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CHAPTER 1


 


“TOO SHY TO APPROACH GIRLS?
DATING LIFE AS DRY AS THE SAHARA? Gain back your confidence and become the man
you know you are with accredited sex therapist Dr. Sara Markova. Book your
appointment today!”


The Google Ad had been annoyingly persistent. Wherever I
went on the web, it followed me like the tail of a dog, an endless stream of
banners and click-texts sneaking into my Google searches. The photos of the
woman on the ad—who I assumed was Dr. Sara Markova—wore a markedly critical
expression. Sara was a busty woman in her mid-thirties or so, with a soft, dewy
complexion that contrasted with her determined face. She had the seductive
smile of an experienced saleswoman. 


A week went by, and the ads still followed. Sara’s poses
became more and more sensual, with close-ups of her lips and sheer tops that
revealed her lace lingerie underneath. Still, I never gave them more than a
cursory glance, feeling more miffed than anything that Google thought I was the
kind of loser who needed help talking to girls. Granted, I’d been that kind of
loser in college. But I was past all of that now. 


I never thought I’d actually click on the ad until the day I
crossed paths with an angel.


You know how girls you hook up with often end up looking
different than their online profiles? Most of the time, the difference involves
flattering lighting, a slimming angle, or maybe a tucked in double-chin (or
three).  


Well, that day I headed to the bar where I was supposed to
meet up with this girl, Leah. Seated at the bar was this gorgeous blond angel.
She was wearing a pair of ripped jeans and a tube top, and if you looked really
closely you could gatch a glimpse of the angel wings on her back. I sat
nervously next to her and texted my date. Imagine how surprised I was when I
heard a beep right next to me. The angel took out her phone and texted me
back. 


I hadn’t even been able to recognize Leah, but not for all
the usual reasons. I was catfished in the best way possible, and it made me a
nervous wreck and things just sort of went downhill from there. Even before we
parted ways, I knew we were never going to hook up. Leah was too far out of my
league. 


I left the bar thinking of her. I went home and showered
thinking of her. That whole week, I couldn’t stop thinking of her. I knew her
first name and the little tidbits she’d written on her profile, but that was
it. If only I had the guts to message her again. Be confident enough to be a
man and ask her out. I’d have loved to fuck her. Heck, I would’ve loved to have
her as my girlfriend.


The next day, Google definitely knew I’d gone on a crappy
date, because when I visited my favorite blog, a giant banner blew up in my
face. It was Sara the sex therapist. Her sultry eyes seemed to be calling to
me. Frowning, I quickly read the huge text printed on the ad.


“OPEN FOR FREE 30-MINUTE CONSULTATIONS. For a limited
time only.”


A little itch started at the back of my head. Maybe I could
get some help with my problem. Some free help from a hot
therapist. 


“What the heck, I’ll take it,” I muttered to myself, and
clicked on the ad.


And that was how I found myself in Dr. Sara Markova’s
office.


It was a decision that would change the course of my life.
Forever.











CHAPTER 2


 


Later that week, I sat nervously in Sara’s waiting room.
Her clinic was located inside a corporate office building, and shiny portraits
and certificates were hung across the wall. I shifted from one butt cheek to the
other on the hard blue plastic chair, wondering why the heck I felt so anxious.
Maybe it was because I’d already seen so many photos of Sara and now we were
meeting for the first time. It was like a date with someone you’d connected
with online. Except, of course, it wasn’t.


When it was my time, I scuttled toward the door and
cautiously swung it open. Sara was seated behind a big oak desk, chewing on a
pencil while typing on her laptop. She was just as good-looking as her pictures
had suggested—hair curled and set perfectly, cheeks dewy, blouse irresistibly
tight at the chest, though she looked a tad older in comparison. She had to be
in her forties. Maybe early forties.


Sara didn’t even look up, let alone acknowledge me, so I
awkwardly plodded toward the big gray couch and sat down. There, I waited for
another ten minutes, studying the clock above her head, until Sara slammed her
laptop shut and gave me a bright smile. 


“Jason Syme?” she asked. 


“Yes,” I said, smiling back and squeezing my fingers
together. I wasn’t sure why I felt like I was back in college. 


“Perfect. I’m Sara, as I’m sure you already know. Thanks for
coming along to a consultation.” Her smile widened, and it made me a little
uncomfortable. She had a way of smiling through you, like she could
instantly see through any bullshit. 


Sara picked up her pencil and a leather-bound notebook and
walked across the room toward me. She sat on the other end of the gray couch
and crossed her legs. For the first time I could admire her tight black pencil
skirt and her polished red heels.


And her thighs.


They were thick. Strong and juicy.


“Jason, this…” She waved her pencil around the room. “...is
a safe space. I want you to be completely comfortable in saying what’s on your
mind, so I’d like to assure you that whatever you say here will be for my ears
only.” Her pencil slipped through her fingers and fell near my sneakers. I bent
down instantly and tried to grab it for her, except she was trying to pick it
up at the same time too. Our hands touched for the briefest moment, and
something sparked between us, like a burst of light. It made my heart
thud. 


“So what brought you here today?” Sara asked. “Jason, are
you alright?”


“Yes!” I squeaked. “I’m fine!”


Gross, I thought at the sound of my own voice. What
the fuck was happening to me? I was regressing, going back in time to that
awful date. This was exactly how I’d felt and acted—self-conscious and awkward
as hell, like a fucking mouse and too doped out to do anything about it. Maybe
I really was the kind of loser who didn’t have the guts to talk to girls. Real
girls, with thick thighs and body-melting smiles and faces carved like
angels. 


“Jason?”


“Oh, um, it’s stupid really,” I said, cautiously tending to
a scratch on my chin while I spoke. “I thought I was doing alright in dating
and all, but then I had this super rough experience with a girl.”


Sara was listening intently. “Go on.”


“She was really hot and it was like all my confidence went
out the window,” I said. “It was horrible and humiliating, and I completely
ruined my chances of making a good impression on her, when I really, really
liked her.” I expelled a puff of air. Sara’s face was still, absorbing every
word I was saying. “I wish I wasn’t shy, you know?”


Sara nodded approvingly. “Oh, I know.” She leaned back
against the couch and tucked her pencil behind one ear. “It’s normal to get
anxious in some social situations. You wouldn’t believe how many of my clients—
all well-to-do, healthy people, I might add—clam up in the presence of
an attractive woman. Do you know why that happens?”


