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Chapter One




Kai

I find my spot, unslung my backpack loaded with books, and toss it on the wooden picnic table. I hop on the table and hang my long legs over the side. I adjust the tight fabric of my black spandex pants as a moment of insecurity overtakes me about the thickness of my muscular thighs. I dig into the side pocket, find my E-reader, and pull it out. Then, in the main pocket, on top of my psychology books, my major, I tug out the brown paper bag that contains my lunch.

Three college-aged girls walk past, each a canvas of unattainable perfection, laughing and giggling. They’re tall. I’m much taller at six feet than these skinny girls. They’re curvy, but my curves are rounder and fuller. What the fuck do I care? We’re not competing for the same guys, anyhow.

After unwrapping my cucumber sandwich, I dive into my latest book, Femdom for Beginners. I start with the chapter entitled Feminizing Men. I’m intrigued and not sure why. Always have been. Two college jocks acting all macho stroll past, too big and bulky for my tastes. But they got that walk, the cocky swagger like they own the world. When they speak, their tone is arrogant and brash. They act like the three nymphettes that passed me minutes ago should walk in front of them tossing fucking rose petals.

I like that idea. But in my dream, it’s two naked men. Their little dicks are caged, and the keys to their chastity swings attached to the necklace, swinging back and forth around my neck. They pass, and the idea of stripping these badasses of their masculinity and feminizing them fills my mind. My sexual juices flow.

In case you haven’t figured it out, I have weird tastes in men. And I’m picky. I’ve tried the Femdom dating sites. Plenty of men on there. Men might not be the correct term to describe them. Can’t be a man when you’re wearing panties, can you? Yeah, more than a few are dressed in frilly pink outfits and want this or that or the other thing. That’s the thing. It’s not about what they want. It’s all about me. Yeah, I’m selfish. Demanding too. I take it as a compliment when a guy calls me a bitch.

I bite into my cucumber sandwich, soaking in the sprawling college campus, a massive village of twenty-nine thousand primarily white students. When I walk through campus, I’m a giant black dot. The trees, bushes, and flowers surrounding me are the polar opposite of where I grew up. The first twenty-eight years of my life were shrouded in grey and black. The only color came care of tagging crews. Graffiti offered my neighborhood color, and the sea of chatter and laughter surrounding me was peaceful compared to the pops of gunfire and wails of sirens in the neighborhood I grew up in.

I dive into my book. Forced Feminization It’s About Power. Tearing a man’s masculinity from him during foreplay is a thrilling experience. Foreplay, for a female dominant, includes stripping him of his masculinity through—


Chapter Two




Kai

“Excuse me, are you Kai?”

I look up from my Kindle, soaking in my next client. At best, she’s five-five, maybe ninety-five pounds soaking wet. A little thing. Not pretty. Cute more than pretty. I take one more bite of my sandwich and set it down. “Who referred you? And I don’t come cheap.”

My services are illegal but not immoral, and most importantly, they pay my bills. It’s a simple business model: help out my fellow women who have gotten themselves into, shall we say, problematic situations. It pays for my apartment, and it’s better than a minimum wage job at some coffee shop or bartending with assholes grabbing my ass. And it gives me a good feeling.

My potential client’s almond-shaped eyes close. Open. She looks around and bounces nervously on her feet. Then she looks around again. “I’ve got the money. Don’t worry. Listen—”

She pauses, searching her memory for my name. “Kai,” I say.

“Kai, I did something stupid. I’m ashamed of it.” She hung her head and fidgeted with her designer purse. “I don’t know why. It was stupid. Stupid, and I can’t blame him. I should have known better. But…. I only have myself to blame. But….” She fidgets with the hem of her too short skirt. But she’s got nice brown legs. Hey, it’s just my opinion. “How could I have been so stupid to fall for him? He’s hanging it over my head.”

“Okay, Kim, is it?”

“Yep.”

“So the best way to start is to tell me what happened?”

“We had sex.”

I nod. “People do that.”

She nods.

“Who did you have sex with, and was it without your consent? Did he drug you?” I hate guys like that. Cops don’t do shit, especially for a woman dressed like her.

“No! I wanted it. The sex. They say he’s hung. I….”

“Is he?”

“No. It’s less than average, I’d say. More myth than fact. But I did it.”

“Got that itch, huh? I got a different itch for men.” Kim’s eyes bulge, and she cocks her head, wondering what I mean. “So whatdaya want me to do? Break his kneecaps?” I haven’t done that in a few months.

Kim considers it. “No! Not anything like that.”

“Okay. What do you want?”

“Listen, it was a quickie in the bathroom at a party.”

“Bathroom?” I smile. Kinky girl.

She puts her hands on her hips, looking rather tough for a tiny little girl like she is. “I know what you’re thinking. I’m not that type of girl.” She points a tiny little finger at me. “And for your information, I don’t do stuff like that every night. I’m not a tramp. Though. I enjoyed it. I guess.” There’s doubt in the tone of her voice. Like she wants to say, at least she got something out of it.

“Yeah, sex is fun. So why are you here?” Honestly, I didn’t need to hear this. Get to the point, I think, because I’m not a shrink.

“I’m not that kind of girl.”

Okay, you said that already, but from what I’m hearing, it sounds like it.

“Listen, I’m not that kind of girl.”

What is that three times? I get it all ready.

“I’m not sure why I did it. I guess I was curious. You know bad boys are so… It’s like eating a gallon of ice cream. It feels good, but you know you shouldn’t and know you’ll pay for it later; both came true with my little affair with Axel.”

“Axel? That’s his name?”

“Yeah, I don’t know, no, I guess I know, but I don’t want to admit it. All my boyfriends have been so preppy and safe. Axel’s different.”

“Axel? Rings a bell.”

“Yep, everyone knows Axel. Axel kind of has this macho badass thing going on. He’s a bad boy, for sure. Drug dealer. Don’t know how he gets away with being so open around campus. Anyway, I heard he was good in bed, and he is. I guess. I’m not complaining about what he did. I have no regrets. None. It’s after that where things got… weird. More than weird. Bizarre—odd—and that’s where I need your help.”

“So what’s the problem? I don’t do buyer remorse. Sounds pretty mutual.”

“We didn’t do it in a bedroom. Axel said all this nice stuff. He’s a smooth talker, that’s for sure.”

“So what do you want me to do?” I’m losing my patience. She wanted to confess, but I wanted her to get to the point. My meter’s running. Maybe I should start charging extra for confessions.

“I’m an honor-roll student, and I’m….” She hung her head, and her eyes shimmered with tears. “I don’t want vengeance or anything.” Her tone, though, implies she does. “I mean, I enjoyed the sex. It was great.”

I sighed. “I don’t care if you enjoyed it or not.”

“I have to tell someone what I did.”

God, I need a meter. It’s not my fault she’s stupid.

“I should never have gone to that fucking party. But Axel talks so smoothly, and he’s nice at first. Before I knew it, Axel had me bent over the sink.”

My eyebrows raise in surprise. “Okay. I can’t undo what you did. If you don’t want me to break this Axel’s legs, what do you want?”

“I know what you’re thinking. I’m not a floozy!”

No, I’m not. Hey, so what? You got some dick. Big deal.

“I’m not normally like that. It was dirty and nasty to get bent over a sink, and I liked it. That’s why Axel attracted me. None of the guys I typically date would do that. Bend me over a sink at a party and rut me like I’m an animal.”

“Okay, so what do you want me to do? Sounds like you were enjoying yourself.”

“Yeah, his…”

It’s called a cock, love.

“It felt good inside me. Listen, I bent over willingly. Hiked my skirt up and begged Axel to, well, you know. I’d like to show him what it feels like.”

Yeah I know, get to what you want me to do.

“I’m not sure what he said or when and how we ended up in the bathroom, but I was bent over the sink before I knew it. I braced myself for what I heard was a cock the size of a But it slid right in, and I barely felt it.”

I laughed.

“You laughed?”

“Yep. It was like I was all tense, waiting to get stretched and split wide open, and I didn’t even feel it. I let Axel go on, rutting me like an animal. He grabbed my shoulders and fucked me and wanted me to tell him how good it felt to have his big cock in him.”

“What did you do?”

“I laughed but then said it. How did I know he was taking a video on his phone? I had me say stuff like how good it was having his cock in me and how I was enjoying myself, and he’s got the right touch. Just to get him to stop, I faked an orgasm. Not just a ho-hum orgasm but an earth-shattering orgasm. I mean, I acted like I was erupting. He pulled out, buckled up like I’m nobody, and slapped my ass and said, ‘I’m going to watch this every night.’”

“I don’t know what to do. I’m ashamed of myself. Axel hasn’t shown it to anyone. I’m sure. Not yet. But he reminds me he has it. I need it back.”

“Is he blackmailing you?”

“No, but he’s watching it. I know. The way he looks…” Her shoulders droop. “I can’t take it. He’s watching it. And he keeps coming up to me and asking me to punish him for being such a bad girl? Bad girl? What does that even mean?”

“I think I know, but…. So what do you want me to do?”

She repeats what she said, “He says he’s a bad boy, and I need to punish him for watching it and masturbating. What’s that supposed to mean?”

