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“Are you ready yet?!” Jenifer yelled up to her son’s room, “Jane isn’t going to be waiting all day for you.”

“Almost… Hang on!” Kyle yelled back halfheartedly.

Kyle has been out of work for some time now. Not that he couldn’t get hired; it was that he didn’t want to.

“Come on Kyle!” His mother yelled, “You better not embarrass me!”

“I said I’m coming!” Kyle yelled back coming down from his room.

Kyle was on the scrawny side; standing 5-foot-7 and weighing 133 pounds at 21 years old. He had hazel eyes, long brown hair stopping around his shoulders. Wearing a plain black t-shirt, baggy jeans and sneakers; clearly not dressed for an interview.

“Are you serious?!” Jenifer asked annoyed, “Oh forget it we’re already late.” And with that she grabbed his arm leading him through the door, out of the house and into the car.

The drive was uneventful. Kyle spent most of his time looking out of the window wishing his life was different. Jane looked over at her son; she knew that Kyle has been depressed since he was let go from his previous employment. She only hoped that her old employee Jane could get him out of his rut.

It wasn’t long before they pulled up Jane’s house. It was your typical two story suburban home with a yard, garage and a white picket fence.

“Out you go!” Jenifer sang out, pushing Kyle out of the car and peeling off.

“Shit!” Kyle thought, with the realization he was now stranded. He had hoped that he could get the interview done fast and get back home. But it seems that he will need to ask Jane for a ride, or at least her phone. He shuffled to the porch building up courage before ringing the doorbell. The chime went off and echoed before fading away. What followed was an unnerving silence as Kyle waited for someone to answer.

The door burst open revealing a tall caramel skinned woman who towered over him. Her midnight black hair draped down elegantly stopping a little past her shoulders. Her business suit hugged her body showing off every curve; from her buxom breasts, to her wide thighs.

Her brown eyes stared down at Kyle; he flinched meeting her gaze. When his mother talked about her old employee, Kyle figured that she would be around the same age as his mother. Yet the woman looked like she was only was a couple years older than him. There was a moment of silence as they stared at each other.

“Ar...ar…are you Jane?” Kyle stumbled over his words, finally breaking the silence.

The woman sighed to herself. “How could Jenifer’s son be so ill prepared for an interview?” She wondered, “He might give me more resistance than I thought.”

“Yes and you must be Kyle.” Jane responded.

Kyle stared wide eyed unsure what to do next.

“Come,” Jane commanded as if she was talking to a dog.

She walked back into the house leaving the front door wide open, Kyle meekly followed. They made their way through the house reaching one of the back rooms. She opened the door revealing a small office with a desk and a tall stool.

“Sit” Jane ordered, taking a seat behind her desk.

Kyle scrambled to follow her directions, making his way to the bar stool placed in front of her desk. He sat down, his feet dangling off the ground. He grabbed the sides trying to move his butt into a more comfortable position.

“So tell me…” Jane folded her hands and leaned in, “Why should I hire you?” Kyle blushed and looked away, realizing he had forgotten what he was doing there.

“Well I uhh…” Kyle voice trailed off trying to think of what he could say. “I know how to cook and clean.”

“Okay…” Jane raised her eyebrow.

“Oh uhh… I’m a fast learner considering that I learned that at my old job,” Kyle added.

“Hmm…” Jane rested her head “So I could call your old employer to get a reference?”

“Well uh no,” Kyle looked away, “He had to close down his business.”

“For what?” Jane questioned.

“He well uhh…” Kyle stuttered, “He was caught cheating on his wife,” Kyle looked away blushing, “so he had to liquidate the business for the divorce.”

Jane sighed leaning back in her chair, “Well if you can cook and clean then I suppose you would make a decent housewife.” She remarked in a monotone looking up.

“W-What?”

“A house wife,” Jane said again in the same tone, this time making eye contact, “A little sissy boy like you would be perfect for the job.”