I shook my head. 


“Shyness is all about sensitivity to social boundaries,”
Sara said. “If you’re hypersensitive to those boundaries, your focus is only on
preventing yourself from overstepping. At any cost.” 


I scratched at my chin again. I was following what she was
saying, but I wasn’t sure if I getting it. 


“Let’s try an exercise,” Sara suggested, flipping her book
closed and tossing it back on her desk. “Tell me something outrageous. About
yourself, or about me. Something you’d never dare tell a woman.”


My face instantly heated up. I took an embarrassingly long
time to think. “Um, I guess I was kind of nervous coming to meet you.”


Sara didn’t say anything for a full minute. Then she said,
“I think you can dig a little deeper, Jason.”


I blushed. Did she think I was lying or something? “The girl
I went on a date with…Leah. I can’t stop thinking about her. Last night I even
had a dream about her.”


“Oh? Tell me about this dream.”


I shifted uncomfortably on the couch. “It was actually a
nightmare. We met at the same bar, except this time Leah looked completely
different. She looked like a bloated toad, and she kept telling me that I
better be grateful I was even talking to her. That I didn’t deserve any better.
I spent the entire dream trying to impress a toad.” I shuddered. “It was
awful.”


Sara looked amused, her normally hard features relaxing. For
some reason, I was happy I’d made her relax.


“That’s your brain trying to process a traumatic
experience,” she said. “And yes, a lot of dating can be traumatic, especially
for a young man who still has a lot to learn about women.” She smiled. “It’s my
turn to say something outrageous. Ready?”


“Yes.”


“I’d love to sleep with you.”


I gasped, then started to choke on my own spit. Did she
just…? Did I hit my head somewhere? “What?”


Sara smirked. “I told you it would be something outrageous.
See, I just crossed a social boundary. Women are socialized never to outwardly
express their interest, so your shock is understandable. How do you feel right
now?”


“Pretty shocked, to tell you the truth,” I muttered,
averting my eyes. I was still blushing hard. Sara had just told me she’d like
to fuck me. Fuck. Me. 


“Your turn now,” she said softly. “Take a deep breath. Look
me in the eyes while you say it, Jason.” 


I inhaled slowly. “Okay. Um. I really like what you’re
wearing.”


Sara looked down at her blouse and smoothed her palm across
her sheer chest, where the tank she was wearing underneath gave way to her
cleavage. “Thank you. What do you like about it?”


I swallowed. “I’m not sure,” I lied. “It’s flattering. I
guess.” I glanced at her nervously. “Your turn.”


“Hmm.” Sara sucked in a breath and leaned forward, sliding
an arm across the top of the couch. If she moved forward another inch her
fingers would’ve been touching my shoulder. “I’m curious to see what you look
like naked.” She smiled, her eyes glinting. “I hope I get to, one day.”


A drop of sweat, cold and slimy, slid down my back. Was Sara
coming onto me? God, she was hot, with that fierce look she was giving me. Why
did I suddenly feel so embarrassed? 


“I want to nurse your breasts,” I said. 


I slapped my hand over my mouth so hard my front teeth
rattled. I couldn’t believe I’d said that out loud. 


One corner of her mouth lifted as her fiery eyes settled on
me. “Very good,” she said. “Now this time, try saying please.”


“Please, I want to nurse your breasts.”


“I was joking, Jason.”


I reddened. Obviously. Did I really think my
therapist would pop open her buttons and flip a tit out just for me?


Focus, Jason. 


“I like seeing you all flustered,” she said. “And that wasn’t
a joke.” She glanced at her watch. “I’m afraid our thirty minutes are up. Would
you like to come see me again?”


“Yes,” I said hastily. 


This time, her smile made my stomach do a cartwheel. She
flipped through her book, her long red nails tapping along the frayed edges.
“Okay,” she said. “Talk to Janice at the front desk. She could book you in for
a slot two weeks from now.”


“Thanks,” I said. I stood up, though I was reluctant to
leave. I walked slowly to the door and twisted the knob.


“Oh, before you go…”


I turned around, feeling excited. “Yes?”


“This is for you.” Sara was holding up a tube of lipstick.


“Is that…?” 


She nodded. “Lipstick, yes.” She tossed it at me. “Did you
know that men in Korea wear makeup all the time? But culturally it’s taboo
here. So I’d like you to pick a day you could wear this lipstick and go out. To
the movies, out to eat, anywhere, as long as it’s in public. I want you to
relish in the feeling of crossing a social boundary.” She went back to her
laptop and booted it up, typing while she spoke to me. “Think of it as
homework. We’ll talk about it in two weeks’ time.”


“S-sure,” I muttered, pushing the lipstick inside the pocket
of my jacket. Weirdest homework ever?


But Sara didn’t seem to find it weird at all. “It’s sheer,
so it’s not going to be so obvious,” she added. “In any case, I think it’ll
look really pretty on you.”











CHAPTER 3


 


Time sped by faster than I would’ve
liked after my first meeting with Sara. As the day of my next appointment
rushed closer, I  fretted about my homework. I’d shoved the tube of
lipstick in between the box spring and my mattress, not having even touched it
since that day. I had no idea if I could really push through with it. It was
such a bizarre thing for her to ask me to do to—put on makeup and go outside.
Then again, Sara was different. Our ‘exercise’ had stuck with me, and I’d
replayed the moment where she’d said “I’d love to sleep with you” in
that husky voice of hers like a million times already. She’d wanted to see me naked.
She was attracted to me—there was no question about it. 


I no longer thought about angel girl. 


Saturday afternoon, I gathered up a few of my stuff: the
biggest hat I could find, my sunglasses, an oversized T-shirt Grandma had
gifted me that I barely ever wore, and my white sneakers. I quickly got ready
and shoved a few cans of Diet Coke and a packet of chips into my backpack. I
pulled out the lipstick from under my bed and untwisted the top. It was light
pink, and when I dabbed a little onto my hand I marveled at how creamy the
texture was. I went to the bathroom, and there, in front of the mirror, I
applied a coat of color onto my lips. Ugh. I instantly looked so
feminine, and I didn’t like it.


I considered wiping it all off and washing my face. I even
considered canceling the appointment. Maybe I could lie and tell her I did
it... 


But I knew that would never work.


There was no bullshitting with Sara. 


I sighed, grabbed my backpack, and headed out the
door. 