Wild ideas flood my mind. Had the DomGods laid a sissy in my lap? I’m glad she confessed, and suddenly, I want to hear more, not less, and though I’m not offering, I’d do this one for free.

“I don’t think he showed it to anyone. But who knows what he will do later? A year from now. Ten. I’m studying law and what happens if I want to run for office, like a district attorney or political office. He hasn’t told any of his friends or shown it to anyone, but his having it makes my skin crawl. I’m failing most of my classes now, knowing he has it and…. Please, Kai. I asked him to give it back to me or erase it, and he laughed. He said it’s his entertainment at night. Better than porn, and he insinuated that he plays with himself while doing it. Fucking gross! He’s playing with himself at night, watching me. Please. He’s saying all kinds of weird, perverse things and sending me notes. Weird pictures. Disgusting pictures. Like I said, He hasn’t shown anyone my video yet. What if he does? He’s got other girls on that phone of his, too.”

“So you want me to erase it. A grand.” I wait.

She opens her glittering silver purse, which is hung over her shoulder, and pulls out an envelope. She then hands me ten crisp hundred-dollar bills.

I pocket the cash and say, “When the deed is complete, I’ll let you know, and I assure you I never fail.”


Chapter Three

Kai

It wasn’t hard tracking Axel down. I think I was the only one who didn’t know him. I sit my backpack down on the ground, leaning against a tree, and wait for Axel to finish his route, which is the best way to describe it. Route. The only thing missing is the little jingle those ice cream trucks have when they cruise through neighborhoods selling ice cream. Only Axel’s selling dope to the potheads, ‘Roids to the jocks and rufies to the perverts.

I read my Femdom book as I wait. Forced feminization and humiliation. Choose a ridiculous outfit, clothes no woman would ever wear. Maid outfits. Frou-fou skirts. Coplay cheerleader outfits. Give him a wig to wear. A ridiculous wig that looks outlandish even in the packaging. Dress him up. Make sure his makeup is absurd, overboard, and slutty. Once you’ve got him feminized, take pictures or make a video of him struggling to walk in heels.

Right on time, Axel heads toward me, and I picture him in a skimpy cheerleader outfit as he approaches. My first thought was, wouldn’t it be fitting to feminize a bad boy like Axel, make a video, and hold it over his head? Fun for me, torture for him. Honestly, though, the forced feminization kink is misleading. I suspect my forcing Axel into a more feminine role wouldn’t be so much forcing him but giving him cover to let free the little slut buried deep down inside him. Maybe I’ll write my thesis on sissy men when I get there.

I laugh while pretending to read as Axel walks toward me like a king on his way to court. His loyal entourage trails behind him, their eyes glued to their leader. Heads turn, both male and female. He stops and chats with a group of extra-wide football players with massive muscles. Cash goes into Axel’s pocket, and a bag from one of his entourages pockets goes into the jock’s meaty hand. With the transaction complete, they fist bump, and Axel continues his tour.

Axel is good-looking, not handsome, but pretty if you peel away the tough guy shit. My highly tuned street sense tells me there’s something phony about the tough guy act, or I’ve been reading too much Femdom erotica and forced feminization erotica.

No… I think Axel acts ghetto, but he’s not. I know it. I feel it. My finely tuned street senses it. He plays the bad boy, but he’s probably never seen the streets. ‘Pretty boy’ might have seen it from the freeway in his beamer dealin’ bought him.

No, Axel’s not ghetto, not like me. I’ve been there. I clawed out of the ghetto when I landed an athletic scholarship for girls’ volleyball. Axel’s just a skinny little sissy white boy wrapped in a badass package. It’s not my business, I suppose.

I scrutinize the act, the baggy jeans, the oversized hoodie, and the giant gold chain swinging across his skinny chest. Once I get my claws into him, I will claw out something sweeter and feminine. I bet I’ll find panties when I break into his house tonight. Lots of panties, and they’re not trophies taken from the women he fucked.

I grab my backpack and get ahead of him, sit on the table, dig a bag of veggie sticks out of my backpack, and munch as I watch my mark. It’s hard to discern, but I see it. There’s something almost feminine about him. All this badass, tough guy crap’s an act. A good act. But an act. Have to hand it to him; it’s an Academy Award production. That feminine part of him attracts me to Axel. I know if I have the guts to make my offer and he accepts it when I get done with him, he won’t be Axel anymore. I consider what I’ll name my toy, Amber sounds good. I laugh, maybe just slut.

I’m not there yet. God, I got to quit reading so much Femdom erotica. I smack my head and regain my sanity. Ever since I started exploring Femdom and feminization, it seems every guy I come across wants to be feminized. Especially the Bad Boys. Nothing would turn me one more than to feminize Axel, peel away the costume, and live out my fantasies.

Axel stops and chats with a few classmates. There’s another exchange of cash and, soon after, an exchange of something illegal. Axel and his entourage continue their stroll across the campus as if they own every blade of grass, brick, book, and student.

God, I want to own you, Axel.

Axel and his entourage stroll toward me. Axel’s eyes are filled with determination and a sense of superiority. A skinny freshman walking like a marionette, with arms and legs that seemed too long for his body and a library of books balanced precariously in his arm, passed Axel. Axel leaned into him, and the books spilled across the lawn.

Axel and his entourage high-fived and laughed. He glanced in my direction, his gaze piercing. I mirrored it. He lowered his gaze. That’s the trait I love in my men: submission. It’s hard to see it in Axel, but it’s there. He’s doing a good job covering it up, or again, I’m reading too much Femdom shit. What I’d give to have a new toy out of all this.

I head home and take a nap. It’s going to be a long night because tonight. Tonight I break into his condo with the bump key I made. It’s probably best I go in when he’s not home, but…. I have an itch for danger, and something tells me I’ll find something besides Kim’s video. Before I doze off, I remind myself to stop reading so much Femdom and feminization erotica and just find a normal relationship.


Chapter Four




Axel

I slip into my pink baby doll, stand in front of the mirror, tuck my erect cock between my legs, and say, “Bad girl!” The degrading words sting but intensify my arousal. What could make it better was if they rolled off the tongue of my Mistress.

Once my laptop screen hums to life, I turn on my camera, hit record, and stand on the ‘X’ I marked on my hardwood floor. I admire my smooth body. As I slide my sissy panties up my legs, I savor the soft skin I’ve worked so hard to achieve. I let the lacey black hem of my pink panties settle on my girly hips and slip my cock into the delicate fabric of the pouch. I melt as the sissy pouch cradles my swollen flesh. My cock bounces with approval, and immediately, a stain appears on the sheer pink fabric.

I relax immediately, and the transformation begins. It’s a subtle change. But a change. A part of me, the feminine part of me, I suppress during the day. I have to. I have to maintain the appearance society requires of me. That masculinity. But now, away from the prying eyes of society, she bubbles to the surface. There’s more feminity down there, buried deep in my psyche I want to get at, but I can’t seem to get to it. Or I’m too scared. I slip into pink open-toe, four-inch stripper pumps, showing off my pink toenails. When I’m walking through campus in tough-guy mode, as my role as a drug dealer requires, I think of my pretty pink toenails. It relaxes me.

In my best Mistress voice, it’s not the real deal, but it’s something. I say, admiring the image on my laptop, “Such a pretty girl. Such a waste not to pimp you out. Don’t you think? “

My skin prickles with goosebumps as another wave of arousal runs through me. What could be more humiliating than to be forced to dress like a woman and have some woman force me to perform for other men while my Mistress watches? Just the thought intoxicated me.

My Mistress, like me, and my tough guy act are fake. I wish I had the real deal, but how do I find one? I approached Kim about it. There’s something inside her, I think, that she wants to try it. But she turns me down flat every time.

I worry that if Kim tells someone about my kinky proposition, I’m toast. To ensure she doesn’t talk, I hold the video I made of her over her head. If everyone finds out? Or the cops, who are always watching, figure it out…. Hell, they would love to get to my supplier by holding my secret kink over my head. Or if my supplier found out… Might be worse.

Once in my heels, I stand, struggling to maintain my balance. I walk back and forth for a few minutes, wondering how women do it. I stop, stand facing my laptop and adjust the hem of my nightie and tuck my cock between my thighs. I turn to the right, then left, thinking maybe I should put on my fake tits. I have several sizes of silicon breasts.

I laugh. Six months ago, I was content wearing panties, and now I have a closet full of girly stuff: bras, corsets that I don’t even know how to wear, makeup, and stockings. Dozens of shoes. Dresses, mostly skimpy slutty styles. I wish I had a girlfriend or Mistress to show me how—no, make me put those things on.

My imagination runs wild, and my cock slips slowly from the grip of my thighs. I tuck it back and squeeze my cock between my thighs harder. I turn around, and my cock pops free. Ignoring it, I lift the hem of my baby doll and look at the image on my screen. The sheer pink panties outlined with black frilly lace show off my juicy, alluring ass. In my Mistress’s voice, “Shame to let that ass go to waste.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“What are we going to do about it?”

I stumble on my heels to my sissy closet and grab two items, a dildo and a paddle. I set the paddle down on the desk and bend over ass facing the camera. I tease the hemline of my panties with the eight-inch black dildo.