Her candor shocked Kyle leaving him silent.

“Though I suppose you’ll have to work your way up,” She thought aloud, “start out as a little sissy maid in the meantime.”

Kyle sat there, hearing the demeaning things she was saying. A part of him told him he should leave in a fit of rage. The other part told him she was right or he would have stopped her. He didn’t know if he should stay and put up with the humiliation, get up and storm out.

“I… Jane-.”

“Do you come with your own cute little maid outfit,” Jane interrupted, “Or will I have to provide you with one?” She asked, leaning in and pushing her boobs together.

“I think I should go!” Kyle tried to get up to leave; his face turning into a deep crimson.

“Sit!” Jane shouted, stopping him in his tracks. “You like the idea of being my maid don’t you?” She retorted standing up.

“Running around in an adorable little maid uniform cleaning my house,” She made her way closer to Kyle.

Kyle continued to squirm in his seat.

“Feeling the swish of your skirt,” She grabbed his face.

Kyle was sweating so much he thought he would melt in her hands.

She moved her mouth close to Kyle’s ear and whispered, “Bending over to pick something up and flashing me your little cute pantied ass,”

Kyle fidgeted in his stool crossing his legs together. Jane looked down smiling. He didn’t want to admit it but he was finding the whole situation, arousing. And like a bird swooping down get the worm, Jane’s hand reached down grabbing his crotch.

“Eeelp!” Kyle screeched out.

“It looks like you’re getting excited for the job.” Jane commented as she gave a playful squeeze causing another yelp from Kyle.

Kyle didn’t know what to do; Jane now had him in the palm of her hand. He could feel his erection grow, almost tenting his pants and rubbing against Jane’s hand.

“Tell me,” Jane rubbed his privates, “You want me to continue?”

Kyle’s head nodded furiously up and down.

“Well that’s the benefit of the job,” Jane’s hand stopped rubbing but remained touching.

Kyle subconsciously rubbed himself against her hand.

“Do you want to be my little pretty maid?” She mocked.

At this point Kyle was becoming too hot and bothered to think straight. His head again nodded up and down.

“Say it!” Jane gave another squeeze.

“Yes!” Kyle yelled in frustration, “I want to be your maid!”

“Tell me you want to be a pretty thing for me,” She ordered giving a light stoke to Kyle’s member.

“Yes, I want to be pretty!” Kyle panted.

“You want to be a pretty girl for me?” Jane laughed, enjoying his discomfort as she continued to stroke.

“Yes… I want to be your pretty girl!” Kyle shouted. He knew what he was saying was emasculating but Kyle wanted her to keep stroking.

“You want me to make you into a pretty girl don’t you?” She mocked, now stroking Kyle in full force.

“Yes… yes... please Jane… PLEeease make me into a pretty girl,” Kyle said in desperation, “I want to be a pretty girl please!” As he was saying these words, Kyle felt his rockets ignite. His hands held on to the legs of the stool and his toes crinkled as he started to cum in his pants feeling a wave ecstasy.
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Feeling the wetness Jane moved her hand away, wiping away the cum residue on his pants thigh.

“Well it looks like you soiled your pants,” Jane said with a smile, changing Kyle’s expression from bliss to shame.

“I’ll take these put them into the wash,” she said, sliding her fingers into his waistband pulling down his pants and boxers. Her soft dainty fingers caressed his leg as she dragged both articles of clothing down to his ankles. She took them off, leaving him with only his t-shirt and sneakers to cover him.

“You head upstairs to the bedroom; it’ll be the first door on the right,” she walked away, leaving Kyle alone in the office. Eager to follow her commands, Kyle ran upstairs to her bedroom.

He entered, looking around and was surprised to see that the style was extremely feminine; Her bed was a dark pink, with fuzzy and frilly throw pillows, the blanket had a pink and black zebra print, her dresser and her vanity were both bright pink, there was a fuchsia fuzzy carpet that tied the room together and each step Kyle took his nostrils filled with the scent of lavender.