I walked to a park an hour away from home.


I found an empty bench under a tree and sat down, nervously
pulling the hat down over my face and adjusting my sunglasses. I didn’t want
anyone to recognize me, and I wanted anyone passing by to think I was a
girl. 


I slowly munched on my chips and people-watched. No one
turned around and did a double take when they saw me. No one called out, ‘Hey!
Look at that dude with lipstick on!’ No one even noticed me. Ten minutes
went by. I began to relax. After downing both cans of Diet Coke, I dared to
remove my hat. I even pouted so my lips would look kind of big.


I eyed a jogger coming in my direction. She was very pretty
and had her hair in a ponytail.


When we made eye contact, she smiled.


“Hey,” she said as she jogged past me.


My mouth fell open. I stared at her perfect round ass as she
disappeared into a track through a line of trees. I smiled to myself, tossed my
trash into a nearby bin, and went home.


***


“Coffee?”


“Sure.”


Sara handed me a steaming mug of freshly brewed coffee and
settled into the couch after taking a sip from her own mug. I was back in her
office for my second appointment. 


“How have things been?” she asked.


“Really good,” I said. “I did what you asked me to do. I
wore lipstick and went to the park.” I smiled giddily. I couldn’t help but feel
proud of myself.


Sara looked pleased. “How’d it go?”


“I’m not going to lie, it was nerve-wracking at first,” I
admitted. “I went in this full-on disguise because I was worried someone would
recognize me. I thought everyone could see my lips, and think how weird I was
for wearing pink lipstick.” I chuckled. “Turns out, that wasn’t the case at
all.”


“I see,” Sara said. “Did you feel pretty while wearing it?”


“Uh…” I stalled. I hadn’t expected that question, and now I
was distracted by her face. She had a beauty mark on her left side, and it made
her look even more sultry and seductive. A shiver ran through me as I reminded
myself that she had the hots for me. “I guess so,” I finally said. “Maybe I
felt kind of pretty?”


“That’s good,” Sara said, nodding. “Tell me about your sex
life.”


I blinked. “It could be better.”


“In what way?”


“I’m not sure.” My throat felt tight, like I was about to
cry. Well, I didn’t expect that… 


Sara extended her arm and then she was patting my knee,
comfortingly, reassuringly. Her silent compassion was so soothing, so maternal.
I felt like she really cared for me. 


I had a sudden flash of understanding, and the words tumbled
out. “I graduated college still a virgin,” I said. “I thought it was the worst
thing in the world. So the year I graduated, I went crazy. I just wanted to get
laid. And then I did. And all I wanted again was sex. Lots of it. Right now, my
hook-ups are pleasant enough. An hour tops of messing around in the dark, less
than that, usually. We rarely ever speak again.” I sniffled. I hadn’t expected
to become this emotional. “Back then? My ultimate goal was getting laid. Now, I
want something more, but the reality is I’m not confident enough to get there.
I don’t have the skills, and I don’t know myself enough.”


“Are you ready to take that step, Jason? Knowing yourself?”


“Yes.”


“Then stand up.”


My heart began to pound as Sara took me to the end of the
room, where there was a full-length mirror. She made me stand still with my
back to the mirror. 


“I’d like you to remove everything you’re wearing,” she
said. 


All the air whooshed out of my lungs. Was she being
serious? 


Sara crossed her arms and peered down at me. Standing eye to
eye, I realized how tall she actually was, and how skinny I must be looking to
her. Her blouse looked tighter and smaller today, her cleavage even more
obvious. I could see the outline of her bra and the soft mounds erupting out of
her cups. What I wouldn’t do to suck on those fat tits. To my shock,
Sara’s breasts did a little bounce, and she gave me a sly smile. 


Goddammit, she knows I like her. 


I peeled off my T-shirt and unzipped my jeans. I put them
down in a neat pile on the floor before taking off my boxers. A chill swiped
through to my extremities as I stood completely naked in my therapist’s
office. 


“I have to say, it’s smaller than I imagined,” Sara said,
pointing at my dick. She laughed scathingly. 


“Oh.” I swallowed, feeling utterly humiliated. I should have
kept my clothes on. Why would she want to fuck me now when she’d seen how small
my dick was?


“Maybe I should call you Tiny,” Sara said. “It’s really one
of the smallest penises I’ve seen in my life, and trust me I’ve seen quite a
lot of them.”


I groaned pathetically, thrusting my clammy hands over my
crotch to hide them. But Sara gently placed her hands over mine and slid them
apart, freeing my cock again.  I wasn’t even sure why she did that. It was
like she actually wanted to see my little dong.


“You get flustered so easily,” she whispered. “I hope you
realize that was a joke.”


“Of course,” I muttered, blushing hard. 


She took out a black Sharpie and came toward me again.
Standing so close to me that her chest landed on top of my clavicles, she wrote
something over my forehead. The chemical smell of the Sharpie floated over us,
doing nothing to dent the growing desire inside me. 


Pushing me forward two steps, she slipped in between the
mirror and me and her palm slammed on my naked ass cheek. The ink chilled my
skin as she wrote something there too, tingling as it started to dry off. 


She spun me around, and my eyes grew wide as I took in my
naked body, and the words across my forehead. 


“I am a CUM LOVER,” I read, the words rolling off my
tongue like sharp stones. 


“Very nice,” Sara complimented me. “Turn around once again.”


“This is my SISSY PUSSY,” I murmured. The big loud
letters screaming across my asshole felt like a violation.


The muscles in my jaw trembled as I realized what was
happening. Sara thought I was a sissy. Lower than a beta, a panty-wearing
girl-boi who got turned on by punishments and big dicks. I’d never been so
humiliated in my entire life. 


“Do you like how feminine your body looks right now?” Sara
murmured. “Do those words make you feel pretty? More like your real self?”


I sucked in a deep breath, watching my reflection as my
chest rose and then deflated. Even though the question had been about me, all I
could sense was Sara’s presence and the effect she was having on me. I knew she
wanted me to be all flustered, and it was working. I was in her space, naked
and vulnerable, having aired all my fears and worries, and now she was trying
to degrade me. 


How could I not fall in love with her?


 
















CHAPTER 4


 


Oh shit.  Was I really falling in love with
my therapist?


“But…I don’t understand…” I muttered.