In my Mistress’s voice, a higher pitched yet commanding tone, “You naughty girl! If you want cock, slut. Beg for it.”

I slip the dildo inside my panties as precum soaks my sissy pouch with the standard sticky residue of my exploding arousal. In my everyday voice, “I want it! Give it to me!” My cock throbs and dribbles more precum.

“Bad girl!” Mistress says. “Good girls don’t deal drugs.”


Chapter Five




Axel

I lick the suction part of the dildo and attach it to the floor, grab my studded leather paddle, and smack my ass. When the leather meets my fleshy ass, an arousing crack fills the room.

I say, “Bad girl!” I smack my ass again, this time watching my ass cheek jiggle.

I impose discipline for deviating from the norms of society and dressing like a girl. Again and again, alternating between cheeks, the self-inflicted discipline goes on until I can no longer take the burn. The paddle has left its mark. I adjust the tone of my voice, sounding as my Mistress might sound if I had one and if she were here with me. “Drug dealing, faggot.”

“Mistress, I’m not gay!” I say in my voice, unadjusted.

“No?” Mistress says. “Men don’t dress like a sissy! Men don’t like cock in their ass!” For good measure, I spank my ass again. The impact resonates through the room like the crack of a gunshot, the metal studs adding an extra sting to the burning sensation spreading through my body.

“You’re not? Why do you watch gay porn?” Mistress says. “Bad girl!”

Another crack transmits an intense rush of sting through my entire body.

“I won’t watch any more gay porn! I swear, Mistress! Please, no more. I’ll obey.”

“No? Maybe you like dick, slut?”

Aroused, I grab my cock, and stroke it twice, losing my balance. The subsequent three cracks give me the stinging impression I’ll have two striped ass cheeks in a lovely bright shade of red. When the next one connects, I yelp.

In my mind, I’m not delivering the discipline. Mistress does. I imagine her taller than my five-ten frame, which makes her seem more powerful than me. I like that. It turns me on. She’s got powerful arms, not beefy or bulging biceps like a male bodybuilder. Still, you can tell they’re powerful—like an athlete—maybe a basketball player or that volleyball player everyone’s talking about. The black girl. Oh fuck, that would be awesome. She’s got that look.

I shift my image, pulling from the school magazine cover she was on last month. Her short hair and piercing stare seem to bore right through you. I see a sixth sense in them, like she knows me, inside and out, with a single look, knowing what swirls around deep inside me.

My imagination progressed to where it always does: the gutter. Mistress’s toned, powerful legs drove her strapon, wrapped around her luscious hips deep into me. She’s wearing a full-length black PVC dress, so tight it seems painted on. I hold that image of my tall, black Mistress with her don’t fuck with me look in my mind and whack my sensitive ass again.

“You like my cock up your ass?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Beg me to spank you more, sissy,” raising the tone of my voice slightly, “You need my discipline, don’t you, slut.”

“Yes, Mistress. Please spank me more.” And I need the unique discipline only a dominatrix can bring. I enjoy dressing up, but there’s so much guilt and shame; what I honestly long for, or need, is to be forced. Forced to do all the things that were taboo and too hard for me to do on my own. I want her to feminize me. But that’s just a dream, like winning the lottery. It’s not happening.

In my imagination, she cracks my ass five more times, “What kind of pervert gets hard dressed in a pink baby doll? Are you a man?”

Crack! “I’m your little girl, Mistress.”

Thwack. “You want to be my little Princess?”

My cock twitches. “Yes. Mistress. Please. I beg you!”

With my ass burning, I finish with the self-inflicted discipline I imagine Mistress Kai inflicts on me or even the little Korean gal, Kim. I turn and check my tender ass in the mirror, it’s glowing red.

No longer able to control my urge, I sit on my leather chair. My ass stings, so I opt to stand. I’ve gone overboard on my ass. I grab my hand, trying to decide which homemade porn video I’ll watch. I don’t share them with anyone. Or anything. Never. But I enjoy watching them. Watching them, on the one hand, simply reminds me I’m not gay because I fucked a woman. It soothes the guilt and shame I get from my kinky activities. I can’t help it. It’s an unquenchable thirst, crossdressing, that is.

It’s like, I did that. I fucked a woman, so I’m not gay. The video is proof. But…. Maybe I am. Cause there are hidden desires. A gentle tug to do taboo things with men. But, they always revolve around my imaginary Mistress making me do them. So, does that make me gay? I shove those thoughts down where they belong in my mind’s deepest, darkest dungeon.

I sift through the titles of the dozens of videos I have. Like I said, I never share them or talk about having them. Except once with the Korean gal. I told Kim I had her video and played with myself while watching her. It broke every rule of how a sissy should approach her Mistress or potential Mistress, but I couldn’t help myself.

I approached Kim about the video and hinted that I wanted her to punish me. Take over and assume the role of what I thought a Mistress might be. She seemed intrigued but maybe too scared to explore something so taboo. Perhaps if someone gave her a nudge…

Now I’m dreaming.

I decided on the Korean gals video, Kim. There’s something sexy about her. She’s short—much shorter than me. She can’t be over five feet four inches. A short gal wasn’t my preference, but there was something about submitting to a woman who looked like one of those delicate porcelain dolls. What could be more emasculating?

I hit play and watch, stroking my cock through the soft fabric of my sissy panty pouch. Kim’s bent over the sink, and as I watched, I fantasized I was her bent over the sink in the men’s bathroom, taking her strap on. As I watch my cock disappear and reappear, slowly, my fantasy unfolds. My cock is plastic, strapped to a woman’s hips, Kim’s slender hips.

She humiliates me. Verbal castration. The lingering warmth of my self-inflicted spanking adds to the pleasure of my hand wrapped in silk stroking my cock. In less than a minute, I shoot my load. Weird because I have trouble having an orgasm when I bury my cock in a pussy. That’s the reason women love me.

My cock still twitching, my sissy pouch sags from the weight of my cum clinging to my softened cock. I slip off my drenched panties, toss them in my laundry bag, lock my closet and put a clean pair of sissy panties on, and head toward my sleeping bedroom. I sigh as I leave my sissy room behind.


Chapter Six




Kai

I wait outside in my car until the lights go out in Axel’s condo. Then, using my bump key, I open the front door. I sneak through his home. As I make my way through the living room, up the stairs, and into his bedroom, where I suspect the phone will be, part of me looks for any sign Axel might have feminine tendencies I can exploit, but everything that I see is all male—bad boy male.

On my way to the bedroom, I pass a locked room. What’s strange about it is that the two padlocks are on the outside with two shiny, extra sturdy hasps, like something you’d find in a horror movie. They’re easy enough to pick but creepy; I wonder what he’s hiding there. I suspect drugs. I grab one lock, study it, and drop it. I put my ear to the door and listen. No sounds.

I pick both locks in no time. I turn the handle and open the door—Axel’s not keeping any victims here. There’s a computer, a closet, and a mirror. The closet has another lock on it. Bet the videos I need are on that computer. Not wanting to risk turning on a light, I put my flashlight in my mouth and sit behind the desk. It’s probably password-locked. But it isn’t, and finding Kim’s video wasn’t hard. He had a copy on his computer, and since Axel linked his phone to his laptop, deleting Kim’s incriminating video was a breeze.

Technically, I’m done and a grand richer. Axel has dozens of albums named after girls. I delete all of them and then stumble across something that gets my juices flowing. Tucked away in a hidden album is a collection of videos that reveal photos and very incriminating videos. I smile. I swipe through the pictures. My, my, it seems Axel has a secret.

Before I head to his bedroom, I pick the lock on the closet door. I opened it and was even more pleased by what I saw. This is going to be one rip-roaring of night. My heart beating, I grab the black dildo he seems to be quite familiar with and head to his bedroom, where he’s sound asleep.

Tonight, Axel, I’m stripping away the facade.

I creep into his bedroom, slide a black accent chair next to the bed, sit down, pull up the very kinky and damning video I transferred from Axel’s private album to my phone, turn up the volume, and watch.

In the video, Axel stands before his computer, turns sideways, and studies his body. It’s smooth, which surprises me. Then he faces forward and tucks his cock between his legs. He looks rather feminine best I can describe it, like a flat-chested woman with a cock breaking the plane of his body. Oh hell yeah, Axel, you are now my bitch. You just don’t know it yet. In his left hand, the same ten-inch black dildo I have in mine right now.

Then the show begins….


Chapter Seven




Axel

I’m halfway down the hall when I return to recheck the lock outside my bedroom door. No one can find what I have in my secret sissy room or that I have a sissy room where I store and hide my most prized possessions. No one.

Satisfied, I secured the locks, yet I still felt uneasy about sleeping in my pink baby doll. I consider removing it, but it feels so good—so right on me. Why do I want this? Why do I have this internal pull to be a girl? It’s shameful! Men don’t think like this! What if one of my crew stops by? Or my drug source. Neither would find my secret fetish acceptable in the business I’m in. I can’t help it. I have to wear it because somehow I feel more like myself when dressed like a girl, comfortable, aroused, and helpless all at the same time.