He sat down on the bed awkwardly placing one leg over the other in an attempt to look more professional, his ass sinking into the bed as he waited.

Time seemed to stand still as he sat there, leaving his mind to wander. He remembered what happened down stairs and more specifically what he said in the heat of the moment.

“What did I agree to?” Kyle thought blushing at his realization on what he agreed too.

“She couldn’t have been serious, right?” He tried to reason himself, “When she comes up I’ll convince her that there must be a mistake,” He reassured himself.

Jane entered the room interrupting Kyle’s thoughts and grabbing his attention. She walked over to her closet; swaying her hips and ignoring Kyle as she made her way. She opened her closet with a flourish and searched through her clothes. She bent over, sticking out her ass and giving Kyle a nice view.

“Now to find you something to wear in the meantime,” Jane said happily.

Kyle couldn’t even register what she was saying as he stared at her backside. He felt his blood rush down to his erection causing it to stand up free.

“Now I don’t have your uniform yet so in the meantime you’ll have to borrow something of mine.” Jane turned around holding up two outfits. “Will you be a pretty party girl?” Raising one outfit which was a pink tank top with spaghetti straps and plain white denim skirt, “Or a pretty sexy clubbing girl?” she motioned to a sleeveless black dress in her right hand. She looked to Kyle for an answer, leaving him stunned

“Jane I think there’s been a mis-”

“I expect you to wear what I tell you,” Jane cut off. “To make you into a pretty girl like we agreed upon,” her tone changing from playful to serious. “And if you refuse to wear what I give you, then I’ll gladly show you the door and you can walk back as you are,” she motioned to his current undressed state.

Kyle sat there in silence, blown away on what happened. Not only did she have him with his pants down. But she also has everything in his pockets too; his wallet, his I.D and even the keys to his house. She had everything.

“Now which will it be?” Jane asked leaning into his face with a wicked smile. Kyle look down defeated, he raised his head and with an ache in his heart said.

“The dress.”

“Hmm… I don’t think that’s good enough,” Jane retorted. “I want you to ask me,” Jane bent over to get at eye level with Kyle, “Like the sweet adorable girl you are,” She said in a cutesy voice.

Kyle looked down again feeling the blood rush to his face, he began build up courage and looked up about to speak.

“And make sure give a girly tone.” Jane interjected again before he could speak. Kyle could feel sweat coming off him, he took another deep breath and spoke.

“Please Jane could you...” Kyle could feel the words churn in his throat “dress me in your pretty black dress?” he asked in his best attempt at a high pitch voice.

“Well Kyle but of course I’ll let you wear my black dress,” Jane mocked in a sing-songy voice. “But first will going to have to get you some underwear to go with It.” she tossed the dress on the bed next to Kyle.

Jane swayed back over to her dresser. Meanwhile Kyle could only look at the dress that lay next to him. Like an upcoming prison sentence he will endure.

“With a sexy little number like that you’ll going to need some sexy lingerie,” She rummaged through her drawer. “Ah here we go,” She triumphantly held a black bra with pink frilly trim in one hand and matching panties in the other. “Now STRIP!” She Commanded.

Kyle reluctantly took off his shoes and his socks, surprised on how they managed stay on after Jane ripped off his pants. He then stood up, stretching his t-shirt to cover his man hood as he kicked away his shoes. Knowing his shirt was his last bit of clothing he had, he savored removing it.

“Come now Kyle,” Jane heckled, “I didn’t ask for a show.”

Kyle’s face flushed red hearing the comment; throwing away his t-shirt in a fit, leaving him exposed. Jane eyes light up as she saw his naked body.

“I just now notice,” She walked closer to him, “You don’t have anybody hair!” She said excitedly, running the back of her hand on his thigh.

