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Chapter One

Bridgette

I’m a firefighter and have worked three long, grueling, twenty-four-hour shifts for the last three days. Forty-two calls and one fire, and as the last day of my shift approached, I looked forward to three days of rest and relaxation. But the day dragged on; we hadn’t had a call all day, which made my last day feel like an eternity. I’m impatient to get my car back, get home, and go somewhere. Anywhere. Maybe find me a new project. That’s what I called them. My sissies. Projects. It’s hard to find the type. I’m into effeminate, submissive men.

I loved submissive men, effeminate submissive men, and being a firefighter. I loved the physical challenge of fighting a blazing inferno. It’s an incredible rush. Feminizing men was almost as thrilling—almost.

I loved the guys I worked with, my team, my buddies. Being the only female has its drawbacks. Sometimes, the guys teased me about my choice of men, but mostly, they were accepting.

I grabbed my bag and headed for the bay doors and home. My best friend, Josh, yelled at me, “Hey Bridgette, sure you don’t want a ride?”

“It’s so far out of your way, Josh. I’ll ride the bus. Better get home to your old lady, she’ll ream you if you’re late. Hey buddy, if she needs any tips on getting you in line, tell her—”

Josh held up his hands, aware of what ‘ream’ might mean. “No, I think I’ll keep her away from you. Good luck finding the man of your dreams.”

“Hey, like I said if you and Gretchen want to spice things up….” I held my thumb and pinky to my ear, shook it, mimicking a phone, and said, “Tell her to give me a ring.”

“No thanks; I’m not your type,” Josh said. “Good luck, Bridgette.”

“If you weren’t such a muscle-head.” Josh was two hundred fifty pounds of solid muscle. “With that little dick, you’d be perfect for me.”

“Fuck you, Bridgette. Good luck with the car.”

I turned and left, heading for the bus stop. As I walked, I sent a silent prayer into the universe. I’m having trouble finding the type of man I enjoy right now. They’re hard to find. I’m picky. Very picky. I expected total compliance and liked them, effeminate, slender and smooth, and with little dicks. Lots of men have little dicks despite their bravado, and plenty have panty fetishes, but few will take things to the level I demand.

After two transfers and two hours, I arrived at the Speedy Fix repair shop. I’m not sure what they considered speedy. Last week, after waiting two weeks, I asked. “What’s Speedy about two weeks?”

Billy Bob, that’s the owner’s name, chewing on a hunk of chewing tobacco, “Ain’t my fault, honey. Parts don’t come in. I might put a rush on the order….” He spat a nasty string of tobacco juice into a can. “Let’s go have a drink ’round the corner and….”

I wasn’t looking forward to meeting him again. When I got there, sure as shit Speedy Fix didn’t live up to its name, and Billy Bob, living up to his delusion of being the most fabulous ladies’ man on the planet, tried to impress me with how much I needed a man and how he thought he could fulfill that need. Billy Bob, with his eyes glued to my tits, droned on. Giving me a laundry list of lame reasons my car wasn’t ready.

I lost it. “I’ve got to ride the bus home. You guaranteed it would be ready.”

“What can I say? We tried calling you.”

I checked my phone. Sure enough, they did.

He winked and looked into my eyes. I looked up into the sky to confirm it wasn’t falling. After exploring every inch of my body, he slid in close. Nothing like a dirty, greasy, hairy guy to turn me on. He made ‘the offer.’ “Honey, let old Billy Bob give you a ride home, and we can stop for a drink.”

“Oh, geez. What do I need my car for, anyway? With a guy like you? I can just lay in bed all day with my legs spread, waiting for you. Thinking about your big cock in my cunt.”

“Damn. You’re cold. Don’t know what you’re missing, honey.”

I pictured him in a ball gag, tied to my bed, spread eagle as I edged him all day until his arms and legs strained against the rope I had him tied down with.

I smiled and said, “You don’t know what you’re missing.”

“The parts coming in tonight. I’ll have it done tomorrow night at closing time.”

Another bus ride, and I’m ready to explode as I pass the last gauntlet on my journey home. The pack of sweaty construction workers performing their ritualist mating dance. A concerto of rude, disgusting, supposed compliments meant to prove their masculinity and woo me as a poor, deprived female.

Usually, it slipped in one ear and out the other. Today, it got under my skin. I’m not in the mood. It drove me over the edge. Was it that Billy Bob failed to fix my car again?

But here I am, two blocks from my house, with this collection of degenerates acting as if like I’m on the verge of peeling off my clothes right here in the middle of the street because their cat calls have me so aroused. What I am is on the brink of verbally castrating not just one guy but five and showing them the power of a dominant woman.

For the last three weeks, I’ve listened to these guys run their mouths about how great they are in bed, how big they are, and how good they are at pleasing a woman. But they’d be like putty in my hands.

I stopped. Ready for battle. No, don’t waste time, Bridgette. Go home, shower, slide into my recliner, and binge-watch my favorite show. Just get past this last barrier, and you have three days to relax. Don’t stop. Keep walking.

But something out of the corner of my eye caught my attention. A new guy. Standing in the sea of sweaty macho studs. I stopped and appraised him.

One guy, sipping a soda and a cigarette and trailing smoke into the air, said, “You know how to stop, drop, and roll? Because you’re on fire, baby.”

I should have kept going but stopped and said, “Very original, huh?” The new guy’s potential enamors me.

The new guy wanting to impress his work buddies said, in a high-pitched effeminate voice, “Is it hot or just you.”

The group broke out in laughter, patting their comrade on the back.

My attention remained on the new guy—skinny, beardless, out of place in the sea of fat, bearded, plumber-panted men. Egged on by his comrades, he added, “I know at least three ways to make ten inches disappear.”

I’m disappointed at his comment, “So do I. Cut it off.”

Or lock it up.

The crowd of idiots mocked him for getting tongue-tied.

I laughed. “Cat got your tongue. Bet you never had pussy before. I like my men experienced and with big dicks.”

“I got a big dick. Big! And I, if you’re lucky—” He went on and on about how great in bed he was. Running his mouth. He’d be a perfect sissy, though. Just the way I liked them. His body was the polar opposite of the fur balls surrounding him. Delicate and toned, slender like a girl’s. He’s got a slim waist, and the tool belt sits on broader, almost feminine hips.

I’d never forget that guy’s face; how good he’d look all dolled up, kneeling at my feet, serving as my fuckdoll.

I got home, showered, curled up in my recliner, binged-watched my favorite show, and logged into my fetish site, looking for another potential sissy to feminize. No luck, so I went to bed.


Chapter Two

Bridgette

I spent most of the day chilling, hoping my car would be ready. By six, it was. I took a rideshare straight to the repair place. After getting my car, I headed to the gym. After an hour of aerobics and another hour on the treadmill, I headed home, worn out. I passed my favorite adult shop, thinking about what I might do with all the products only if I had….