Sara raised her chin at me. “I’m going to let you into a
little secret. The best way to make a girl happy is to simply do what she says.
The best way to be confident is to hand over your control to her. Let her
dominate you.”


I stared at her beauty mark. She was still speaking in
riddles. “Tell me what you’re thinking right now,” she said. “No filters. It’s
okay if it’s outrageous.”


I inhaled again and my eyes flicked to her big luscious bra
cups. “I want to suck on your breasts so bad,” I murmured. 


“I see,” Sara said. Her lips pinched close.


She stepped back. I was sure I’d fucked up and that she’d
throw me out of the building.


“I think you should get dressed again.”


I nodded, my face burning with shame. I wanted to cry again.
I’d apparently misread the whole thing. Why did I even think she liked me? I
bent down to grab my clothes, but she stopped me by stomping her heel down on
it. The heel missed the flesh of my hand by a mere millimeter. I gasped. 


“You’ll wear what I want you to wear,” she said in a tone
that made my soul crave her touch.


“I’ll wear anything you want,” I said. 


Sara motioned to me to stay where I was while she disappeared
through a door at the back. When she returned she was holding a lingerie set
and a wig. Silently, she directed me to wear the bra and the panties and taught
me how to put the wig on. 


“Do you have the lipstick with you?” she asked.


I noticed she was getting a little breathless. Was she getting
off on this?


“It’s in here,” I said, hopping to where my jeans were. I
fished the tube out from my pocket and applied it, smoothing the creamy texture
by rubbing my lips together. 


“Wait here,” Sara said, disappearing once again to the back
of the room. 


I took the opportunity to study myself in the mirror. I
could hardly recognize myself. It was like I’d morphed into an innocent young
college girl who was trying to please her boyfriend on date night with a new
set of lingerie. The bra and panties were hot pink and covered in black
netting, with black elastic bands on the ends. The bra was actually quite
comfortable, the fairly thick sponge cups giving me the appearance of breasts
that were maybe an A-cup bordering on a B. I shook my head from side to side,
enjoying the way my long black hair swished effortlessly in each direction. I
blushed, feeling stupid all of a sudden. 


Look at you, Jason. She’s made you into a girl and you
actually like it? How fucking pathetic are you?


Across the door, which was now shut, I heard the faint noise
of a toilet flushing, followed by a stream of water rushing from a faucet. I
had a few precious seconds while Sara washed her hands. 


I buried my hand beneath the band of my panties. I hadn’t
intended to rub my cock at all, but I suddenly got so hard that I had no
choice. I stroked myself, pulsing with desire, thinking of Sara and what she
was going to do to me. Moaning, I watched as my panties bulged with the
evidence of my crime. The bulge was still small enough that an unsuspecting
person could have thought it was a big clit. 


Footsteps echoed behind me. I let go of my hand, cursing at
the dark splotch of precum that had appeared on the underwear. It looked
heinous.


The door swung open. Sara walked in, studying me standing in
front of the mirror, my face red with embarrassment. A wave of regret seeped
through me and I covered the stain with my hands. Shouldn’t have done it.
Shouldn’t have. It was going to spoil the impression she had of me. 


“What are you hiding, Jason?” she asked softly. 


I didn’t answer. 


She came in closer, crossing a boundary a therapist should
never cross with their patient. She yanked hard on my hand, exposing the ugly
stain. 


“I think you forgot something really important, Jason,” she
said, shaking her head. “In my sessions, we don’t keep anything from each
other. You tell me everything, no matter how outrageous. There are no secrets.”


I hung my head, feeling exposed and completely
defenseless. 


“Bend over,” she ordered, rapping on her desk sharply with
her knuckles. “Stretch your arms all the way up and hold the edge, then spread
your legs wide open for me.”


Muscles trembling, I bent over and extended my arms across
the desk, gripping the edge tight. I held my legs open. Sara came over and
roughly thunked my head to the side, pressing my left cheek painfully into the
wood. That was when I saw the riding crop. All the progress I’d made over the
past few days disappeared straight into a sinkhole. 


“You look so much better like that,” she marveled, touching
the other side of my face lightly with her riding crop. “With your buns out and
your penis out of my sight. You look like a real girl.”


The riding crop was sliding down my back, the material like
a warm silky liquid against my skin. I was starting to shake, my legs weak, my
brain all muddled up, not sure if I should be feeling embarrassed or sexy. What
the heck was she going to do? It was a humiliating position to be in as a
man, both literally and figuratively. 


Sara whacked me twice on the back of my thighs, forcing my
legs further apart. She petted me on the butt, over the panties, bringing the
shaft of the crop in between my butt cheeks. I shivered. The crop poked through
the panty band and she shoved it down forcefully, bringing my pale, naked ass
to light. 


“Are you turned on?” she asked.


I whimpered, feeling all my self-control break down. I had
to tell her the truth. “I’m so turned on.”


“Bad girl!” 


I yowled like a cat as she spanked me. My ass bounced
involuntarily at the force she used, steadily upping the pressure with each
whack. I had no idea a crop could hurt so much. “Bad girls…deserve…to
be…beaten…” she hissed. Pushing open my ass with her claw-like nails, she
lashed at my very sensitive crack. I cried out, tears splashing her laminated
desk. I thought she wouldn’t stop. Wouldn’t stop until she poked my asshole.
Stuffed me with pain. But she didn’t. 


The blows descended down to my upper thighs, missing my
balls by quarter-inches. The whole time, I was filled with regret, thinking
about how she was like a mother who wanted to discipline her child. This was a
means to an end, and even though she was spanking me, I still felt like she
cared for me—which I guess made the pain even worse. 


“Now say, please mistress,” she demanded. The crop
wavered an inch above my butt. 


“Please, Mistress…” I said.


Thwack! “No mumbling!”


“Please, Mistress!” I cried out.


“Please mistress, may I suck your breasts,” she said
harshly.


“Please mistress, may I suck your breasts?” The words wildly
excited my cock as I repeated them. This wasn’t really happening, was it?


Was she really about to…?


“You may,” Sara said and she lay herself down on her couch
very casually. She beckoned to me. “Get rid of my blouse. Use that mouth of
yours. Quickly!”


I staggered toward her, the shock almost making me lose my
balance. I knelt down by her side and held her carefully by the waist. The rise
and fall of her chest was mesmerizing. I lowered my face and unpopped the top
button of her blouse using my teeth. It took longer than I thought it would,
and I was so worried the button would fall off if I pulled on it too hard. The
effort of unbuttoning the rest of her top left me winded and out of breath. I
stared as Sara removed it and then undid her bra, raising her arms to fix her
hair. Her large breasts hung down in front me and I almost wheezed. 