Kyle gave a small jump backwards feeling the warmth of her hand; his hands rushing to his privates. Jane smiled watching his frightened movements.

“Tell me,” Jane cooed, “this won’t be the first time wearing frilly things will it?” Kyle blushed harder; he couldn’t bring up the courage to answer. He gave a slight nod in acknowledgment. “Oh that is too cute!” Jane exclaimed, clapping her hands together.

She leaned in looking over Kyle’s body further. “hmmm… you are thin but… I know,” Jane went over to her drawer again. “Here we are,” She pulled out a pink frilly waist clincher. Kyle gulped knowing what was coming next.

“It may not match,” Jane eyed the garment, “but it’ll help girls like you get the sexy curves that will turn heads.” She smiled while Kyle fidgeted, “Now grab the bed post,” She ordered.

Kyle obliged and made his way over, bending down and grabbing the railing. Jane stepped behind him, giving a playful slap to his rear causing him to yelp. She wrapped around the garment to Kyle’s stomach, tying it.

“Breathe in as much as you can,” Jane whispered into his ear. Kyle did as he was told and took the biggest deep breath he could and held it.

“That a girl,” Jane smiled to herself.

Jane took the two strings and yanked them as hard as she could, Kyle yelped again in pain. She kept pulling, trying to get as much as of the strings she could. Meanwhile Kyle was finding it harder and harder to breathe as he was being forced to suck in his gut. He thought he would pass out as she yanked and pulled, harder and harder trying to get every inch of string she could. She finally stopped yanking and tied the end of the strings in a tiny pink bow at the bottom. Kyle let go of the bed post standing back up. His new posture made him feel awkward, like he was forced to stick out his chest. He took a few steps; feeling difference of how much weight he could now put into each step.

“I can’t breathe!” Kyle gasped.

“Just take smaller breaths you baby,” Jane shot back, “It hurts to look good,” She mocked.

Kyle tried to follow her advice and adjusted his breathing, feeling his breaths become hollow.

“Now time for your bra,” She said joyously, placing the black lacy bra around his chest and clipping it in the back.

Kyle felt the silk rubbing against his body causing him to shiver in excitement. He moved his hands to the cups rubbing it against his nipples. The cooling touch gave him a shock of electricity through his skin and his nipples to point out.

“Enjoying yourself?” Jane asked, ripping him out of his bliss. Kyle dropped his hands to his side, his face turning beat red. “Don’t worry I know you’ll grow to fill out a bra,” she cooed. “But first,” Jane grabbed his discard socks and balled them up “you’re going to have to be a stuffing girl.” Jane announced as she shoved the balled up socks into his bra.

Kyle slid his hands up and down trying to come to terms with his new figure. He started at his round hips and rear, moving up his narrow torso and widening back out at his chest he didn’t want to admit it but the stuffing helped his new curves. Jane then ran back to her dresser, grabbing a black garter belt.

“Before I forget here’s some girl knowledge for you,” Jane moved closer to Kyle, so close that they almost touched. “It’s garter belt first…” She whispered; her breath tickling his ear, “panties seconded!” she clipped the belt, pushing him onto the bed.

“Panty time!” She announced gleefully, picking up the black panties and holding them out low to the ground.

Kyle lifted his left leg up guiding it into the panty hole. As he up stood up to get his other leg into the hole. He struggled to keep his balance thrown off not being used to wearing a girdle. He tripped falling face first forward right into Jane.

Jane caught him mid fall; wrapping her arms around him. But because of one stray button on her blouse, his face landed smack dab in her cleavage. Kyle could only see darkness; it felt like he landed in two soft warm mushy clouds. He looked up to seeing Jane smiling warmly down at him. He backed away almost tripping again because his panties only made it up to his knees.

“Careful silly girl,” Jane giggled catching him once again. “At least wait ‘til’ you have your underwear on.”