Wham!

My entire body lurched forward, catching my shoulder on the seatbelt. I slammed my hands on the steering wheel. Fuck I just had it fixed. What kind of luck do I have? My head fell into the steering column. I took a deep breath. Exhaled. Repeated it. Then again.

Everything will be okay, Bridgette. Relax. But the thoughts of how empty my bank account was, how I’d have to walk by the crowd of construction workers for another….

No way!

I got out of my car. Maybe not a good idea. Hell, who knows what kind of crazy son-of-a bitch drove the vehicle. I punched in 911, my smartphone in my hand, ready to hit the little green button and call the cops if needed.

I marched toward the driver’s window. The driver’s head listing. Holy fuck, the guy is drunk, and he hit my car. Right after I got it fixed. I’m ready to ruin him.

I get to the window, look down, and get an unmistakable view of his face. It’s the construction guy, the effeminate one. He covered his lap, and he’s rock hard. Did I just see that? Did I imagine it? What the hell? I lifted my phone and pressed the dial button, prepared to send him right to jail. Then I freeze, if I do that how’s he going to pay to fix my car?

Then he does it, rolls down his window, opens his mouth, and…. “Hey, baby. I’m sorry.”

Baby?

“Just give me your license and registration and insurance card.” I wanted to get out of there before I pulled him out of his car seat and pounded him into the ground.

“Here’s the thing, honey. My insurance. Listen….”

Did he tell me he didn’t have insurance?

“It lapsed. I’ll take care of it. Listen, I had a few drinks. Not even a few. Just two and I…. Hey, doll, maybe you can cut me a break. If I get another DUI, I’m going to jail.”

I clenched my hands into fists, my nails digging into my palms. My skin heated. I can’t speak. I’m so mad.

“How about we go someplace quiet and talk about it? Maybe I can stop by your place-” He’s got a sly and mischievous expression, sending a clear message he’s hoping for more than just fixing my car.

Was he trying to offer himself to me instead of fixing my car? Or calling the cops on him? Hell, he can’t pay for insurance. How’s he going to pay to fix my car?

I’m fucked.

An idea slithered into my mind. I looked down at those soft, delicate features. The narrow chin and high cheekbones. I imagined those eyes, so large and bright, framed by long lashes. A little mascara. Maybe a lot of mascara and…. Those lips. They’d be sexy, painted bright red.

I glanced down. I can’t believe I missed it. The zipper. It’s down and exposing pink. Pink! Pink panties. And he’s hard. Rock hard.

Oh yeah, he’s my type of guy for sure, and….

That thought.

Thought of something so kinky.

So….

Dirty….

So….

Taboo….

Our eyes locked.

“Nice panties.”

He covered up quickly. “Panties. What are you talking about? Listen….”

“No, you listen.” I’m not sure what came over me. I’m getting paid for my car. Hell, I’d put him to work. And punish him. And I’m going to show this guy….

“I’ve got something in mind to keep you out of jail.”

There was a silent exchange of information. It seemed the universe had put us here to give us something we wanted. Maybe the universe answered my prayers.


Chapter Three

Benjamin

Why it turned me on to go to the strip club? Okay, that probably confused you more. Most guys go to strip clubs to watch the ladies strip. It’s a typical red-blooded American male thing. Accept I’m not the typical American male.

To my friends and my construction coworkers, I am. When a sexy girl walked by our construction site, I hooted and hollered like all the other guys. But I have a secret fetish. That’s why I come here.

I could buy a pair of panties from the store. Or steal some from a girlfriend. I did once, but that’s why I’m single. I can’t afford to have my buddies find out my secret. I mean, I could order a pair online and have them shipped in discreet packaging, but somehow, coming here, buying a pair of strippers wet, soiled panties, and wearing them home turned me on.

I loved it. I hated it. I’m excited about it. I’m ashamed of it. And if anyone found out…. What I do here. I’m done.

Tonight, after watching the dancers strut their stuff. I spent three hundred dollars on a lap dance. If I had been smart, I’d have stayed home and paid my expired car insurance instead of giving in to my clandestine obsession. But I can’t help myself.

When Missy and I headed for the backroom, all appeared normal. It seemed typical. Like a horny guy taking a girl to the backroom, ten guys already have been to the back and had lap dances. I’m just another guy in the nightclub. No one’s the wiser. It’s cool guy stuff. Watching a sexy girl twirl, grinding in my lap.

“What’s wrong, honey?” Missy said as she dropped her ass into my lap. “You’re not hard. You’re not gay, are you?”

“I’m tired. Hey, Missy, how much is a souvenir? Your panties.” After dishing out another Benjamin and tipping Missy, I tucked her pink panties nicely in my pocket. I crept into the restroom, locked the stall door, and sniffed her panties. Then, in a flurry of shame and worry, I kicked off my shoes, pants, and underwear. Frantically, I slipped on Missy’s silky pink panties. Panties I’d bought and paid for.

Now I’m erect. I’m not sure why staring at Missy’s ass, an ass that could bring down empires, I didn’t get hard, but wearing her intimates, wet from arousal, I’m ready to go.

Then it begins. The transformation. It’s shameful when the conversion starts. I know of no other way to describe it. But, something happens when I wear girls’ panties, something abnormal—for a guy, anyway. Like there’s a mysterious narcotic laced in the panties, and it seeps into my pores, enters my bloodstream, and changes me into….

Something, not me.

Sitting in the crowd, I was like every other guy. But once the panties nestled my cock. Once the delicate fabric cuddled me, my thoughts were no longer about how gorgeous the women were; the panties did something strange to me.

On my way to the door, I walked past the girls on stage. The panties, like a talisman, had changed me. I’m jealous of them. I wanted to be up there, dressed skimpily, with men hooting at me and drooling over me….

When my hand grabbed the handle of the strip club door, I felt guilty, and shame slammed into me for enjoying something so forbidden. But I can’t help it. I imagine myself naked, standing in front of my mirror with nothing on but the delicate lace and bows of Missy’s panties.

At the door to the strip club, I waved at Missy, wishing she’d tell me what a dirty little boy I was. That wouldn’t come to pass.

I got in my car and started the engine. The silky material massaging my throbbing erection drove me insane. I had to get home fast and rub one off, or I’d explode. I couldn’t control the urge any longer. I unbuckled my pants and massaged my cock through the delicate fabric. Footsteps behind me jolted me out of pleasuring myself. I buckled back up and hit the road.

Once on the road, I relaxed, savoring the softness of Missy’s panties cradling my cock. I can’t concentrate. When I passed an adult store, I couldn’t help but imagine myself stepping through its doors and immersing myself in a fantasy world. My heart raced as I imagined transforming myself into a seductive slut. The image of me strutting down the sidewalk in my new persona sent shivers down my spine.

