce of tension.

I sleep like I never have in years, dreaming about all the benefits of having a sissy, a slave, a toy to play with whenever and however I please.


Chapter Twelve




Chastity

The next day, Mom calls. She drones on about how pleased Dotty and Miss Hart were. “Miss Hart even said you’re ready to take over.”

“Mom, I must tell you something about Miss Hart and me.”

“Yes, she mentioned it. Can’t say I agree with you two sneaking around behind my back. But Patience is a good woman. She’s a little older than you, but I’m glad. She’s a smart lady, too. I wish you would have told me sooner about you two. I’ll get the wedding plans going. We’ll have a grand wedding and….”

Mom droned on, as she does, about her plans for us. I suspect it wouldn’t matter to Mistress. I was hers now.

We married three months later. We had two weddings, one for the vanilla world, where I was in a tuxedo and looked like we were a vanilla couple. No one would even suspect that under my tux, I had on a pink chastity cage, thigh highs, a pair of panties with a sissy pouch, and thigh highs.

At the other wedding, the Mistress went out. She wore my favorite outfit, a latex dress, and corset, just like the one in my favorite femdom porn video. I wore a white frilly sissy maid’s dress.

After both weddings, we consummated our marriage with the help of one of her bulls and Dotty, the maid of honor. The bull also served as the best man. Turns out I’m a magician at two other things besides numbers: sucking cock and pussy worship.




The End
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