Kyle looked down, balling up his fist, humiliated. Jane saw him stiffen up and took matters in her own hands. She bent down grabbing his panties, straightening them out and slid them up his legs. He felt the silky material going up his legs feeling the same electricity he felt from the bra as it reached his privates and his rear. Like metal to a magnet, his member grew clinging to the fabric.

“Don’t play with yourself yet we’re just getting started.” Jane winked snapping Kyle back.

“I… I.”

“Shhh,” Jane placed her manicured finger over his lips “we haven’t finished your outfit yet.”

Jane swayed back to her dresser as Kyle stared down at his new transformed body in astonishment. If it wasn’t for erection sticking out, he would swear that it was the body of a petite young woman.

“Sit,” Commanded Jane, Kyle in a trance state obeyed and sat back down. “Now be careful,” Jane walked up, kneeling down; holding a pair of sheer stockings. “These are sheer so you better not ruin them,” she warned pulling up them around and tying them into small bows.

“Now all we have to do is get you made up and you’ll be ready to see yourself in the dress,” Jane walked over to her vanity. Meanwhile Kyle ran his feet over the carpeted floor feeling how slippery they were.

“Sit,” she ordered. Kyle looked up from his legs seeing Jane sitting down in front of the vanity, patting her lap.

“She couldn’t be asking me to…” Kyle thought.

“Now Kyle we don’t have all night.” She patted her lap again making a more audible ‘slap’.

Kyle shuffled over where she was sitting. He stood in front of Jane, spreading his legs, his erection wiggled as he took baby steps toward her. Now over Jane’s legs he squatted, sitting down on her lap

“Grab my shoulders so you don’t lose your balance again.” she said in a sweet motherly voice. Slowly but surely Kyle compiled and rested his hands around Jane shoulders. “Good Girl.” she smiled. This did not help Kyle’s erection as it tented out of his panties, almost touching Jane’s stomach.

“Now close your eyes while I do your make up and no peeking,” she wagged her finger, “I want you only to see yourself when I’m done.”

Kyle closed his eyes accepting his fate. He felt his hair being brushed and small brushes dancing all over and tickling his face.

“Open your mouth a little.” Kyle heard in the darkness. He complied, feeling goop being smeared onto his lips moistening them. He involuntary smacked his lips together tasting strawberries.

“Almost done,” Kyle heard Jane’s voice, feeling tiny speckles being thrown on him almost causing him to sneeze. "And… finished,” Jane said triumphantly.

Kyle instinctively opened his eyes and tried to look back at the mirror but was stopped by Jane’s hand.

“Wait until you’re in your dress,” Jane wagged her finger.

Kyle stood up out of energy to be ashamed and walked over to the bed, picking up the dress. He stepped into it one leg at a time; pulling it up to his chest, lining up the cups up and slipping his arms through the dress’s straps.

“Let me get that for you,” Jane said, stepping behind him and zipping up the back.

The dress fit like a glove hugging his body nicely but hanging off enough to not feel constricted. And that’s when it hit Kyle.

“Wait,” Kyle turned around feeling the hem of his dress swish across his thigh, “Jane, how did you know this would fit me?” He asked concerned.

“Oh I think your mother mentioned your size when she said you were looking for a job.” Jane nonchalantly answered.

“Why did she give out that kind information?!” Kyle thought terrified.

Jane could sense what he was thinking seeing the distress in Kyle’s eyes. She walked up next to him wrapping her arm around Kyle’s waist, in the hopes she could distract him.

“Close your eyes for the big reveal,” Jane instructed, trying to change the subject.

Even though Kyle was busy putting the pieces together in his head, he did as he was instructed. Closing his eyes and feeling the arm around him lead to, what Kyle assumed was a mirror.

“Did she know that this was going to happen?!” He continued to wonder, the swish of his dress causing both his skin to tingle and reminding him of his situation. “I’m an embarrassment aren’t I?” thoughts like these continued to plague his mind on the way.