She was the picture of feminine perfection. 











CHAPTER 5


 


“Didn’t you want to suck my breasts?” Sara asked, a cunning
smile forming on her lips. “Well, here they are.” She waved her crop directly
above my back. “Suck them well, girl!” 


I got to work. The fact that she’d called me a girl sizzled
inside me, firing me up. I wasn’t exactly sure what was happening to me, but it
was dark and powerful and all-controlling. Once I’d wet one of Sara’s nipples,
I swiftly moved to the other one, circling it over and over.  


“Massage them while you suck,” she commanded. 


“Yes, Mistress.”


I grabbed a palmful of tit and kneaded it while I licked
her. There was so much of it, like a never ending land of exquisite
softness begging to be touched and kissed. So much breast it boggled my
mind.  I’d never been with a woman who had such large natural tits. 


I was able to massage both tits while I sucked. I pinched
her nips between my lips, tugging, chewing, enjoying the way they were
hardening because of my loving. Sara moaned and petted me on the head, playing
with my hair, reminding me I wasn’t doing any of this as a man. She’d feminized
me, taken away the core of who I was. I didn’t know which parts of me had
remained, but I knew she was soft, delicate, and eager to learn. 


“Bite them,” Sara said breathlessly.


She hit me once with the crop. Keeping my thumbs pressed
over her swollen nipples, I softly grabbed onto spots of her breasts with my
teeth, leaving tiny red marks once I was done with them. Then I turned my
attention onto her nips again, pulling and twisting them, until Sara’s moans
morphed into beautiful cries. I could’ve done it forever, feasting on those
boobs, but my body was also shivering with joy thinking about what Sara would
let me suck next…


A faint timer rang from somewhere behind us. I stopped and
blinked.


“I’m afraid our time is up,” Sara said. 


To say I was disappointed would’ve been an
understatement. 


“You completely distracted me today,” she said accusingly,
standing up and hooking her bra back on. “I knew you were bad news. Well,
listen. Nothing like this will ever happen again. Do you understand?”


My head spun. What did she mean, I’d distracted her? Hadn’t
she meant for all this to happen? Wasn’t it part of my therapy?


Sara grabbed her blouse and put it back on. “I should punish
you for distracting me,” she said. The room tensed again, and her lips thinned
before me. “I think I like you too much to punish you again, though. I’ll let
you go today. Get dressed.” She picked up my clothes and flung them in my
direction. 


I struggled to get myself back in my jeans and T-shirt. I
should’ve been happy that I wasn’t going to be punished but I was so confused
and still craving her touch. I hadn’t wanted things to end so soon.


I hesitated at the door. Sara was typing something into her
laptop.


“Do you have homework for me?” I asked quietly.


Sara didn’t look up but she shook her head. 


“Okay.” I opened the door. 


“Wait.”


I turned. Sara looked thoughtful. 


“I’d like you to shave your body hair.”


My eyes widened. “Shave?”


“Everything.” She flipped open her notebook and jotted
something down. “I’ll see you at the next appointment.”


I took a deep breath. “Would you still like to fuck
me?” 


“I’m sorry?” Sara looked mildly annoyed now.


I couldn’t believe what I was asking, but I just couldn’t
help myself. I repeated myself again, word for word. I needed to know. 


She waved a hand in the air. “Therapists and clients don’t fuck,
Jason. It’s against our code of ethics.” She said ‘fuck’ like she was mocking
me for being immature. 


“I mean, theoretically speaking,” I said hurriedly. “Assuming
I wear my lipstick and shave off my hair?”


Sara sighed. “As long as you’re a good girl and do what I
say.” She smirked. “Theoretically.”


I nodded, and left the office.


***


My relationship with Sara blossomed over the next five
weeks. I talked to her about everything under the sun: how I’d felt like a
complete loser in college, how I was once really close to hiring a prostitute,
and how I’d ended up losing my virginity at a party. My sessions with Sara were
like swimming in an open sea, cathartic and liberating, but at times I’d get
sucked underneath an emotional tsunami wave and cry until my eyes felt like two
swollen balls. 


But even though we spoke about facets of my life that I’d
kept hidden even to my closest friends, there was one thing we didn’t talk
about. The day she made me wear lingerie, spanked me, and let me suck her
breasts. 


That was The Session That Never Happened. 


Little by little, however, I got to know Sara’s attitude and
philosophy toward relationships and sex. Women, she explained, were dominated
their entire lives, by their jobs, by their boyfriends and husbands, by
society. Her theory was: give a worthy woman a taste of domination and she’d
never let go. The most engaging way was to let this role reversal happen was to
let her feminize you. 


We experimented with feminization. I wore stockings and
pumps to one of my sessions, false lashes and mascara to another, and we even
revisited the wig and hot pink lingerie set I’d worn. Each time she
complimented my feminized self I become more and more confident of my body and
my ability to serve a woman like her.


But one thing was also painfully clear. I was falling in
love with Sara. 


It was impossible not to. I imagined the day she’d spank me
again, maybe even with her bare hands, bite her breasts and taste her pussy.
She’d claimed That Session was a mistake, but I never lost hope. 


On my sixth appointment, Sara said, “Today’s your last
session with me.”


“Oh, I’d like a few more sessions,” I said. 


Sara frowned. “I don’t believe your insurance will cover
it.”


“That’s okay,” I said quickly. “I’ll pay out of pocket.”


Sara placed a hand on my knee. “I don’t think you
understand, Jason,” she said, gently. “At my clinic, the maximum number of
sessions you can have is six. I laid down that policy to prevent clients from
getting too attached or dependent on me, which wouldn’t serve either of us any
good.”


“I’m sure I can be the exception,” I said confidently.
“Can’t I?”


Sara shook her head. “I’m afraid I can’t.” She rustled
through her notebook absent-mindedly. “Now, it’s not uncommon for clients to
find it difficult to end things. It’s an end of a relationship, but I wouldn’t
have done my job properly if I didn’t give you a model of working things
through when I’m not there. I like to make a clean ending.” 


“I thought you were going to sleep with me,” I said. To my
horror, I realize my tone was biting, accusatory. 