I’m so fucking hard and….

Wham.

I hit the car in front of me.

“Shit.”

I pound my head against the steering wheel.

The driver puts their car in park.

I can’t afford another DUI and….

Fuck I shirked my responsibility to renew my insurance. Instead, the money that should have gone to them is wrapped around my cock. Minutes ago, a hundred dollars seemed an excellent way to spend my money.

But….

Now?

She….

It’s a she.

I’m not sure what to do next. This woman got out of her car and marched; rampage might be a better term for how she approached. She’s tall. Slender, yet athletic. She’s wearing tight yoga shorts, which accentuate her exquisite thighs. The low-cut top shows her busts squeezed together nicely by an athletic bra.

Then I recognized her. It’s the lady from the construction site.

She’d been walking past us for the last three weeks. I forgot about the panties and what they did to me. Going to jail tonight wasn’t in the cards. Maybe I could sweet-talk her. Get out of sissy fag mode and revert to the construction guy mode. “Hey, baby. I’m sorry.”

She’s tense. “Just give me your license and registration and insurance card.”

What do I do? I’ve got the registration, all right, but insurance. Nope. Charm her. I tried my best line. “Here’s the thing, honey. My insurance. Listen….”

She’s staring at me like she’s going to rip me to shreds. Hell, it’s just a fender bender. I probably could fix it myself. It’s nothing.

“My insurance. It lapsed. Listen, I’ll take care of it. Do the work myself, and I’ll take you out for a few drinks and dinner…. I had a few drinks, and I…. Hey, doll, maybe you can cut me a break. If I get another DUI, I’m going to jail.”

I figured a girl like her, I always see her alone. She needed a man. “Listen, I know how to please a woman, and I’ve seen you walking by the construction site all the time…. It’s all right. You need a man like me.”

I’m looking at her, and there’s this look. She looked like she had an idea. Like she was going for it. She looked down at my crotch. Holy shit, maybe we’re going to get it on right here. Her eyes remained on my crotch, admiring my erection. I glanced down. She’s not lusting for me, my zipper’s down, and Missy’s pink panties are visible, and what’s worse, I’ve got an erection.

“Nice panties. I’ve got something in mind to keep you out of jail.”

What amazed me was that I was down for anything she had in mind. Was I being presumptuous? Do people do things like I had swirling around in my mind? Kinky, naughty, taboo things.


Chapter Four

Benjamin

Before I knew it, I’d agreed to something. What that something was, I’m not sure. Somehow, I’m pretty sure I wasn’t going to fix her car, and working off the damage was going to be something I’d never experienced before. What that was, I wasn’t sure. One thing is for sure: there’s no way I’m going to jail. Give me an hour, and I’ll be sober. I probably already am, but once I’m sure, I’m out of here. Then it’s her word against mine.

I followed her home. Thirty minutes later, we got to her house. I pulled in behind her in the driveway. I got out and stood behind her car, staring at the bumper. There wasn’t all that much damage. What’s she all pissed off about, anyway?

She joined me, and we stood in the driveway, looking at the fender bender. Feeling better, sober, and less fearful of ending up behind bars for a DUI, I said, “I can fix that, no problem. No need to call the cops or involve the insurance company. I’ll fix it. I promise.”

“Yeah, you’re right. No need to call the cops or the insurance company. But you’re irresponsible on your own. You need a guiding hand. A firm hand. You need someone to keep you on the straight and narrow.”

Maybe I did. But I’m not sure she’s the answer. “Listen, honey, I’m sure you’re that wonderful. But I’m done here. I’m going home.”

I turned and headed for my car.

She stopped me in my tracks. “How about I tell your buddies? The macho buddies that sit out front on their breaks and tell them about your little fetish. Maybe I stop by the strip club….”

“Okay, what do you want.” I’m not sure I should ask the question. I mean, what could she want? A roll in the hay? Poor girl’s got no one. If she needed it, I could spend a few hours and poke her a time or two. Make her night.

“I want you to strip?”

What kind of crazy bitch is this? Yet, blood rushed to my cock, and I’m feeling tight and full down there. My cock pulsates with each beat of my increasing heart rate, and I’m wearing women’s underwear and….

And she knows it.

What if she tells?

Will anyone believe her?

“Strip? Here? What? Strip here? Outside. Are you insane?”

I canvassed the neighborhood. Her driveway was dark and dimly lit. No one would see me if I stripped. If. A big if. Why was I contemplating this taboo act? Why was I aroused by doing it? And there’s no mistaking I’m aroused.

With the neighborhood asleep, unless they looked right in this direction, no one would know there was a naked man. Was I thinking about it? And I’ll be damned, but thinking about it, my cock swelled. The woman smiled, staring at the tent pole.

Trying to divert her attention from my arousal. “What’s your name, honey?”

“Bridgette.”

“I’m Benjamin, everyone calls me Ben.”

“Benjamin? No. No, I think from now on I shall call you slut. Sissy slut. Or-”

I cut her off, “Listen. Lady.”

In a tit-for-tat, she cut me off, “Shall I call the police? Or maybe I’ll walk by work tomorrow and tell your friends….”

“No!” What’s it going to hurt?

“Leave your clothes here. You won’t be needing them until you have settled your debt. Until you have learned responsibility. Until you have satisfied me. Until you have—”

I cut her off again, “Lady, Bridgette, listen. Debt? That fender bender ain’t but a couple of hundred dollars.”

“No, not lady, Mistress. I’m fine with you leaving, but I plan on calling the cops and telling all your buddies. I bet jail’s fun for a guy wearing panties.”

I swallowed hard. I remembered my first DUI, that first night in the tank; I’m a reasonably slender guy, effeminate looking, and when I sat there waiting for my arraignment, the looks I got from this one big black guy. Yet, I had to cross my legs and hide my arousal thinking about it. Getting hard in a tank full of guys—how humiliating, and yet feeling ashamed only got me stiffer.

“Okay. Okay, Lady. I mean Mistress. I mean, strip here? Then what?” Ideas swirled in my mind. Kinky thoughts. Thoughts of a dominant woman controlling my every action. I forced them out of my mind. “I’m not sure what you have in mind. But I’m a guy. So what I enjoy wearing panties….”

“Guys. Men. Real men anyway don’t like wearing women’s panties and….” She glanced down, and I’ll be damned, but there was a visible stain on the exposed part of the panties. Why didn’t I zip up on the way here? My cock burns with desire throbbing against Missy’s panties.

“You appear to be aroused. Is it the panties, or are you thinking of being my little sissy bitch?”

I had to talk myself out of this, somehow. But then, damn, this chick’s sexy as hell and dominant. And…. Not turned off by me wearing panties.