I’m turning the handle to my bedroom when internal alarm bells go off, and I return to my sissy room, unlock the door, and enter possessed with worry—men don’t wear nighties. I yank off the baby doll, feeling guilty and ashamed that I like it so much, and slip into my sweatpants and T-shirt, but it doesn’t feel right.

I don’t know why wearing women’s clothes feels so good, but it brings a sense of balance to my world.

And….

Sure, I get hard when I pound pussy, but the intensity of my orgasm, if I have one, is nothing like the orgasm I have when I’m wearing girly stuff or I got a cock rammed up my ass. I remind myself this is my house, and who will know?

I peek through the curtains. There’s a car out front, the engines running. There’s someone inside. Damn cops. It’s just one car, so I’m not getting raided, so I strip out of the sweatpants and T-shirt and put the baby doll back on. It feels good. It’s not like anyone is breaking into my place.

Back in my bedroom, I pull down the comforter and bedsheets and place a pair of sweatpants and a T-shirt at the bedside, just in case. Worried I didn’t lock the door to my special sissy room, I got back up and rechecked the locks for the hundredth time. I have to; I must hide my secret fetish, and yet deep down, I wish someone would ‘catch me’ and force me to do dirty, nasty, taboo things. I fall asleep and slip into the same filthy fantasy I have every night. I’m walking the streets, dressed like a hooker in one of my favorite outfits. Mistress watches, laughing.

The scrape of a chair pulls me into the zone between awake and asleep, and I sense someone watching me. Is it just nerves? No, someone’s here. Who would it be? Cops? No, cops would have stormed in. I must be imagining things and slip back into my dream. But it’s there, the gentle in-and-out hiss of breathing. It must be mine. No one else is here. What if it’s one of my crew? Had one of my crew heard a rumor about my secret fetish and come to check it out? See with their own eyes. If one of my crew found out about my secret fetish, I’m done for. They could take over my business or worse.

Oh God, I’m busted.

An idea enters my mind and slips away as fast as it enters. Someone catches me. Maybe Kim, that little Korean gal, angered over my teasing, finally snaps and breaks in to erase the video I took of her, finds out about my secret, and punishes me. My cock, already hard from my dream, throbs at the thought.

“My… My… Look at you.”

Kim’s just a little rich girl, and there’s no way she’s breaking in and bypassing my security alarm. That will not happen. It’s got to be one of my crew. Who else would have the skill set to break in? I’m toast.

Or the cops. I want to open my eyes and see who it is, but I’m scared. I shake my head. I’m dreaming. No one’s here. It’s just a dream. I let go. In the fringes of sleep, I drift into a fantasy. Kim breaks in and catches me in my nightie. She grabs the hem of my nightie, lifts it, and drops it. “What is this?”

“Kim…. I….” I’m ashamed. I’m embarrassed and humiliated at getting caught, but I’m relieved. She says the words I want to hear: “I own you now.”

My dream unfolds with all the dirty, nasty, and taboo acts I dream about and watch in porn videos. The things she makes me do are so forbidden, so filthy and so slutty. Activities I can’t bring myself to do on my own. She dresses me up like a cheap slut, drops me off on a street known for hookers, and helps me do my makeup. She inspects me like I’m her property, “Oh my little bimbo, all the guys, the dirty, nasty filthy guys, are going to want nothing more than to bend you over and fuck you senseless.”

There’s a cough. I heard it. Someone’s here! I’m not asleep or imagining it. Oh shit. Fantasizing about getting caught and getting caught are two different things. It can’t be. I try to open my eyes. Maybe I’m having a nightmare. It’s my voice. I recognized it from one video I made of myself. “I want your big black cock. Please give it to me. Fuck me!”

My comforter slides down my shoulders, and a cool breeze glides over my swollen cock. I open my eyes, rub the sleep out of them, turn, and look down. Sure thing, the comforter is down to my ankles.

“What kind of man wears a babydoll to bed.”


Chapter Eight




Axel

I’m not dreaming. I shoot upright, and sitting next to me, a phone in her hand, that volleyball player. What’s her name? With an amused look on her face, she tosses my dildo onto my stomach. It lands with a thud.

“My… My…” She turns the video I made of myself dressed in one of my slutty outfits pretending I’m about to get fucked by a thug from the ghetto. It’s not on my phone. She’s got my video on her phone. What else does she have on there?

I can’t speak. The first emotion to fill me is not anger. After all, she broke into my home. Stole my personal property. It’s not even fear that she’s going to reveal my secret. It’s arousal, and it’s obvious.

“You’re my kind of man.”

The thug in me takes over. This cunt broke into my home. My first thought was to call the police, but I can’t have cops wandering around in my house. My stash is here. “Bad move cunt. You know who I am?”

I don’t quite grasp that she knows who I am. She’s got a video of me dressed like a girl. I glance at it. The dildo stuck to the hardwood floor, standing straight up as I lowered my ass down on it. There’s no way I’m calling the cops, but in desperation, I threaten to. “I’ll call the cops.”

“Oh my. I think you should. Oh, please do. Please do. I’ll wait right here. And oh, how what will your crew think of you…. Or what else will they find besides all the pink?” She rubs her forefinger and thumb on her sexy chin, “Call the cops. Go ahead. Let’s see what they find here.” She runs her hand up my calf, over my knee, and slides it into my inner thigh. She stops inches from my cock nestled in the sheer fabric of a sissy pouch. My cock twitches, and precum seeps out. “Oh my. Are we aroused? I wonder if when the man finds your stash if they let you change before they haul your ass to jail—” She grabs the hem of my nightie, lifts and drops it back down. “Dressed like this?”

She snaps a picture of me in a baby doll, cock standing at attention. What’s her game? I hope it includes feminizing me. No, I didn’t think that. Things like that happen in porn videos, not in real life.

“Don’t get any ideas, bitch.” I say, trying to make my voice sound powerful and manly, but it cracks, and it’s more of the sissy tone I’ve been practicing.

She teases my inner thigh. “My, your skin is so soft.” She lowers her head. I think she is about to suck my cock. But she sniffs my thighs. “Jasmine?”

Seeing my cock twitch, she laughs. “I’m not sucking that little thing.”

“Little? Women love me!” I’m buying time, trying to think of a way to explain this away. But what explanation is there? What’s bizarre about the situation, one, my cock’s still hard, and two, I can’t seem to reign in my imagination that’s running wild.

My gaze shifts to the video, and I watch my ass devour the big black dildo. My face heats with humiliation watching, not because I’m riding a dildo, but because I’m lying in bed, an Amazon Goddess making me watch a very damning video, and I’m excited. Aroused. My cocks is not just throbbing but shaking like a vibrator, and precum doesn’t just drip but streams.

“Oh my, are we getting aroused?” she says. “Things change tonight. Understand. Axel, we both want what’s coming. Don’t we?”

Ignoring the evidence playing on my phone and that I’m in the sissiest of clothes, I deny it all. “What’s coming? Hey, so I tried it. I’m not gay. Doing things like that helps me get laid. Hey, baby, you want some of this fat cock.” I grab it. It seemed like it might be a very masculine deed but wrapped in a pink sissy punch, it loses its punch. “Didn’t have to break in. I’ll give it to you.” I slide my legs over the bed stand and pull my nightie down. Such a girlie thing to do. “Ever had a big ten-inch? Maybe a black one, but nothing like a big white cock.”

“Honey,” She latches onto my cock, not like any woman has ever grabbed it before. It’s like she owns it. She squeezes it, “That’s not ten-inches. It’s….” She strokes. I want to explode. “Four inches and no more and not worth my time.”

She holds up my ten-inch dildo next to mine. I know the dildo is ten inches if I believe the advertisement. “Now that’s a cock. Yours doesn’t compare.”

I feel emasculated. I want to say, just tell me to do it. Suck it. Get down on your knees, sissy, and suck the life out of it. For you, my Goddess. But I can only mumble something. I’m not even sure I knew what I was trying to say.

“I have something in mind for you. We both know what that is. Don’t fight it, honey. No, I take that back. Fight it all you want. I like a little fight.”

Was this it? My dream come true? What do I do now? Fight back? Or do I give in and let her run the show? I’m intrigued and more than willing to follow her down whatever path she wants to take me. Put a leash on me, but I can’t. What if she tells someone?

It’s like someone had injected one of those weird drugs in me that paralyze your body but leave your mind active. Because every muscle in my body froze, except for my cock, which continues to twitch.

“On your knees now!” A force of nature behind her voice compels me to drop. Before I know it, I’m on my knees, my cock standing straight out, and I’m looking up at what is my dream come true.


Chapter Nine




Kai

“Get down on your knees.” Axel hesitates. Our eyes meet. I know how to read people, I’m a master at it, and what I see as we stare at each other isn’t fear, anger, or what I could only describe as: ‘Who do you think you are, bitch.’ There’s a sparkle in his eyes, and his cheeks shine with ecstasy. Like he’s been waiting for this moment for as long as I have. There’s no doubt he wants this as much as I do. So, I hold nothing back when I point to the floor. “Now!” I say it like a Marine drill sergeant.

As his knees bend to my will, a grin stretches his cheeks. He’s looking forward to this as much as I am. Maybe Axel is having a little too much fun. I’ll have to change that. I want him to enjoy it, but not this much. What can I say? I’m a bitch.