“I’m sorry, Jason,” Sara said very calmly. “Therapists don’t
sleep with their clients.”


Is that a smirk? Was she finding pleasure in
rejecting me? I was angry and confused and sad. Maybe Sara was tired of me.
Maybe she liked her other clients better. 


Did her other clients love her? 


I was suddenly weak with understanding. Everything had been
a farce. Sara wasn’t getting it on with me at all. She’d been playing a role
and she didn’t really care about me. She was my therapist and I was never going
to have her. 


I stood up and without saying another word, I walked out. What
a stupid policy. It wasn’t fair. I had so much unfinished business to sort
out, and now I was left on my own. I glared at the man sitting in the waiting
room. Did he love Sara? Did Sara love him? 


The man stared back. “Well, fuck you too,” he
muttered. 


And that was that.


I was crushed. 











CHAPTER 6


 


Six months passed, and then a year.
I hooked up more and also dipped my toes in the dating pool. My efforts weren’t
in vain, because I ended up getting a girlfriend. Tanya was sweet, curvy, and
was so great in bed that she distracted me from Sara. 


Then we broke up. 


She broke up with me.


The hole that got left behind was gaping. Every night, I
thought of Sara, twisting and toying with the butt plug Tanya had given me. The
tug of her nipples in my mouth as she held the threat of the crop felt so real,
as if it had happened yesterday. God, I missed her and needed her. 


One day, I just got so fed up with myself that I got dressed
as a girl and went to the park. 


I just wanted to start over.


I was self-conscious at first, hiding my face behind my hat.
But when I realized that no one was staring and no one was planning to out me,
I got rid of the hat and made my way through a walking trail. I walked for an
hour, enjoying the way my stockings looked from above, the way my skirt
sashayed along with my steps and how my wig blew in the wind. 


I was walking back when I spotted a woman. She was seated at
a bench, a panting Pomeranian skittering by her side, and she was reading a
book.


As I neared the bench, my eyes squinted in the sun. But I
could’ve made out those thighs even if I was blind. 


“Hi,” I whispered. 


“Hi,” she said, her brows lowering as she looked at
me. 


“Do you remember me?”


She peered up at me some more. I saw the flicker of recognition
flash across her face. 


“Jason?”


I beamed at her. “Do you like my dress?”


“It’s very pretty,” Sara said. I circled around for her, and
could’ve sworn her gaze stuck to my ass as my skirt lifted up. “It’s been so
long. I’m surprised you even recognized me.” She laughed.


If only you knew, Sara. 


“You live in this neighborhood?” I asked.


She nodded. “I’m moving soon, though,” she said. 


A knot of dread formed at the pit of my belly. “Moving?
Where to?”


“Across provinces,” she said. “I have a new post at a
university. I’ll be teaching again. I’m very excited for the change.”


“Well, I’m happy for you,” I muttered, though I wasn’t happy
at all. “When are you going?”


“This Friday, actually.” Sara stood up and gave me an
apologetic smile. “I have to go. I have a nail appointment.” She patted me on
the shoulder with a hurtful level of professionalism, then stepped aside. “It
was nice to meet you again, Jason. Good luck with everything.”


I watched as she left the park, the Pomeranian bobbing
practically in the air beside her. The spark of hope within me wiped out yet
again. 


***


It wasn’t until Thursday afternoon that the wild idea popped
into my head.


The idea was definitely crazy. There would be a good chance
she’d think I was insane, or kick me off her office. But it was so wild, it
just could end up working. 


I took my phone and punched in the number to her clinic and
waited impatiently. As soon as the girl at the front desk answered, I blurted
out, “Is Dr. Sara Markova in today?”


There was a short pause. “Uh, yes, she’s in. Do you have an
appoint—”


I hung up. That was all I needed to know.


I got dressed quickly. I knew I didn’t have much time. I put
on one of my sleeveless dresses, the one that had tiny blue birds on the print.
It was cute but not overly sexy. I spent about ten minutes on my makeup.
Nothing too fancy that I’d fuck up on—rose pink blush on the cheeks, a generous
dusting of bronzer (I applied the same bronzer as eyeshadow), a matte red lip.
I completed my outfit with my wig, my beige two-inch heels, my hat, and a
jacket. 


It took me fifteen minutes to get to Sara’s building. I ran
in my heels to the elevator, breathless. A middle-aged man in a suit gave me
the once-over as he stepped off. I wasn’t sure he if he thought I was an escort
or a prostitute. 


I swung open the glass doors to Sara’s clinic. Taking a
single deep breath, I asked the receptionist for her. 


“I’m afraid Sara is busy right now,” the girl said. 


“Does she have a client in there?” I asked. 


The girl looked unsure, but then she shook her head. “She’s
wrapping up some work. It’s her last day today.”


“Please,” I begged. “Can I see her for five minutes?”


Frustratingly, the girl kept shaking her head. “I told you,
Dr. Markova is working. You don’t have an appointment. I’m afraid I’ll
have to ask you to—”


“Please!” I wailed.


“You must leave right n—”


“I’ll take care of the young lady.” 


The sharp, loud voice caused both our heads to turn. Sara’s
door was open wide, and she was leaning against the frame, arms crossed, her
lips tightly pursed. 


I breathed a sigh of relief and walked through the
door. 


“Thank you, Janice,” Sara called as she slammed the door
closed with her foot and locked it.


I stood trembling in her room. Her desk was empty. The
framed photos she’d had were gone. Even the mirror was no longer there. 


“I think I’m really going to have to punish you this time,”
she said, her voice filled with anger. “For doing this. Who do you think you
are?”


“Then punish me. Please.” I removed my jacket and hat,
letting my wig fall down to my shoulders. “Sara, you’ve trained me to say
what’s on my mind. And so I will. I think I’m in love with you.”


I cringed as the words spilled out. A wave of worry swept
over me as I watched Sara’s eyes narrow and her expression harden. There was no
doubt in my mind that she was pissed off at my theatrics. She sighed, went over
to the couch, and sat down. 


I knelt down before her and removed her black heels. I
kissed her stockinged feet, inhaling her scent. Sara didn’t protest. I licked
the bottom of her stockings and peppered both her ankles with kisses. God, she
was everything. I wanted to kiss, lick, and bite every damn inch of her. 


“Tell me how you really feel, Sara,” I said. “You’re no
longer my therapist. I’m no longer your client. But you still mean the world to
me, and I’m your sissy girl.”