“Listen….” Maybe I spend a night or two with her. I’m not working this weekend. I glanced around again. Reached for my pants and unbuckled the belt. “Mistress. What did you have in mind?”

“I own you. Simple. Until my car is fixed. Until your debt is paid to all the women of the world for being a despicable man. Until I have shown you who you are.”

That’s when something strange happened: my fingers took on their own life. It was as if there were two of me. One was trying to escape this mess; the other was unzipping my pants and sliding them down to my ankles. That other part of me wanted nothing more than to serve this dominant woman. When my pants passed my thighs, my cock popped free, all six inches of it.

“Leave the panties on. Hurry.”

I forgot about the shoes and had to kick them off, nearly falling on my face. I stepped out of my jeans and pulled the panties back up, tucking my dribbling cock back into the panties. I pulled my t-shirt down, covering my exposed groin. My eyes darted around the neighborhood.

“T-shirt and hurry.”

I dragged my t-shirt over my head, not believing that I was practically naked in public. “What do I do with my clothes?”

“Throw them away. Over there in the trash bin.” She pointed to a garbage container on the curb. “You’ll not be needing them.”

I stood naked in the dim driveway, holding on to my clothes, wondering what I’d gotten myself into. Humiliated and enjoying it, I trotted to the trash bin, dumped my male clothes inside, and trotted back, my bare feet slapping on the concrete. What did I just do? What had I committed to?

I stood, hands covering my cock, hard as a rock, wondering why I was so hard at being humiliated publically.

She handed me her keys and told me to open the door, enter, and wait for her. Not knowing what came next, not caring even, I walked up the sidewalk, Mistress following close behind, smacking my ass playfully. I opened the door, stepped inside, and waited. Once inside, she examined me like I was a side of beef. Her beef. Her side of meat to skin.

“I’ll not have my servant looking like you. From now on, you will present as a woman. Your duties will be to serve me.”

Not wanting to add to my problems, and yet the shame of having to call her Mistress appealed to me. “Mistress? Duties? I thought….”

“You thought you would talk your way out of this, didn’t you? You thought you’d feed me a typical male line of bullshit, and I’d get weak in the knees. Fall all over you and cut you a break just because…. Unfortunately for you, I am not that kind of girl.”

I either hit the wrong car or the right one.

“Listen, lady, I mean Mistress. I’ve done everything you wanted. Maybe we’re taking this too far. What do you want with me? What’s going to make all this right?”

She smiled sadistically and laughed. “What do I want from you? What will make all this right? Tell you what, once you have surrendered your manhood, then we are even. Then you may leave.”

I swallowed a lump, and that strange drug that flowed through my mind when I had on panties took over. “As you wish, Mistress.”

“Good. First. Let’s get you looking right. The bathroom is down the hall to the right. Wait for me.”

I lumbered down the hall, stuck between a rock and a hard place. I could just leave, but would she tell my friends about the panties? I could deny it. They’d believe me. But I’m curious.

Halfway down the hall, I passed the first room. Plastered on her walls are posters and pictures of strong, powerful female firefighters. A red firefighter jacket hangs on a hook by the door, ready for action at any moment. She’s a firefighter. Tough gal. I’m aroused. I walked another few steps. The door to the next room was partially open. I pushed it, and conflicting emotions hit me as I looked into the room. The toys hanging on the walls triggered excitement and fear. Some were familiar from the porn I had watched, while others were completely foreign. The dim lighting and mirrored walls added to the intense atmosphere, causing me to question my desires. Would she strip me of my manhood? I looked at her, unsure if I wanted to proceed. But it was too late to turn back now.

She said, “If you wish to leave, now is the time. Otherwise, we begin our little game. You play your part, and I play mine.”

The tone of her voice and her body language made it clear I had a choice. I wanted this to be fun, so I slipped into my part and entered the bathroom.


Chapter Five

Mistress

My sissy shuffled down the hall. Hesitant, looking back every couple of steps. His round, plump, oh so fuckable butt cheeks split in two by the slender fabric of the pink thong that stressed his jiggling cheeks. On the way here, I’d developed a plan to humiliate him, drain him of every ounce of his masculinity, and replace it with something more suitable—feminity.

He stopped at my ‘special room’ and gazed inside. His jaw dropped as he studied my dungeon. He looked at me. He had that look. I knew it. Men like him begged for an hour in my dungeon.

I wanted him to stay. I needed him to play my game. And it was a game—an elaborate role-playing game we both wanted. If he played, I’d forgive the accident.

If he didn’t….

Would I turn him in? It wasn’t real? Was it?

He turned sideways; I saw the unmistakable twitch of an aroused cock, and then he headed into the bathroom.

I followed.

At the door. I stood, arms crossed, watching my sissy. My sissy. I hoped.

He slipped into the role effortlessly. “Please don’t tell, Mistress. I’ll do what you ask. I won’t enjoy it, but I need my job and can’t get another DUI.” His eyes darted around, avoiding direct contact. Sweat beaded on his forehead, his hands covered his still erect penis, creating quite the tent out of his panties.

“Where did you get those panties, sissy? Did you steal them from a girlfriend? Or….”

“I bought them from a stripper. I’m so ashamed, Mistress.” His face flushed, and he fidgeted with the hem of the panties’ as he nervously bounced on his feet. He’s trying to maintain his composure, but there’s a hint of desperation in his actions. Desperate for what? To go home? To play?

“Do you wish me to punish you for being such a despicable, perverted man?”

He stared at his feet, lost in his thoughts. He licked his lips and said, “I’ve been a bad boy.” His body relaxed, begging me to discipline him. All over his face—the guilt, the desire, and the release only my unique brand of punishment brought. I laughed, more to myself than at him. If ever he had the chance to repeat this incident, I suspected he’d ram into the back of my car in a heartbeat.

“Okay, bad boy, shower and shave off every strand of hair.”

He stepped into the now steaming stream of water. I handed him a pink razor and pointed to my can of girly shaving cream. He seemed confused. “Now, bad boy.”

He hung his head and lathered up. He shaved his legs first, then his arms and chest, and finished with his face. “I’m done.”

“One more spot. No hairy pussies here.”

He glanced down at his still erect cock.

“Your sissy pussy is behind you.”

He gulped. And his cock twitched with excitement. Once shaved and smooth, I crossed my arms and studied my new project. Every muscle in his body was tense, rigid like a coiled spring, and his erection pulsated. He covered himself, desperate to conceal his humiliating arousal from me. “Mistress,” he gasped, his voice strained with desire and fear. “Wh-what does shaving have to do with the accident?”

I could hear his heart hammering in his chest as he waited for my reply, undecided about the consequences.