He finally felt himself stopping at what he assumed was a mirror; his self-esteem now hitting rock bottom.

“And open!” Jane announce

Kyle opened his eyes and his negative thoughts vanished as he looked up seeing Jane holding an attractive brunette girl in her arm.
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“But wait,” the girl Jane was holding grew a puzzled expression, “Jane is over…”

Kyle looked to Jane who was to the left of him; she was smiling looking forward with an arm around him. Kyle looked back catching eye with the girl and it finally hit him. He was looking into a mirror.

“I…I-” he stuttered.

“Yes you are pretty young thing,” Jane interrupted, “aren’t you?” She smiled looking down.

Kyle saw the young girl in the mirror blush.

“I guess I can’t call you Kyle any longer,” Jane thought out loud, “How about Kelly?” She asked lovingly looking down at the newly dubbed Kelly.

Kyle was too enthralled with himself in the mirror to register what she was saying. He moved closer to the mirror as Jane backed away.

“I’ll let her enjoy herself while I get ready.” Jane thought to herself as she undressed.

Kyle’s eyes were glued to the mirror focusing on him. He would constantly move and watch himself in the mirror in a way to ‘test’ the accuracy. After a few moments he became more comfortable with his reflection and acted more joyful. He did girly poses; blowing kisses, playing with his hair and even giving a little dance. He was so enthralled in his merriment he didn’t even notice Jane walking up behind him.

“Enjoying yourself.” Jane’s voice shot through him, bringing back into reality.

Kyle slowly turned around thinking he would see Jane laughing at him. Instead what he saw turned his face from embarrassment to shock. He saw Jane half naked wearing an open silk robe and strap-on connected to her panties.

“Wh-why do you have a…a-,” Kyle was too terrified to talk straight.

“A penis?” Jane interrupted; her bluntness caused a shiver up his spine. “It’s better to fuck you with Kelly,” She said plainly.

“K-Kelly?” Kyle questioned.

“Yes Kelly and if you’re done enjoying yourself I ask that you come and give my package,” She slapped the faux penis, “a kiss.”

Kyle was shaking in fear unsure how to react. He eyed Jane up and down for a few moments, the strap on was not that big Kyle thought. Only six inches if he had to guess.

“I can’t be thinking that I’m actually going to this?” He thought to himself.

“Oh come now, Kelly,” Jane said noticing Kyle’s hesitation. “I can see you are enjoying yourself,” she pointed down.

Kyle looked down to see that his body had betrayed him; his penis was standing tall tenting his dress. He felt ashamed as he slowly inched forward towards Jane. Closer and closer he was yelling and reasoning with himself in his head.

“It’s not real!”

“You can’t suck on a dildo!”

“What’s the big deal?”

“It’s gross!”

“It’s rubber.”

Kyle kneeled down in front of her, his head filled with conflicting thoughts. He looked back up at Jane seeing her smile and suddenly he only heard one voice.

“It’s what she wants!”

Kyle slowly opened his mouth as he inched closer, closing his eyes. Jane saw this and used her hands to guide his head to stay on target. Before he knew it he felt the rubber on his lips and gave little nibble giving a little shake to the dildo.

“That a girl,” Jane murmured.

Kyle opened his mouth wider, engulfing the head. His tongue sensing an intruder licked at it, tasting rubber. His lips went down further feeling the decorative veins that went up the shaft. Saliva filled his mouth making him give an involuntary suckle. A loud slurping noise ringing out through the room.

Kyle blushed hard, but kept the end of the strap in. He looked up like a deer in the head lights unsure how to proceed.

“Go on, play with it.” Jane smiled confidently.

Kyle finally gave, pursing his lips around the shaft and sucked like a baby to a bottle. He didn’t know how to describe it, like he was sucking on a wide rubber milk shake straw that was too thick. He sucked so hard that his lips broke the seal and he had to re-grip, trying to get into a comfortable pace.