At least I know I have him. Though our game edges toward the limit of consent, he’s consenting to anything I want, and I like it so much that my insides shudder. My head tips back, thanking the universe for this gift. I look down at his head, bowed submissively. Waiting for my next command. Waiting for me to take him to a new place. I chuckle. The way the short baby doll barely covers his swollen, throbbing crotch is comical.

No doubt surrendering to me excites him. I savor the moment for several breaths watching his cock twitch, seep precum. He looks up at me, a pleading look in his eyes. They seem to say, “Punish me, Mistress.” Or, “Feminize me, make me do all the dirty nasty things a slut does. The filthy things are burning my insides apart.”

Oh, I will, I answer silently. Have no fears.

His eyes drop submissively, and he tugs at the lacey pink hem of his baby doll, trying to cover his erection. He tugs and tugs until he gives up. His cock is too hard, too swollen, and too eager for my lips, hand, or cunt. Those are options no longer available to him. Maybe. After he’s suffered much and long. After he’s submitted everything to me, especially his masculinity. That thought makes my pussy flutter.

He catches me eyeing the hem of his crotch gain, perhaps thinking I’m admiring his cock. He says, “Like it, don’t you?”

He’s mistaken. I’m not getting aroused by the size of his erection but by the shame I knew he was feeling, kneeling before me. I turn the knife a little, already buried in his back. “Sorry, but that little thing won’t do much for me.”

He drops his chin to his chest and tugs at the hem of clothes no man should wear, trying to cover an erection no man should have while wearing a pink baby doll that barely covers his ass.

I shake my head, ”Such a cute little thing, though.”

“Girls like it.” He says, trying to regain some self-worth.

“Not what I heard.”

“Who said that?” He’s ashamed I called him out on his average-sized, at best cock. He glances up again with pleading eyes. In them, I see, a plea let’s get the ball rolling. Ashamed and trying to hide his erection from my prying eyes, he tucks his cock between his thighs while still holding down the hem of his baby doll. “Had no complaints before.”

Humiliating Axel brings more pleasure than I ever could have imagined. I lick my lips. Then I feel it, a gentle awakening of my pussy.

His face flushes. “So what do you want? Money? Drugs?”

I smile. Axel knows what I want. No matter if we play a little more. “You.”

He gets it. He caresses my calf, a pleading caress, one a starving beggar might use to beg for a scrap of anything from his Queen.

“Did you ask permission to touch me….” I pause, considering how I want to address him. “Slave.”

He jerks his hand away, already shifting to my control. In a shaky voice, filled with a mixture of pleasure and humiliation, “What are you going to make me do?” There’s a need, perhaps a hope in his eyes, that what I make him do won’t be easy but wildly kinky, quite taboo, and loads of fun.

I laugh, “What am I going to make me do?” I pause again. What’s the best way to answer that? What he wants me to do with him might be more extreme than anything I could come up with and maybe even more fun. So, I asked, “What do you want me to make….” I draw out make. “…you do.”

His eyes drop. He swallows hard. “Anything you want. Mistress. I….” He lowers his head. “I…. deserve to be punished.”

“I think you’re right, bad girl.” His cock snaps free from between his thighs, throbbing with arousal. “Tuck that pathetic excuse for manliness back between your thighs. I don’t want to see it unless I give you permission.”

He obeys, I say. “Being punished excites you?”

He hesitates. Wheels spin in his mind. When he speaks, he speaks confidently. “I want to do what pleases you, my Mistress.”

Oh my fucking god, I think he’s put some thought into this. “You want me to punish you?”

“Yes, Mistress. I’m a bad boy.”

Smiling, I say, “Soon you’ll be my bad girl.” The hem of the babydoll springs upward as his cock pops free from between his thighs. “What did I say?”

“I’m sorry, Mistress.” he tucks it between his thighs again.

“Sissy faggots don’t need a cock, do they? Perhaps we should lock it up.”

His cock pops free again. Axel looks at me, eyes wide. He doesn’t understand. He will. Soon. An idea to spice this up enters my mind. “How about Kim? You want her to punish you?”

He smiles. “Yes, Mistress. Very Much.”

“Strip.”

He stands, slips the lacey straps of his baby doll over his shoulder, and lets the delicate fabric drop. “Those too.” I point at the soaking wet sissy panties.

He drops them in a flash and stands cock erect, the cute head of his cock pink and glimmering with precum, shaking with need.

I hand him my phone. He takes it. I step behind him, reach around and grab his hard cock. He moans. “Call Kim. Convince her to join our little party. If you can’t do this before you cum I leave and release all your little secrets…to, well, everyone. I mean everyone about what you do in secret.”

He arches his back into my tits. I squeeze his cock. “What do I say?” He moans. Precum dribbles out of his cock.

“That’s your problem. But the truth is probably your best option.” God, I’m a bitch. “Just know if you cum before, she agrees. I leave and release all these dirty videos.” I’m not sure if I’m that cruel; releasing all those taboo videos and his secret to the world would ruin him. I’m not sure I can, but it adds a bit of spice and perhaps motivation, and watching him squirm with humiliation makes me wet. “I want to hear. So, please put it on speakerphone. She’s in my contacts.” He swipes a finger through my contacts, finds her name, and hits the green phone. The phone rings. I twist my hand around his swollen cock. The tension I feel tells me he’s close. I don’t want him to lose. I try to come up with another twist of our play as I twist my hand around his swollen cock.

“Mistress. She’ll never come.”

His thighs tremble. The phone rings. I twist up and down his shaft. He pants. His muscles tighten and loosen. The ringing stops. His voice breaks and sounds high-pitched as he greets Kim, “Kim, it’s me, Axel.”

“You know what time it is. Why are you calling?”

The slick sound of my hand sliding over his shaft is obvious.

“You pervert! Are you masturbating?”

He takes a long breath, steadies himself, and begins the story about how he came to call Kim, the truth about himself, and his fantasies. He will not get to the end of this tale without blowing his load across the room. I can feel the tension, so it just might splatter the wall six feet away. So hey, I’m not a bitch, so I gave him a fighting chance. I stopped giving him a hand job, opting instead to try out one of the kinky ideas I read about in my Femdom book. I whispered in his ear, “Hold your cock up.” Axel obeys.

Kim says, “Who is talking? Hold what up?”

“Hi Kim, it’s Kai. Axel here is going to give you another option to assure you never have to worry about him again.”

I flicked his balls with my finger.

“Oh, fuck.”

“What’s going on over there, Axel.”

He told her.

Kim says, “Oh, my dear.”

I say, “Hi, Kim.” I flick his balls.

“Oh, fuck.” Axel groans.

I remind him, “You wanted punishment for being a dirty girl.”

“Uh…. Kai. Um….”

“Just listen, Kim, and decide. Feminizing and punishing this slut could be so much fun. For both of us.” I add.

“Okay, I’ll listen,” Kim responds. Under the tone of repulsion, there’s a hint of arousal.

He finishes his story while I flick his balls in a never-ending barrage. I don’t feel guilty. After all, I’m giving him what he asked for—punishment.

I say to Kim, “Anything you want. You’d be like a co-mistress.” Then I stroke again, fast and furious.


Chapter Ten




Axel

What choice do I have? To be honest, I don’t want one. I want to let go, let Kai take hold of my life and my choices, and let her pull me into another universe. A universe where I’m a woman and…. don’t have to think, at least when I’m with Kai.

I want to let go, let my worries about getting busted, going to jail, failing in class, or having to dig my grave because my supplier thinks I’m a snitch, and just let those worries float away. I don’t have to think. Just do what Mistress says.

So, I tell Kim the truth, all of it, as Mistress flicks my balls with her finger. I’m struggling to get the words out over the desire to wail in pain. It’s humiliating to reveal who I am and what I want. Because I know if Kim disagrees, Mistress will destroy me. Or will she? Somehow, despite what she was doing to my balls, I knew this Amazon of a black woman, my future Mistress—I hope—would take care of me even if I failed at my task and didn’t convince Kim to agree to assist with my punishment, despite the pain of getting my balls tortured.

Once finished with my story Mistress begins her handjob in earnest.

Kim says, “So let me get this straight. If you cum or I don’t agree to join in on your humiliation, Kai destroys your life?”

“Yes.”

Mistress orders me to spit in her hand. I do. She edges me. My balls pull up into my sack. I want to say to Kim, hurry cunt. But I know my life, my very existence, is in her hands. And Kai has that delicate touch. Her finger skims over my head, “Oh fuck.” I moan.

Kim says, “That sounds like a good deal. But what if I want to see you ruined? Oh my. I don’t know. What are you going to do for me?”

“Anything! Please. I beg you. Mistress, please, stop. I can’t hold it any longer.”

Kim asks, “Clean my apartment.”

“Yes!”

“In a maid’s outfit.”

“Yes.” The image of it only edges me closer, exciting me.

“Okay, I’m on my way.”

Mistress yanks her hand away, and I sputter out an ejaculation, but it doesn’t give me the relief any other orgasm has ever had, except the time my sister caught me masturbating. I’d been right there on edge, and I had the worst case of blue balls for the rest of the week, too scared to sneak away into the bathroom.