“You wish to serve me? You wish to be punished for your shameful behavior?” I’m worried that it came out too strong. I didn’t want to run him off. I mean, he’s in trouble for driving drunk and hitting my car, but essentially, I’m blackmailing him, potentially more damaging than a DUI.

He hung his head and reluctantly dried off, doing his best to keep a portion of the towel covering his cock. I’d have to do something about that.

“Yes, Mistress. I’m a bad boy, I know.” He said it with a playful sparkle in his eyes, and a sly grin played across his face. This is so taboo, unconventional, and even frowned upon for a man, but there’s nothing but enjoyment and excitement in his eyes and face. Begging me to press on.

So why deny him the punishment? “You are a bad boy. You drive drunk. Wear women’s panties in public, and you shame women in public. You need to understand what women feel, don’t you think?”

He stood panting like he’d run a marathon, breathless and unable to contain his enthusiasm. “Mistress. I deserve punishment.”

The itch I get between my legs when I feminize a man and when I put out a fire reminded me how much I enjoyed both. This was turning out better than I ever expected. “And you shall receive it. Follow me.”

He followed me down the hall and into my special room. I pointed to a spot. “Stand there.”

He stood, bouncing on his feet, his cock painfully erect, throbbing, and unfortunately for him, it was going to get worse. As he stood, I started pulling out things he’d be wearing.


Chapter Six




Sissy

I’m standing there bare-ass naked, wondering what she’s got planned for me. I’m smooth. It feels good, but somehow, I feel even more naked. I glanced down as Mistress…. Did I just think of her as Mistress? How easy was that?

Out of a drawer, she pulled out four chastity cages. What was she planning on doing with those? Holy shit, there for me. I’d seen them in porn videos and even considered once buying one to stop myself from masturbating. But here? Now?

Staring at them, thinking of them covering my cock, locked, and with her having the only key, and what’s my reaction. Hell, my cocked grew larger, longer, and the throbbing became more intense than anything I’d ever experienced. She laid them out one by one at my feet. I gulped.

My cock twitched, and precum seeped out, clinging to my head as gravity slowly pulled it down. Mistress watched it. She swiped across the head of my cock. Her hands were so soft. I’m aroused at her touch. I thought I might cum right then and there. With just that single, second-long touch from her. She stared at her finger, slick with my precum. Damn, this is hot. She’s going to lick my precum off her finger, but she puts her finger on my lips.

Instinctively, I turned my head. Repulsed. Men don’t eat cum.

“I know what you’re thinking. Men don’t eat cum. But you’re no longer a man. You’re my sissy, and sissies eat cum so open. Stick out that tongue and lick it off.”

I hesitated. But I couldn’t refuse her, and something I would never have expected came out of my mouth. “I’ve been such a bad boy.” I stuck out my tongue and licked it off.

“Spit on your hand.”

I obeyed.

“More. Get it nice and slick. You’re going to masturbate while I get out your new outfit. You are not going to cum. When you are close, you will stop.”

“Fuck….”

I glanced at the door. But I’m enjoying myself, so it was but a fleeting glance. I grabbed my cock and stroked it as Mistress opened a closet brimming with frilly pink clothes. Girly stuff.

Next to the chastity cages at my feet, she laid out a collection of panties. When she pulled out a pair with a frilly hemline and black lettering on the back that said Cumslut. Oh God! I knew I wanted them on me, and I wanted to be a cumslut.

But why?

Mistress laughed. “Interesting. Did I tell you to stop?”

“Mistress…. You said….”

Interrupting me, she said, “Ask permission next time, and better not cum.”

I grabbed my cock and stroked as Mistress dug through the drawers, pulling out a bra, corset, thigh highs, and a pair of heels. Thinking about myself dressed in them drove me to the brink again. “Mistress, I have to stop.”

“You may stop.”

I stopped. My cock twitching, precum sputtering out.

She said, “You know what to do with that nasty fluid coming out of your sissy clitty.”

I’m pretty sure what she was referring to, but I wasn’t sure. “Sissy clitty?”

“That thing between your legs that you soon will no longer need.”

I glanced down, wiped the precum, and licked it off my finger.

She waited half a minute, then said, “Begin again.”

I stroked my cock as she laid a wig with two long blonde pigtails and a pink maid’s bonnet. I’d be a pretty maid once done.

I’m so close. I’m in a frenzy. I’m excited about being feminized. But why? I’m excited about being punished for my nasty behavior. But why? I feel like a tightly coiled spring being pushed to the brink. I’m humiliated, and yet I wanted this. What’s stopping me from leaving? Running for the door, getting in my car, and driving away?

Me!

I loved this!

I’m staying not because I’m worried about being arrested for drunk driving, although the fear of it…. Thrilled me.

I’m sober now. Sober from alcohol but drunk with something else. Something different. Oh my God, it is arousing. I’m intoxicated with the desire. No, a need to submit to her. To do whatever she needed. To please her. To serve her.

The clock on the wall ticked the seconds away. Every nerve in my body was so hypersensitive; the slightest breeze tingled my skin. I struggled to hold back from cumming.

“Maybe you need to cum before we lock you up?”

My mouth was dry, and my tongue so tangled I couldn’t speak. I nodded.

“Okay.” She said. “Masturbate as you watch, and if you cum, you lose the chance to touch my body with your cock.”

“Oh, fuck….” I’d not blow this chance. She’s gorgeous.

First, she peeled off her athletic shirt.

Hold it.

“Faster,” she said as she slid her bra straps off her shoulder. Down her shoulder slowly, revealing the round mounds of firm flesh. I wanted her.

My muscles tensed. My balls tightened.

“Cum, and you will not touch my body.”

I slowed my pace.

“Faster.”

She shimmied out of her yoga pants, showing me her gorgeous pussy.

“Faster.”

I couldn’t help it. I bucked, twitched, spasmed standing, and shot my load all over the floor. I felt stupid. Humiliated.

“Clean it up.”

I looked around for a towel or some wipes as Mistress finished stripping.

“No, sissy, eat it.”

I dropped to my knees, staring up at Mistress naked. Hands on hips. The gorgeous flesh between her legs glistened with craving. For my cock? Holy shit, I just had an orgasm; I hoped I could get it up again. I stared at the creamy white substance spewed across the tile floor. I glanced up at the beautiful sight above me. The liquid glistens. Mistress smirked. I got hard again.

“Oh, look at you. Maybe pussy is not what you desire most. But cock and cum. Male cum.”

My tongue lapped up my first taste of cum. I swallowed. It’s thick and warm. Slimy. Having to eat my own cum evoked a sense of surrender and submission, and like my panties had a strange intoxicating brew in them, cum ignited something extraordinary. It’s the ultimate act of submission. “Mistress, may I have another chance?”

“Clean it all up, nasty boy. And we’ll see.”