Sara’s nails drummed along the arm of the couch. The muscles
in her jaw were tense. I just stared at her side profile, hopelessly enraptured
by her beauty. The way she moved, talked, walked…everything was so graceful and
overflowing with confidence.  


 “I don’t have much time,” she finally said. “I have an
Uber coming to my home in exactly one hour.” She checked her watch. “Fifty
minutes. I’m sorry, Jason.” She stood up. 


It was like a double punch to the gut. I’d been so stupid.
Not only had I humiliated her, I’d humiliated myself. I stood up,
knowing I had to leave, but my feet just wouldn’t move. 


“Sara…”


The slap came from nowhere. My face went numb. Tears sprung
to my eyelids. 


Sara leaned in closer. “Get rid of that bad wig right now,”
she said sharply. “You look like a cheap whore. I expected more from you.”


Eyes prickling with shame, I removed my wig. I stood there
just in my wig cap, rubbing my cheek, trying to lessen the sting but it only
hurt more. I wanted to tell her that I tried. I really tried. I’d ordered my
wig online for twenty bucks, because the more expensive ones were upwards of
three hundred dollars but I was saving up for them. 


Sara opened one of her desk drawers and flung a package at
me. It was the black wig I’d worn that day. I hurriedly put it on while she
watched. 


“Where did you buy your makeup?” she asked. Her voice was
sharp, biting. 


I hung my head. “From the dollar store,” I said. 


“Where the hell is the MAC lipstick I gave you?”


“It’s at home, underneath my mattress,” I whispered. I
wanted to explain to her that I never used it simply for the fear it would run
out and I wouldn’t have anything to remember her by.


Sara gave an exasperated sigh and threw a packet of wet
wipes in my direction. I quickly worked at getting rid of the stupid makeup
look I’d done, fresh tears stabbing the back of my eyelids. I knew she wasn’t
really demeaning my efforts—it was just that I hadn’t tried as hard as I
thought I had.


Sara approached me, a makeup palette in one hand, a brush on
the other. She motioned me to kneel.


“You’re never going into another dollar store again, hear
me?” she hissed. “For god’s sake, Jasey. Even sissies have dignity. Take some
pride in your appearance. Next time, try a MAC store. Colorpop for eyeshadows.
Dermablend for powders. You have so many better options.”


She worked on my face while she continued to berate me and
give me advice. She worked fast but expertly, applying powders across my
eyelids, browbones and cheekbones, swiping my lashes vigorously with mascara
that smelled like a tub of paint. She dabbed on a creamy lipstick that was a
deeper shade of the pink she’d given me earlier. As she touched my lips to warm
up the shade, her skin was cold, but the effect on me was like she’d set me on
fire. Using an eyeliner, she finished off the look by placing a dot near
the upper left corner of my lips. A beauty mark. Just like hers.


She swiveled the makeup palette around and told me to look
at myself in the small mirror.


“You have potential, Jasey,” she said. “Do you even see it?”


I nodded. The truth was I knew it would be a dream to
achieve the level of perfection she’d granted to me. But hell, I would
try. 


Sara stepped back, unbuttoning her blouse. The breasts that
I’d craved for so long flopped out, looking bigger than ever. 


“Lay down on your back,” she ordered. 


She wants me. My pulse pounding, I spread myself out
on the floor. I didn’t know what she was going to do to me, and now that the
moment was here, I was scared shitless. Scared about humiliating myself even
more than I had. Scared about disappointing her. 


“Arms up and behind your head,” she said. “You’re not
allowed to touch yourself.” She stepped over me, placing one leg on either side
of my body, her thick thighs causing my heart rate to skyrocket. “You look nice
like that,” she added.


I blushed, keeping my arms still. I remembered she’d liked
me more in submissive positions, and she’d even complimented me the day I’d
bent over her desk with my ass completely vulnerable.


Sara unzipped the back of her skirt and it fell to the
floor. She pulled down her pantyhose and then her panties. Then she sat down on
my thighs. If she’d crushed me with her weight I would’ve died happy. Picking
up her panties, she flung it over my face, smothering me with her smell.


“Take a deep breath, Jasey,” she said. “I know you like
that, you pervert.”


I was hard. So hard inside my own panties. Through the web
of darkness over my eyes, I could make out Sara studying the dress I was
wearing. She pulled it all the way up and grabbed my underwear, her nails
scraping my skin. Then she got rid of the panties over my face, letting me
breath. Getting into a squat, Sara rocked her hips, levitating above my crotch.
I was as hard as a rock and already seeping my fluids. Her beautiful pussy
descended to make contact with my clitty. 


Our wetness merged, and it was like my brain exploded. 


“Nervous?” she asked.


I just nodded. 


“I would have liked to play with you,” Sara said. “But we
simply don’t have time.”


And then I was inside her. I couldn’t believe it. 


Is this heaven?


Sara rode me. I could feel myself edging upwards, my clitty
alive with energy. Had intercourse ever felt this good? No. Never.


Sara stopped suddenly and my clit slipped out. “I can hardly
feel you,” she said scathingly. “I tried, Jasey. I knew your penis wouldn’t be
enough to please me. We’re going to have to do something else.”


I groaned. I hadn’t been enough for her. What could I do? It
was so unfair. 


Sara slowly moved up my body, leaving behind a trail of her
wetness. I’ll remember that feeling forever, I promised myself. Because
I’ll never be inside her again. Her shadow wavered over my face, and then I
was swallowed by her full, gorgeous ass. She dropped down hard, stifling me
unabashedly with her full weight. 


I almost passed out.  


Sara clenched her thighs and raised her ass so I could take
a breather. 


“I think you should take the deepest breath you’ve ever
had,” she warned. “You won’t be able to breath for quite a while.”











CHAPTER 7


 


I nodded and braced myself. Sara
wasn’t shitting around. 


When she descended again, my thirsty tongue was out and
ready to pleasure her. The last thing I saw was the smoldering fire in her
eyes. She was so juicy, and the little stubble she has on her pussy felt
amazing as she grinded on top of my face. Pain shot up my tongue as I forced it
to flick her hardened clit up and down, left and right. I knew I was doing it
right because she wasn’t speaking. She didn’t say anything except moan and gasp
and buck over me, one hand tightly hugging the top of my head, the other behind
her on my chest. This wasn’t just heaven. I had reached a sexual nirvana, my
mind empty and unthinking except for my goal of satisfying this gorgeous
woman. 