“Mistress?”

Mistress says, “Hand me the phone.”

I obey. Horny doesn’t do justice to the way I feel right now. After my ruined orgasm, I’m more than aching.

“Kim, need your help.”

“Yeah. What can I do.”

Mistress explains. Kim should stop by an adult bookstore and pick up some items. I glance down at my cock, erect again and realize that when Kim gets here, she’ll have items that will deprive me of even my freedom to masturbate. I force a ball of saliva down my throat. We wait.

Kim shows up an hour later. During the hour we waited, Mistress used a couple of my belts to restrain my hands above my head and to the bed. Then she edged me while waiting for Kim.

She taunted me. “Better cum, cause no more for a while.”

Her mouth was so warm and soft, and when her tongue flicked across the head of my cock so nice. But she either pulled back in time to deny me release or pulled back in time to ruin my orgasm.

By the time Kim arrived, I had suffered through two more ruined orgasms. And my balls ached. And I was begging to be set free. Begging for her to not touch my cock. She took a closeup of my tortured cock, and showed it to me, retrained in bed. My cockhead had turned a bright shade of red, maybe even closer to purple, and overall, the flesh looked tender, raw even.

“Fuck,” I say. “Oh, fuck.” What have I done? But I had no remorse. I was looking forward to more. Mistress left me alone, tied down when the doorbell rang. She left to answer my door as if my home was hers now. I suppose it is. They’re gone for an eternity. I’m tied down, and my cock is raw. Faintly I hear their voices, full of laughter and cheer, as they enter my sissy room. I hear a conversation but can’t tell what they’re saying. But they laugh a lot and talk. More laughter. I hear the word cock, too many times.

What are they doing?

I yell. “Hey. Mistress. I’m here.” Mistress gave me a safe word, but I don’t want to use it. I’m not hurt or anything. I turn my body to check the time on the nightstand. Twenty minutes have passed since Mistress left me here.

“Come on,” I yell.

Finally, they enter the room. Kim’s holding a bag labeled with the name of a nearby twenty-four adult store. She jangles the bag. “Ready?”

I know what’s in the bag. I know what it means. I want it. I want these two women to punish me, but this. Depriving me of my manhood. Kim dumps the contents of the bag on my stomach. I cringe. She laughs.

“My…. My look at that.” She wraps her hand around my cock, and laughs. “Want a handjob, slut.” I try to turn my body away. I wince and cringe at her tender hands doing what any man should beg for. “Please. No.”

Mistress smacks my thighs. “Lie still and let your other Mistress play.” Kim plays with my cock, and let me tell you. Every stroke elicits an intense heat. It’s not pain, more of an unwelcome discomfort. I cringe. Twist and beg her to stop. My cock softens, in my entire life, that has never happened.

“My… My, what’s wrong with you? Can’t get it up?”

My only response was that my face warmed, and I’m sure Kim was looking down at a face reddened with embarrassment.

“Might as well lock it up. Useless piece of flesh.”

My mouth opened as I thought about an explanation for why I couldn’t get it up, but somehow, I suspected Mistress Kai had filled her in. Kim opened the first package, a metallic cage. Then a pink plastic one.

Kim says, “I like the pink one.”

Kai says, “Yeah, so do I. It’s a nice color that fits a sissy. But when he goes to class and does his rounds, dealing drugs, let’s put him in the metal one.” She picks it up and bounces her hand with it in her palm. “It’s got weight to it. It reminds him who’s in charge. Who owns him.”

Kim dangled the pink one in front of my face. “I like it. Now slut, beg me to lock it up, and we can proceed to feminization. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

Words failed me. I wanted it more than anything. I nod.

Mistress lifted my cock and flicked my balls with her finger. “Your Mistress asked you a question, answer.”

“Yes, Mistress Kim. There is nothing more in life I want than for you to cage me, feminize me, and make me yours.” There was emotion in my voice like there was nothing else in life I wanted, and in reality, there wasn’t.

Kim says to Kai, “I’m not convinced.”

Kai says, “Neither am I.”

Words spill out of my mouth faster than my tongue can move. “I want you to feminize me, Mistresses I want to be your sissy I want to be your slave I want to clean your apartments and do whatever dirty, nasty thing you want me to do I will be your slut, your cockwhore your pussy slave, anything anything please lock my cock up because it is a worthless piece of flesh….”

I ramble on as the ring slips around my balls, and the cage slides over my raw flesh. I’m still rambling when Mistress removes my restraints.


Chapter Eleven




Kai

Kim and I worked out a custody schedule in Axel’s secret sissy room before caging our new toy. We drew straws for the first night and would trade nights afterward. Our plan was simple: one of us would always spend the night with our toy at his place. However, on weekends, we’d share him all weekend—every day, every hour, every minute, every second. Since this was Friday night, we planned on having one wild, entertaining weekend to shatter our new toy’s masculinity—rip it out of him. Break him in and have lots of raunchy merriment.

I’m glad Kim’s joining in, though honestly, I was worried. I’m doing this on the fly, so when I created my sissy challenge for Axel, I realized a little too late I might have jumped into the lake before dipping my toes in. What if Kim didn’t go for it? What if she refused and found my plan too depraved, too disgusting, and what if she was vanilla all day, all the time? Some people are, I’m sure of it. Me, I’m not.

What if she hung up and, on Monday morning, started spreading rumors about Axel? Or me? People think I’m a bitch. No problem there. I’m proud of it. But would it affect my scholarship? And what if Axel couldn’t convince her to join in on my fun? What if she said no? Would it destroy his life? My life? All the while Axel talked, I feared the worst.

What if he came? I’d never ruined a guy’s orgasm only read about it. So, would I botch the ruined orgasm operation? Let him cum too soon?

The other question was, would I follow through on my threat to release the videos even if she kept her mouth shut? He wanted to release his femme persona and needed me to do it. I’d have to make that choice. I’m a bitch, but thankfully, Kim jumped at the opportunity. And I’m glad I had read extensively on how to ruin a man’s orgasm. What fun that was. After the first, I had to try it two more times. Hey, the competitor in me took over. I wonder what the world’s record for ruined orgasms in one night was?

When Kim arrived baring gifts from an adult bookstore, I gave her a quick briefing on Femdom, cock cages, and all the benefits. Kim, with an excitement that shocked me, says, “That’s fucking hot. Hang on, wait for me! I don’t want to miss anything. Let me do it. I want to do it! Do I get a key?”

Once we had him caged, we released him from his restraints. We both took a chair, making Axel stand in front of us. Kim put her copy of the chastity lock key around an anklet, and I put mine on my charm bracelet.

Axel sighs and glances at his groin, encased in pink plastic. His face flushes and his eyes widen and fill with desire. I smile. I swear I can see the swelling flesh of his manhood foraging for free space. I can almost hear the plastic creak from the pressure. Axel fidgets with the pink plastic, adjusting it, then tries to cover it. “Oh fuck, that hurts.”

Kim and I laugh.

“Don’t get hard,” I say. “This is so much fun. So what are we going to do with Axel now?”

Kim says, “I’m horny. But tired. It’s like one in the morning.”

I nod. “Me too.”

Before we went to bed, we put Axel back in a sexy baby doll and sexy pink thong he had in the closet.

Kim says, “Turn around.” Kim licks her lips, looks at me, then Axel, and says, “I always wanted a guy who’d, you know, go down on me and not worry about himself, Kai. Not now, but in the morning, he will please me. I’m horny, but for tonight I’m going to bed. I’ll take the couch.” Her hand darts up to Axel’s lips. “Open.”

Axel obeys. I’m a little worried we’re pushing him too hard, but when the pink plastic twitches and precum coats the pink with a shimmering sheen, I know he’s enjoying himself. Kim grabs his tongue delicately and sort of wiggles it. “You better warm that tongue up because I plan on wearing it out.”

She laughs and pokes his cock before she heads downstairs. Axel’s bouncing on his feet while fiddling with his cage through the sheer pink of the thong. “Where’s the sissy going to sleep?”

I say, “Get your hands away from it. On the floor.”

“What? This is my house.”

In the morning, Kim and I shower, and we have Axel strip naked and stand before us while we drink our morning coffee. We develop our plan for the day.

“We need makeup,” Kim says.

Axel fidgets with his chastity device as a smoldering gaze fills his eyes.

“He likes it. Some other items, too. A remote-controlled butt plug would be cool.” I add.

Axel gulps. His gaze travels between me and Kim.

“Lockable heels,” I add.

“Thigh-high boots. Axel will look good in those. And some corsets.” Kim says.

“He’s got a few of those,” I say.

“What are we going to call him,” Kim says. “Axel’s too macho.”

“Amber?” I say.

“Slut?” Kim says. “Whore? Sissy?”

Axel’s struggling again. As best I can tell, the thought of being called those names seems to have struck a nerve and caused some swelling between his thighs.

“Oh, you like them?” Kim laughs.

“Okay, Amber, for when we take him out in public, we call him Amber, and slut, whore, or sissy here.”

“Public?” Axel says.

I smile.

“Shower. Shave every hair off that body. I want you smooth. Go.” I say.