I lapped up my release from the floor with a frenzy, my tongue darting out like a dog’s. My body tingled with desire as my cock hardened again, the pulsating need for her overwhelming me. I could almost feel my cock wrapped in her hot, tight pussy, consuming me, driving me wild with passion and longing. I licked my lips and couldn’t help but savor the taste of cum.

“Finished.”

I stood proud, my erection ready for her pussy.

She said something that didn’t hit home, “I hoped you enjoyed that because that was the last time you orgasm like a man for a few weeks.”


Chapter Seven




Mistress

I had him in my clutches. He was mine. So, it’s time to crank up the heat. “You came without my permission!” I said. “What am I going to do with you? You came without my permission. You ruined my car. You insulted me.”

“Mistress, it’s hardly ruined. It’s barely a fender bender.”

Ignoring him, I continued. “Look at you!” I pointed to his cock. Rock hard even after being humiliated and forced to shave and masturbate while I stripped. “What kind of man does this? Licks up his cum? You are a sick, perverted man. I must punish you. Since you cannot control yourself alone, I must do it for you, bad girl.”

He hung his head. “Bad girl?”

The color drained from his face, his cock swelled, becoming longer and thicker, and the blue veins running along his shaft pulsed. Drops of precum glisten at the tip, betraying the excitement coursing through his body. I could see the wheels spinning as he processed what ‘bad girl’ might mean and what would be his upcoming gender transformation. His sissification.

“Yes, bad girl. You are worthless as a man. So, I shall remake you into a girl. Make something out of yourself. And that thing between your legs, it’s out of control, so I have no choice but to lock it up.”

It’s amazing how aroused men get when threatened with being locked up. I watched as the tip of his cock flushed with red from increased blood flow. I’d need ice water to get him in his cage, even after an orgasm.

After shrinking his cock, I got it in the biggest pink plastic cage I had. Which wasn’t big. I wanted to leave him a little room to grow, press against the cage, and suffer. Suffer for his transgressions: hitting my car. Embarrassing me in public with his cat calls and hoots and for being… male.

I couldn’t resist the next stage any longer. I wanted him transformed. I wanted my little sissy. I wanted him to look like a sissy. I led him into my bedroom, his little pink cage clicking against his thigh.

I sat him down in front of the mirror, rubbed my chin, and decided on the best look for him. His face was pretty feminine, so there wasn’t much to do. He watched intently as I worked my magic. The plastic bobbed occasionally, telling me he was enjoying the transformation. I put lots of mascara around his eyes, a shimmering pink eye shadow that would match the sissy maid outfit I picked for him and give him an innocent schoolgirl look.

Once the makeup was done, I put on the blonde wig with ponytails, completing the innocent schoolgirl look. I expected he wouldn’t be an innocent schoolgirl for long. We returned to the pile of clothes I’d left in my special room.

“Mistress. Can I wear the panties with cumslut on them?”

I laughed. “You’ll have to earn that title.”

“I will, Mistress. I promise.”

The clothes barely fit him, but that was okay. The tightness only added to the sexy look he had going. I couldn’t believe how he sexy looked. I wanted to show him off.

“Look at you,” I said as I guided my new sissy to the mirror. I put my hands on her shoulders and said, “You make such a pretty little thing.”


Chapter Eight




Sissy

I gazed in wonder at the vision staring back at me. This isn’t me. It can’t be. No way. I adjusted the tight, fluffy hemline of the maid dress and ran my hands down my legs. The short dress exposed the tops of the pink thigh highs, creating an alluring and provocative impression. And they’re so soft and silky, and the way the band hugged my thighs and the delicate fabric clung to my smooth legs drove me insane with…. The pressure, an uncomfortable pressure, reminds me I can’t get hard, and that thought only adds to my arousal. I turned, lifted the skirt, and admired my ass with cumslut across the backside.

No! Stop! What am I thinking?

Wearing panties before oddly affected me. But something is going on. Some kind of strange thing was happening inside me. I’m horny. Horny and crazy, forbidden thoughts (for a straight guy, anyway) swirled in my mind. I lifted the hem of the skirt and spun. It felt natural and sensual. I have an unquenchable need to show off and….

The pressure between my legs increases. How humiliating! I’m getting hard or trying to get hard and considering…. Being a cumslut. And how humiliating it is to be not only dressed as a girl but to like it. But I’ll be damned, I looked good, and I felt good. Good.

I turned, lifted my skirt, and checked out my ass. The soft fabric teased my ass and my cock, pressing against the tightness of my cock cage.

“Look at you! You are so pretty!”

I did, and I liked it. But a shame rides along the back of that good feeling. A heavyweight. Shame. Humiliation. And my cock continued to struggle to achieve an erection. What kind of insanity is this?

I turned and pulled down the front of the panties. Grasped the cold pink plastic, tugged on the tiny lock, and glanced at Mistress. Dangling the key in her right hand.

I stood, nervous and yet excited. Still staring at myself, admiring how good I looked as a girl getting more aroused. I’m a girl. I am a girl. I stepped forward and studied my face. No one would know otherwise….

Unless.

I lifted my skirt again and tugged down the front of my panties. Like pinching oneself, I flicked the plastic encasing my cock. How long was this going to go on?

I looked at Mistress. “Mistress, now what?” Like a sledgehammer smacking the back of my head, it hit me. I’m feminized, and it wasn’t like I could do anything about it. I’m at her mercy and…. I’m enjoying it. Why else would my cock be struggling against the tight confines of my cock cage.

“Mistress, how long do I have to do this? Dress like this? I’ve got work. I’ve….”

“You should have thought about that before you ruined my car. Before you embarrassed me in public with your filthy, foul words. You shall serve me until your debt has been paid. Serve me in any way I desire.”

When she said serve me in any way I desire, thoughts no straight man should have swirled in my mind. What was going on? “Serve you?”

“Yes, serve me. Sexually.”

I gulped and wondered how I was going to do that. I glanced down like I was pointing out the obvious. “Mistress. I’m. Well. How?”

She put her finger on my red lips and pushed gently past my lips into my mouth. She began shoving her finger in and out of my mouth like fucking it. With the other hand, she slipped it down into my panties and fondled my balls.

“Your mouth will be mine to use. It’ll serve my pussy well, and nothing is more exciting than watching you please another man.”

Her finger continued to fuck my mouth, slowly and sensually. Was she implying I’d suck cock? No way. Yet here I am with her finger fucking me like a cock would, and I’m…. Loving it.

Wondering. Wondering what the flesh of another man might feel like. As she finger fucked my mouth, my eyes roamed over her body. She’s stunning. Her skin was flawless and almost begged to be touched. Her breasts were full and firm, and…

I slowly reached out to touch them.

She slapped my hand. “Tell me you will do all I wish? Tell me. Make me believe you want nothing more than to serve me.”