I sucked hard, making her as wet as the ocean. Sara pressed
her fists into my shoulders as she humped me. I wagged my jaw, longing to hear
her cries grow louder. When she came, she screamed so loud I was scared someone
outside the room would hear us. 


She got off my face, still breathing hard, her thighs
dripping. 


“Lift up your legs!” she shouted at me. The tension in the
room grew as sharp as blades, and a ripple of excitement flew down my spine.
She was getting reckless. “I want to see your ass! Show me your fucking ass!”


She slid everything off me. My legs were naked, followed by
my entire crotch. Then Sara was silent. Her fingers slid over my shaved crack
and the base of my buttplug. 


“Do you bleach it too?” she asked.


“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered. 


She didn’t say anything, but I knew she approved it. 


She went ahead and removed the plug. My ass pulsed. Her hand
slithered up and down my taint. I moaned. So much pleasure. So much fucking
pleasure. She squeezed my balls. I drew in a tense breath and looked at her
touching me. She was full of wanting. She held onto my legs and began to hump
me, her wet pussy sliding over my crack.


“I don’t have my strap-on with me today,” she said.


“It’s okay,” I said, quiet as a mouse.


Sara laughed. It wasn’t a friendly laugh. “I didn’t ask if
it was okay with you,” she said. “You came here. I’ll do what I want.”
She continued humping me, torturing me with her teasing. “I bet you’ve been
dreaming of this moment. The moment I fuck you like a bitch and your ass gets
ruined forever. You were destined to be a sissy, my Jasey. You knew that,
didn’t you? It’s the only way someone like you can get someone like me.”


I felt so horny at her degrading words. Even though we were
still so new at this, it was like were old lovers—that was how good she was at
making me tick, making my body melt with submission. But of course that all
made sense too. She had been my therapist after all.  


“I could let you go right now,” she whispered, her breath
blowing into my butt. “Tell you to leave my office and never contact me again.
Because you’ve been a hell of nuisance, sissy. You distracted me once and here
you are, distracting me again. But you know what? I think I like you too
much for that. I’m going to have my way with you now.” She smirked. “I still
like to see you all flustered. It’s cute.”


I grinned at her. Sara dug into her handbag and opened up a
small bottle of lube. She slathered it over and into my hole. A sound escaped
me, a terrified moan that was like a kitten’s. Because I was scared. Sara wanted
me powerless and scared…


“You’re already so worked up and I’ve hardly done anything,”
she said. When her finger entered me I was lost. She moaned along with me,
wanting to see me aroused. “Ooh, you like that, don’t you? Slut.” She
dug her finger in even deeper, massaging my balls with her other hand. I
grunted, my mouth making sounds that were far from feminine and sexy. She
started fucking me at a steady pace, opening me up. It hurt a little, a good
kind of hurt, pain that let me know I was at her mercy. 


“Aww, look at that. She loves getting her ass wrecked,” Sara
murmured. She grabbed hold of my legs and bent them further back, forcing my
ass up even more. When she penetrated me again I could feel her all the way
inside me. She paused for just a second until I gasped and moaned, unable to
form the words to beg her to put it back in again. She smirked. She was getting
a real kick out of dominating and tormenting me, and it was so fucking
sexy. 


One finger became two, then three, and then she was really
pushing them in, with a force that almost felt sinful. My poor powerless
ass was being stretched to its limit. Sara’s fucking became insanely fast, and
I whimpered. The pleasure was building. She caressed my balls and squeezed them
tight. I wanted to tell her to stop, because I was terrified of the pleasure I
was about to experience. Tears spilled down as my body fought against her,
trembling and bucking. 


She spanked one ass cheek hard. “Don’t you dare fucking
move!”


She held onto me even tighter.


I couldn’t think. Couldn’t speak. Couldn’t even moan. The
only thing I could register was the beautiful feeling of surrendering myself to
her. 


“I want to see you cum like a girl.” Her voice came from far
away. “Do it, bitch! Prove to me you’re a sissy who can cum just from being
fucked in your pussy!”


I felt myself float. 


“Do it, bitch!” she shouted again. “I don’t have time!”


My asshole began flexing hard and I soared upward into a
void where nothing existed except for pure ecstasy. My cum splattered upward as
I emptied myself. It felt like it would last forever, but it was over in an
instant.


Sara slowly pulled out and licked her fingers. Then she used
a wet wipe to clean herself up. I was still recovering on the floor by the time
she’d gotten dressed again. 


“Clean this place up before you leave,” she said. “Goodbye,
Jason.”


“Goodbye, Sara,” I choked. 


She grabbed her bag and calmly sidestepped me as she walked
out of the room, slamming the door behind her. I heard her say something to the
receptionist. 


I stayed there for a long time, unable to move.


Then someone was knocking on the door. 


I sprang up excitedly. “Sara?”


“Are you alright?”


It was just the receptionist. 


I quickly straightened my dress and wiped the sweat at my
temples. “Yeah, I’m fine. I’ll…be fine.”


“Well, will you come out quickly?” the girl said
impatiently. “I’m off in five minutes and I need to lock everything up.”


“S-sure,” I muttered.


When she left, I got to work, using the wipes to wipe away
the cum stains. I walked past the oak desk for the trash can and that was when
I saw it. The makeup palette Sara had used on me. There was a sticky note
pasted over the top. “No more dollar stores. -Sara,” it said.


I held the palette up to my chest and kissed it, then placed
it carefully on the couch along with my jacket and hate. I smiled to myself as
I went back to cleaning the carpet.
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I Feminized My
Fiancé


Serving The
MILF


Pleasing
Mistress Vera


Valentine’s Day
Surprise


Passion Island


My Bossy
Girlfriend: A Femdom Sissy Maid Story


***


 


Feeling hot and
bothered? Get started reading now!
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Keep up with Rae Robinson!







MY AUTHOR PAGE


(AKA your
never-ending treasure trove of feminization fantasies!)


 


To check out all my hot new releases, be sure
to visit my Amazon Author Page! 











ABOUT THE AUTHOR


 


A
full-time content writer by day and an erotica writer by night, Rae Robinson
writes all kinds of dirty stories when the doors are locked and anything can
happen. Her main interests include femdom, sissification, and feminization. She
particularly loves exploring the intersection between sexuality and
self-identity.
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