Amber looks at me. Then Kim. Back at me. Kim says, “Run!”

Amber hesitates, then trots off. Kim and I do some shopping. When we return, we guide him into his sissy room, and Kim says. “I’m excited, he—”

I interrupt. “She, Kim, we must start referring to Axel as she.”

Kim says, “Okay. When I’m done, our slut here’s going to be one pretty girl.”

Axel smiles. He smiles. Not a grin. A smile like he just won the lottery, and in a sense, he has. All of us have.


Chapter Twelve




Sissy Amber

Mistress Kim and Kai return buzzing with excitement, balancing a dozen or more packages in their arms. I remained naked as they ordered. The plastic of my cage is lightweight, yet it is an overwhelming burden. It’s a reminder, a continuous internal ringing of the bell of my submission. I’ve been locked in chastity now for hell, less than twenty-four hours, but I can’t think of anything but how to please my mistresses. What do they like? They didn’t have breakfast. Should I cook breakfast?

Mistress Kim’s words remind me of my plans for her. “You better warm that tongue up because I plan on wearing it out.” What if I can’t please her? There’s a tiny bit of worry about punishment, but I want to please her. I want to obey. I rush to my secret room, open the closet, and pull out my life-like doll. When I bought it, the description advertised it as being anatomically correct. I find a video on a porn site on how to eat pussy and practice.

I have to please her. I can think of nothing else. I’m single-minded. As I practice, I’m devoting all my energy to her needs. My cock tries and tries to swell, but the tightness restricts it. I’ve never felt this submissive before.

I lose track of time, didn’t hear them enter, and when they arrive, the video is still running, and my head is buried in a plastic pussy.

I left my head to their laughter. “Mistress, I want to please, serve you, obey you… so… I…” The words rolling off my tongue feel good and arouse me, so there’s that familiar pressure below. It hurts so good.

They drop the packages. Mistress Kim pulls out my desk chair, pats it, and says, “Sit slut.”

I adjust my cage. Being called a slut sends a burst of sexual energy between my thighs, which increases the pressure even more below.

Mistress Kai, ever vigilant for ways to humiliate and torture me, says, “Slut. Slut. Slut. Today you become our sissy slut.” She walks over and pokes my suffering flesh. “Slut. Whore.”

Mistress Kim points out, “Look, he’s flushed. He likes it. Whore.” She joins in on the torment that causes more arousal than pain. She takes a tentative poke at my cock. “Whore.”

I cringe.

“Oh, that’s fun.”

Kim tightens her thighs together. “I hope you got your technique down, ’cause soon… But first, let’s get you looking like the slut you’ll become. Get your ass over here.”

I sit as Kim unloads the contents of three bags. I recognize the name and logo on the outside of the bags as from a high-end makeup store. I’m enthusiastic to see what I become as she lays out the makeup. I want to look good for her, even though being feminized is something I have always wanted. The macho in me fights back. Feminization isn’t for me. But how will I escape chastity if I don’t please her? I want to please her. I have to please her.

Mistress Kim turns on my laptop camera so I can see the entire feminization process unfold. I turn my head left, then right. While Kim lays all the makeup and brushes needed for my feminization, Mistress Kai unloads the other packages. The first one is a shoe box. Out of it, she pulls two shiny patent leather heels. The stiletto heels have to be at least six inches. She turns my chair, pokes my cock.

I twitch. She pokes it again and laughs, reminding me I’m hers to play with. Then, she poked it several more times to ensure I understood my role.

“Put your left foot on my thigh.”

I obey. Kai cups my heel and slides the left high heel on my foot. Then she straps the ankle strap on and locks it. Follows suit with the other foot. One key goes on her charm bracelet, the other on Mistress Kim’s ankle bracelet.

Mistress Kim turns me around, facing the laptop, and begins. As my feminization beings, they talk, like I’m not there, about what they planned for the day.

“I need my pussy serviced for sure,” Kim says as she dabs a creamy substance she called foundation on my face. I look like a blank canvas when she’s done.

Mistress Kai says, “It’s his duty.” Kai pulls a box out of a package. The logo and title show it’s from an infamous adult toy store. She holds it up.

Kim stops painting my eyes with glittering pink, purple, and black. “What’s that?”

Mistress Kai dangles it in front of my face and points to the tip, “This part goes up his ass, and this part here goes right under his balls. This remote goes in one of our hands and….” She presses the button, and it hums. “No time like the present.”

“I agree,” Kim says.

“Stand up, whore.” Kai says.

I do. That pressure of what’s becoming an all too futile attempt to become erect returns.

Mistress Kai points at my cock. “Look at it. You can almost see it trying to swell.”

She pokes it. I cringe. It couldn’t be more sensitive after how many ruined orgasms. I lost track. It hurts. My cock continues to try to bust out of its confinement, and that hurts. But it’s a good hurt. A hurt that illustrates my submission. My desire to please. My ankles curl inwards as I struggle to balance on the towering stiletto heels.

Mistress Kai says, “Poke it. It’s fun.”

Mistress Kim puts down her eyeshadow brush and pokes it. I cringe again. “Did you see his face? Fuck I wonder what he is going to look like after we keep him locked up for a week.”

I swallow.

Mistress Kai squirts a dab of lube on the tip of the intimidating-looking device and spreads the slickness over the curved black plastic device with her hand. “Put it in.”

I’ve seen these things on sissy and cuckold sites. I breathe in and out. Grab the edge of the table because I know if I don’t when I bend over, I’ll fall flat on my face. I find my hole and twist, turn, and push until, with a final pop, it slides in. My heart thunders in my chest. The design is perfect. It hits that spot. I’ve read about that spot. I’ve explored that spot. My cock strains against the plastic, and precum seeps out. The anal invader pressures my prostrate even more when I return to my seat. I glance at the white control in Mistress Kai’s hand, and even with it off, it’s a pleasant suffering. I want her to turn it on, but I don’t want to ask.

Mistress Kim says, “We’re almost done.”

I glance in the mirror. I don’t recognize the face staring back at me. My eyes pop. The combination of glitter and mascara seems to scream, bend me over and take me. My plucked eyebrows make me look even more submissive. How will I hide that when I hit the streets on Monday?

Kim says, “Some color on the cheeks.”

Mistress Kai holds the white remote under my nose, “Lots of color.”

Mistress Kim says, “Can I do the honors?”

Mistress Kai hands the little white remote to Kim. She pushes it. I let out a soft moan, and the vibration shoots up through my ass, tickling every nerve ending in my body. Precum wastes no time escaping. My cock battles against the plastic and loses.

Mistress Kim dabs a rosy pink shade of blush on my cheeks, then, with a brush, spreads it around. “Done. God, I’m horny.”

“Let’s get our little slut dressed up first,” Kai says.

The next step is a corset, which is cinched super tight. Then comes a bra, and the combination of the butt plug driving into and around my ass fills me. Adding to the pleasure, the softness of the pink and black lacey bra sends shivers through my body. Big, jiggly, and heavy inserts come next. Next, the matching panty, garter belt, and thigh-high. The pink wig makes me look like a sexually charged character out of an anime comic. Mistress Kai guides me to my full-length mirror in my bedroom. Behind me, Mistress Kim strips. My eyes dart from the sexpot I have become to the naked little gal behind me. I’m in awe of both. Mistress Kim gives me no chance to savor the new me. “Get over here. Lay down on your back.”

I obey. We move to my bedroom. Mistress Kai breaks out with more stuff. Leather restraints, and I’m spread eagle on the bed before I know it. Mistress Kim straddles my face.

“Oh, fuck,” I say as the anal stimulator hits a new level of torment. Precum oozes out, and my cock twitches.

Mistress Kim looks down at me, “Such a shame. I did all that work, and I will now mess it up. Then again, I can’t wait to see our sluts makeup after I’m done with her face.”

She lowers her tiny frame onto my face. Her brown, delicate thighs squeeze around my cheeks as she wastes no time and grinds her hips. She flicks my balls. “Get that tongue out and busy.”

I obey, recalling my practice on a silicone doll. I think I know where to put my tongue.

“Oh fuck, right there.” I’m relieved that what I learned was correct; sometimes, what you see and read online just doesn’t match reality.

She rotates, grinds, and shimmies her hips. “I expect you to give me an orgasm, whore. Understand. This is your daily duty. Get that tongue out further.”

I obey.

“Further.”

I push till it hurts. Kim adjusts her hips and thighs until I’m where she wants my tongue and grinds more. My cock strains against the plastic.

There’s a new hum as the spinning of a vibrator hits my balls. I struggle to keep my tongue out and breathe.

Kai laughs. “Look at it. It’s bouncing. Holy shit, I read that this was….”

Kim laughs. “Oh my, he’s going to cum. Oh, fuck….”

My face is soaked wet with Kim’s joy; the over-the-top mascara burns my eyes. My legs are kicking and spasming from the torment Kai’s dishing out. I can’t help it. My tongue pulls back in my mouth.

Mistress Kim flicks my balls. “I didn’t tell you to stop.”

Kai pulls the vibrator away just as I sputter out nothing. “Fuck” I yell. Another ruined orgasm. “God damn it.”