I didn’t have to think about it as my eyes landed on her perfectly shaved mound between her legs. My knees felt weak. It took only a little pressure to guide me to my knees. At that moment, I became her willing servant. She grabbed me behind my head and pulled me into her core. I’m fixated on that most intimate of spots.

“Your worth from this point on is nothing more than a tool for my pleasure. Embrace it, or leave and never….”

I couldn’t shake the guilt and humiliation from my mind. Kneeling under her, she said, “Never treat a woman disrespectfully again. Never drink and drive.”

“Mistress, leave?” It’s humiliating even to think I wanted to stay. I wanted to please her, and I wanted her to punish me more. I lowered my head in supplication. “Mistress—”

I hesitated to say the next words as images of the implements of punishment at her disposal swirled through my mind. I inhaled deeply, knowing I wanted this. In that breath, the night’s events replayed in my mind, how fate had dropped something extraordinary into my lap. “Mistress, I deserve more punishment. Punish me more. Please.”

“You agree to serve me. Accept my punishment?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I felt the tug behind my head as she guided me between her legs.


Chapter Nine




Mistress

I gazed down in awe as this man…. My sissy now,dressed in a scandalously short maid’s outfit. He stuttered slightly, not with nervousness but excitement, desire, and maybe even a need to be punished. His head, hanging down in supplication, total surrender, said, “Mistress, I deserve more punishment. Punish me more. Please.”

I wanted to scream to the universe for such a wonderful gift. Making sure he understood his new role, “You agree to serve me. Accept my punishment?”

I almost added you can leave if you want to. He answered my doubts when he said, “Yes, Mistress.”

There was no doubt. No doubt he wanted this as much as I did. But how to punish him? The many ideas, the many tools and tricks of the Femdom trade swirled through my mind, making my pussy swell more, dampen more. Oh god, thank you! This is great!

I cupped his chin, reminding him of his place. I looked down into his eyes. “While I consider what punishment you deserve—” I smiled a sinister grin and ran my hand down my stomach, finding my needy, damp, moist lips, and said, “Please me.”

I slid my hand around to the back of my sissy’s head and pulled her into me. He hesitated, his face pressed into me, his warm breath kissing my core.

“My…. my, the big man on campus, bragging around his friends, doesn’t know how to please a woman.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress, this worthless slut doesn’t know how.”

“You are a worthless slut aren’t you and deserve my discipline, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I couldn’t believe my luck! All this time, I’d been searching for a sissy, praying even, and with one fender bender, I’d found my sissy. “Run your fingers along my inner thigh. Oh yeah, that’s it.”

God, he’s so compliant. “Gently. Keep at it.”

The sight of him on his knees, eager to please me to do all I say, never fails. I feel a surge of power and control as his warm breath brushes over my pussy and his hands caress my inner thighs. “Okay…. Now kiss my inner thigh gently.”

I smacked the back of his head when his kisses were too rough. “Gently. Yeah, that’s it. Oh, yeah.”

With each touch of his lips, the dampness grows. “Make your way to my pussy. Slowly.”

I smacked him when he got too enthusiastic. “Slowly. Tease me. Kiss…. Oh, fuck that’s a good girl. Just like that. Gentle, slowly. You are making Mistress very….”

My pussy was so damp. So wet. Swollen and throbbing in need of his tongue. “Now, with the tip of your tongue. Oh fuck. Just like that.”

He traced the tip of his tongue around my clit. “You have done this before?”

The physical act of getting my clit played with excites me, but looking down, at this once pretend alpha male is serving and obeying me.

“Oh, shit.” That felt good; he’s so attentive already.

“Use a finger. Put it inside me.”

His slender finger dips into me, and my hips buck against my sissy, forcing his finger deeper.

“Right there. Keep it up. You are making your Mistress very happy. Is that what you want?”

I let go of his head for a moment. He pulled his head back and looked up into my eyes, “Yes, Mistress. Very much so.”

I’m getting close—oh, so close. Then I had an idea. I’d break him in good, demonstrate that he’s the servant of my lust. Show him he’s now nothing more than my sex toy and break that ass in.


Chapter Ten




Sissy

Mistress returned with a double-sided dildo, one side curved with ridges and bumps. I understand that side would be inside her. The other end shaped like a slender but long, at least eight-inch cock would be…. Inside me. A riding crop, in her other hand.

I licked my lips, being forced to suck…. Oh shit, that pleasant pressure kicks up between my legs.

“Put it on, me.” She hands me the dildo attached to a black harness. I struggled with getting the straps around her thighs. It’s emasculating to know I’m not only going to get fucked, I’d assumed by her, but that I had to prepare her, stare at her pussy. A pussy I suspected I’d never get to have in a male way. I got the straps on and slipped the dildo into her. She clicked a little white button, and the buzzing began. Her face contorted in pleasure. She grabbed my shoulders, forced me to my knees again, and said, “Suck on it. You’ll need practice because you’re going to suck all your male buddies that you bragged to about how you’d fuck me.”

I gulped. “Mistress?”

“Get your mouth around my cock, slut! You said you wanted punishment for your actions and take your panties off.”

I stood and slipped them off. Enjoying the submission.

“Grab the hem of your skirt in the back and lift.”

I grabbed the hem of my skirt.

“Both hands. Hold it there.” She smacked my ass with her riding crop gently. “Higher. Pull the skirt higher.”

My hands holding the skirt had the same effect of having my hands tied behind my back.

“Open your mouth, cock slut. Imagine it’s your sweaty coworkers.”

My mouth is now open wide in total submission to her. Precum seeped out of the tip of my cock as Mistress’s silicone dildo filled my mouth. I gagged.

A loud, sharp crack. My left ass cheek stings. “Good cock suckers don’t gag.”

She smacked my ass five more times, leaving a lingering burn.

“You are going to take this cock, understand.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I opened my mouth and let her dildo destroy my face. The relentless vibration of the other end, deep with Mistress, ignited a burning desire. All I could imagine was sucking off my coworkers, wondering how big each was. I’d do it to please her.

Drool, mixed with her juices, streamed down my chin as her cock drove down my throat, mascara stung my eyes, and my throat ached, but her efforts continued relentlessly.

I drift off into another world, totally free, as her cock pummels my mouth.

“Take it slut. Take it. Enjoy it because this is your new place in our relationship. Get up and get on your knees. Over there.”

I obeyed in a daze. She straddled me. “Now beg for me to fuck you. I’m going to fuck you till I come.”

“Mistress, may I have the honor of being fucked by you. Fuck me until you have had your pleasure. That is all I am.”

I’m not sure where those words came from or why. They go against everything I’ve ever been, but I enjoyed saying them. My heart raced as the tip of the cold plastic cock split my ass. Slowly, she pressed into me.

“Oh, fuck!” I yelled as pain and pleasure vibrated through my body. She forced her way inside me. I tried to resist, but there was no choice. I didn’t want a choice. I wanted her to use me. Take me.

As if she read my mind, she pushed harder against me, forcing my tight ass muscles to loosen up. Finally, her dildo penetrated me unconditionally. I could feel her warm, wet pussy pressing against my ass when she rammed into me hard. The vibration of her end of the dildo only heightened the pleasure I experienced.

I writhed as she plowed into me, pushing me down onto the floor, my caged cock crushed against the unforgiving surface. I could feel every inch of her inside me, dominating me, taking what she wanted without a second thought.

Then, as if I’d been possessed, I yelled. “Please, Mistress, harder.”

Mistress obliged. She pulled me to my knees. Her hand smacked my ass again and again in rhythm with her thrusting hips. Each blow sent a wave of pain through me, but that pain only added to the pleasure building inside me.

Her hand snaked around me and found my suffering cock, caged in plastic. She stroked it and laughed. It wasn’t a fun laugh but a sinister, mocking sound. “I’m not stopping till I cum.”

“Oh, fuck.”

I drifted off, and then, in what felt like an eternity, she screamed. Every muscle in her body tensed. Her hands gripped my hips, her nails digging into my flesh, as she pulled me into her with one final, furious thrust. Her juices flowed over my ass, into my crack, and down my thighs, before she let go and relaxed.

Every inch of my body throbbed with overwhelming pain and exhaustion. My backside burned fiercely from the spankings. The dull ache from my sissy hole getting stretched and pounded mercilessly for….

How long had she been….

Using me like her bitch?

As I rose, my knees and arms protested from being in such a degrading and humiliating position for so long.

Yet….

Yet….

I couldn’t deny the twisted delight I felt after being used as her plaything. My once-normal desires had been contorted. Though she broke me as a man, I feel fulfilled and appreciative of her allowing me the honor of being the one she broke and feminized.


Chapter Eleven




Two Months Later

Sissy

As our second break time approached, a mixture of excitement and dread flooded through me. I was excited about the familiar routine of rushing to the front of the building with my coworkers, relaxing, and checking out the woman who walked by. Yet, I dreaded that the secret I carried beneath my clothes would be revealed. If these guys, these macho studly guys, found out about my chastity cage.

Yet, I’m comforted by it.

Yes, I should hate it.

I should hate how much control she had over me. But deep down, it was a constant reminder of my desire to please her, even if it meant denying myself any pleasure without her permission... even if it meant turning down a willing lover in favor of her command.

Josh leaned in, his eyes glinting with mischief. “Listen, Ben, today might be your lucky day. Hey, if the woman in pink comes by….”

They didn’t know that the woman in pink—that’s how they referred to my feminine persona—was me. Standing here, in my male persona, I’d never get down on my knees and….

“Man, she’s got a vacuum cleaner for a mouth. She sucked me off. Damn, it seems like every time she strolls by… you call in sick. Oh dude, she’s hot.”

The pressure on my cage as my cock filled the little space there was, imagining Josh's cock growing in my mouth on my knees in the alley, my body clad in the tightest and shortest of club dresses.

Josh’s pants lowered, his cock bobbing in my face, in the alley, behind the dumpster, cars, and pedestrians within feet of our encounter, making it seem even more taboo and forbidden. As Mistress trained me my tongue swirled around Josh’s pulsing head, I savored his salty pre-cum before deep-throating his cock….

Josh pulled me back to the present when he said, “Maybe that smoking hot firefighter has a thing for you. Pray she walks by. She’s got the hots for one of us. She’s not like the little cunt in pink. Don’t even know why she walks by all dressed like a slut if she doesn’t put out? Damn, Ben, you got to try the cunt in pink out. You are one unlucky dude. She struts by in the sexiest outfit looking for cock. I tried to fuck her once, but that cunt in pink only sucks dick.”

I’d gone by six times now, dressed in pink, and sucked all my workmates off for Mistress. That and the chastity cage were symbols of my submission. Today, the lady in pink wouldn’t be walking by because the lady in pink was me. Today, Mistress would walk by. We’d discussed it. We’d both fallen in love with our roleplay scenario. The Femdom fender bender we called it.

“You better make a move and claim that ass before anyone else does.” Josh’s words were laced with suggestive intent.

“Maybe I’ll ask her out.”

Josh said, “Quit being such an ass though and being such a macho ass.”

We occupied our positions outside the construction fence and waited for the girls to leave the office buildings. Me, I waited for Mistress.

And right on time, she came. She wore black spiked high heels, a short, tight black dress, thigh-high stockings, and no bra. Her tits bounced. Her hips swayed, and everyone’s jaw dropped.

Josh smacked my arm. “She loves it. God, that woman wants some dick.”

Bert said, “She’s a tease. She walks by here dressed all provocatively and…. God, I need a blowjob; I hope that slut in pink comes by today.”

Josh said, “Here she comes.”

The click-clack of her stiletto heels echoed off the buildings as she strutted down the street, her hips swaying with each step. Her short, tight black dress hugged her curves and revealed just enough skin to tease. Thigh-high stockings accentuated her long legs, and her hair cascaded down her back in soft waves.

As soon as our group spotted her, we all became quiet. I couldn't take my eyes off my Mistress. She walked, knowing, demanding I tease her, sexually degrade her, and make sexually suggestive comments.

I said, "Damn, look at those legs. Wrap them around me, honey."

I added, "I could watch your ass all day."

We exchanged our agreed-upon verbal sparring. This was the beginning of my night. An hour later, she’d be parked near the adult store, where we’d have another ‘accidental’ fender bender. Then, she’d punish me for my behavior.

I knew what she’d be doing to me later after I ran into her car. She’d feminized me and punished me for hitting her and degrading her in public. I couldn’t wait for the rest of our little role-playing scenario: The Femdom fender bender.

I couldn’t wait.

The End
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I am a passionate writer and fell in love with writing erotica. I’m passionate about creating stories and characters with transgender women, sissyfication, sissy maids, sissy cuckold husbands and boyfriends, and the dominant men and women who love them for who they are. 
My stories start from experiences, things I wish might have happened, or desires I never dared to express. I start there, then tweak, twist, and season it with some of my active, wild, and kinky imagination, and you have a story. 
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Thank you for choosing one of my books to read. Nothing is more gratifying than knowing someone has read and enjoyed my book enough to titillate their inner desires. 

I love to write, especially erotica, so I’m in the process of writing another. If you weren’t aware, you could read all my books if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited. I’m a subscriber and love it! If you aren’t subscribed, I recommend it.    

Follow Me: 

Facebook 

Amazon Author Page 

Instagram 

Tumblr

Phoebe Pearl’s Website
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