They laugh.

My ass tightens around the anal invader, and I want nothing but to stop all this.

“Get out that tongue.” I force my tongue out again, and Mistress Kim adjusts her hips once again and returns to humping my tongue, gliding back and forth over it. “The clit, whore suck on it.”

I find her, bud. It’s easy. It’s swollen and throbbing after, I don’t know. A minute. Ten minutes and an hour. Hell, it could have been a year. But finally, her thighs tighten around my head, and though Kim’s not heavy, her weight smothers me as she squirts another gallon of fulfillment on my face. Her body relaxes, and her sweet-smelling juices stream down my cheeks. She keeps squirting as her orgasm streams down my neck and between my silicone breasts.

Kim finally rises. “Oh fuck, that was just what the doctor ordered. Damn, Kai, I’m going to get that every day. Every night. You’ve been a very good slut.”

I’m worn out, but when I raise my head, I realize they’re not done with me yet.


Chapter Thirteen




Mistress Kai

Leaving Amber/slut/whore tied down and not wanting to let him see me naked, I disappear into the bathroom and, after a lot of tugging and wiggling, get the catsuit I bought on. I wait downstairs for Derick Johnson, Axel’s drug supplier and one of my oldest and dearest friends.

Both of us head back upstairs, and I undo the slut’s restraints, slut slides his legs over the side of the bed, and when he sees the surprise I have for him, his body collapses with humiliation, knowing what comes next.

Derick smiles as he soaks in our sluts appearance. “Gonna be a long weekend for you.”

Slut lowers her eyes, which are now vast and glowing.

Derrick unbuckles his pants. Sissy keeps her head down. But her eyes glance up periodically as Derrick reveals his massive body covered with tattoos. Once nude, he stands, hands on hips, “I’m part of this now.”

“Yes, sir.” Sissy Amber says. I’m surprised at how submissive the cage makes her. Or does she want this? Maybe both, I suspect.

Derrick struts across the room, his enormous cock swollen sways from side to side and ready for Sissy’s mouth and tongue. I hold her hand and guide her to the center of the room. Derrick stands, hands on hips, and looks down at her. “You have other duties now besides selling my drugs. Understand?”

Sissy looks at me. Then at Derricks’s big black cock, then at the plastic one hanging from my hips. I open my mouth to be sure she wants this new addition. Sissy doesn’t answer verbally. Her acceptance comes from her actions. She reaches up and grabs Derricks’s cock and kisses it. “Master, I want to be your cumwhore. Serve you.”

Sissy lavishes, no she worships, the head of Derrick’s swollen mushroom head with a calm focus that means our little slut is determined to milk it. I remove the chastity key from my charm bracelet and let our slut free. Her sissy clitty springs to life.

“Stand,“ I say.

Whore stands.

I point. “See the difference. Understand?”

“My cock is worthless.” When she looks into my eyes, there’s confidence in them. “But my mouth and-”

I smack her ass and point to the bed. “Assume the position.” She knows what I mean. She’s on her knees, ass in the air, mouth open and ready.

“Damn,” Derrick says as he sits on the edge of the bed and straddles Whore’s face. He wastes no time and pulls her mouth into his cock. Whore gags.

I smack her ass, she’s got half of Derrick’s cock in her mouth. “Don’t embarrass me. I want it to disappear down that mouth. Understand Whore.”

Derrick let her free only momentarily. Then he pulls out. Drives his hips upward. Holds. Whore struggles. Squirms. I smack her ass. I have to give her some credit. Derrick’s long and thick, and it must be a challenge. Derrick drives upward. Holds her head. Releases her. Over and over, this continues as I lube her ass up. Her suffering cock, now free, causes her instinctually to reach down with her right hand and stroke. I smack it away. “When we’re both in you up to the hilt, then you may grab it.”

That motivates my horny, sexually deprived whore, because she goes to town on Derrick’s black meat. Bobbing up and down like deep-throating is her only purpose in life. She swallows more of his cock each time she bobs. Deeper and deeper each time. “Oh fuck,” Derrick moans. “You know how to suck a cock don’t you?”

I’ve got my strap-on lined up, so I inch my way inside.

Whore bobs up and down. Derrick says, “I knew you were a dirty sissy whore the first time I laid on you. I knew that mouth was only good for catching cum. Isn’t it cumwhore?”

Derrick pulls out, and as the steady pressure I’m applying achieves its goal, Whore’s sissy hole loosens, and I slide in.

Whore moans, “I’m your cumwhore, sir. Feed me your cum.”

Derrick says, as I’m getting into a steady rhythm pounding Whore’s ass, “Are you ready to choke on my cock.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Well? Get at it.”

Whore opens her mouth and swallows his meat. She hits the flesh above his groin with her lips. She holds it deep in her throat as I bury my cock into her. I say, “Your ass belongs to us now. Your mouth, too.”

I reach around and grab Whore’s sissy clitty and say, “You can’t help but get hard, can you? With a cock in your mouth and one in your ass, can you?”

She is shaking, struggling to hold Derrick’s cock in her mouth. She tries to pull back. I push down on her head, holding it there. “Nod if you love this.”

Whore nods.

Derrick grits his teeth, throws his head back, and moans, “Oh fuck I’m cumming.” Derrick grabs Whore’s neck as he unleashes an eruption of cum. Whore tries to swallow it all, but there’s so much it oozes out of the corner of her mouth.

Keeping my cock buried in her, I grab her cock and stroke. Faster and faster. I rewarded her submission with an orgasm. This wasn’t ruined. I let her have her joy. I’m a bitch, no doubt, but I’m not an asshole.

I pull out and stand. Whore stands on shaky legs, and we all laugh. I mean, bust out laughing. Even Sissy. Her beaming face, wide eyes, and a smile that stretches from ear to ear tell me she had the time of her life.


Chapter Fourteen




Sissy Amber

Six months later

If I told a shrink about my life, or my mother or father or some vanilla schlep off the street, they’d either run, call the paddy wagon, or avoid me like a plague. But I’ve never been happier.

Today, it’s Kim’s day, and I’m in my sissy maids’ uniform. She gets a kick out of it; more than that, she requires it. Mistress Kim’s not into strap-on sex, like Mistress Kai or bondage; I’m her service sissy, and tasks such as laundry and cleaning her apartment and car are all parts of her duties, and my presentation has to be flawless. Perfect. Not a wrinkle on my frilly pink maid’s outfit throughout my day with her. Not a piece of lint on it, or I suffer the consequences. I’m even punished if a wrinkle appears or my maid’s headpiece isn’t aligned throughout the day, even during the most grueling tasks. Mistress Kim is quite creative in her discipline. My makeup, which I have to do on my own, must be flawless, or I suffer the consequences. Too much or cakey foundation and eye shadow that doesn’t pop just right is the worst of failures I can commit, bringing on the discipline of disciplines.

I’m not where she discovered this. Damn internet. But she makes me carve a piece of ginger root into a makeshift dildo—I’m not sure which hurts more: the physical act of wearing it or the act of cutting it, knowing where it’s going. It has to be perfect. If it doesn’t look like a little tan cock, then I have to start over. Sounds easy, except for the piece I messed up that goes where the sun doesn’t shine.

Of course, worshipping her pussy is part of the day. I’ve had days where I worship her pussy so many times my tongue is numb, swollen, and sensitive, and the tangy taste of her pussy lingers for days.

I love my time with Kim and my days with Kai. They’re not better, just different. Kim’s dominance is subtle, gentle, and sometimes even loving. But with Kai, there’s no subtlety to it. I’m her sex toy. She loves to edge me. Taunt me. Her strap-on is her best friend, and I love it too. At Kim’s, I’m always dressed in a maid’s outfit.

Mistress Kim requires me to be prim and proper and follow hundreds of etiquette rules, the most important of which requires me constantly to act feminine. Sit like a female. Cross my legs properly. Eat. Sleep. Walk. Talk. When Kai’s here or I am at her place, I don’t clean and dress in sexy outfits. I’m naked except for my cock cage. My body becomes a playground. Her playground. I leave Kim’s with a sore tongue, and when Mistress Kai’s done, my mouth, throat, and ass get a workout. Sometimes for hours on end. Of course, she loves to poke my suffering cock.

Derrick wants me dressed slutty. Slutty dresses and shoes. Slutty makeup. The dynamics of the dealer/supplier relationship have changed somewhat. I peddle drugs for him still. But there’s an added element to it now. He peddles my ass and mouth to any judge, cop, or gangster. What better way to make sure they do his bidding than to show them they just banged a guy? Of course, they always ask me back. It’s humiliating, but I love it.

I get out of my cage every Saturday night; if all agree, I have been a good sissy during the week. I do my best to please everyone. Saturday night, we all gather as if we were a family. I cook and prepare for the party, of course, if we stay in, and if we go clubbing, I’m ready and looking sexy. If they bring other guests, I service them in any required way.

Though it might seem I’m at the mercy of my Mistresses and Master, I’m not. I love them all. Each of their twisted desires and demands fulfills a need within me. Every ounce of my being relishes every minute of my life with them, and I wouldn’t have it any other way. I love being theirs, body and soul, and I love every second of my submission.

The End
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