Jane continued ‘hym’ and ‘mew’, resting her hands around his bobbing head as he picked up the pace. Kyle was now breathing through his nose getting comfortability, sucking faster and faster, reaching around grabbing Jane’s ass.

“Oh you little dirty girl,” Jane squealed, bucking her hips into him.

Kyle’s felt the force of her thrusts; knocking his head back. His mouth would have slid right off if she wasn’t holding his head. Kyle’s enjoyment turned back into fear as he realized that he was at her mercy. The strap on touch the back of his throat, he thought he might choke to death.

“That’s it!” Jane continued to hump his face, “You know you love your mistress cock!”

Kyle didn’t know what to do. He tried to keep up with Jane’s thrusts to regain control. Moving his head faster and faster, letting his lips slip up and down and using his tongue to lubricate the rubber cock. He was such in cock gobbling stupor he regained control and was going much faster than Jane was.

Her hands went from trying to choke Kyle on her rod to holding on to stabilize. She looked down seeing Kyle getting into it and grinned ear to ear.

“That’s a good babe,” she patted Kyle on the head.

Kyle stopped his sucking rampage; unwrapping his mouth from the blue dildo. He removed his mouth, a saliva strand made a bridge from his mouth back to the dick, a reminder of what happen. Kyle felt weak from the constant head bobbing and panted.

“Oh dear,” Jane commented, “Your lipstick is all smeared,” she lifted Kyle up and locking eyes.

Kyle blushed at her remark looking away and subconsciously licking his lips tasting strawberries again. Jane places a hand on his cheek catching his eyes again.

“Let help you reapply your lipstick.” She murmured, pressing her lips against his and embracing him in her arms.

Kyle’s eyes shot open surprised, feeling Jane’s tongue entering his mouth. His mouth was too cramped to offer any resistances allowing her explore his mouth. Jane was a master kisser; she kept her mouth smashed against his, only allowing small breaths to escape before moving back in. Kyle was growing weak and the knees melting in her arms. Jane moved an arm around his waist, literally sweeping him off his feet. The kissing onslaught and the skin touching was getting Kyle excited as his erection grew. He could now feel his dick was ‘sword fighting’ Jane’s strap. Jane guided him to the edge bed and abruptly ending the kiss and pushing him down.

“Time for the fun part,” Jane wiped off the saliva on her strap-on and grabbing a bottle of lube from her nightstand.

Kyle breathed heavily, trying to catch his breath as he watched Jane as she squirted a hefty amount of lube in her hand, rubbing it all over her strap on like she was jerking herself off.

“Know it’s your turn.”

Jane lifted Kyle’s legs up giving a perfect view of his pantied ass, pulling up his panties and showing off his rear end. She squirted lube onto her finger and rubbed her finger around his asshole; teasing his anus. She grabbed the back of his knees and looked Kyle straight in the eye.

“Are you ready?” Jane asked concerned.

Kyle’s eyes widened, she asked so sincere it took him by surprise and he didn’t know how to respond. A part of him toyed to say ‘no’ to see what she would have done. But Kyle could see from his vantage point that his penis had stayed erect all this time.

He was turned on by this. He wanted to see this through. He wanted to know what it felt like. So he gave frighten nod in affirmative.

“Tell me if you want me to slow down or speed up,” Jane grinned.

Kyle could feel the end of the dildo slip right into his crack as it teases is his brown star. Slowly Jane inserted foreign object into him.

“Ahh!” He squealed, feeling the head sliding into his rectum.

Jane started stuffing her dildo further and further into Kyle, hearing only small whimpers. She slowly pumped; building a steady pace.

Kyle didn’t feel much at first just some mild jabbing except every few thrusts he could feel it touching a weird spot, like an itch he didn’t know he had. At first it was just a mild surprised but as Jane continued to buck her thrust continuing to touch. It was starting to become unbearable. He tried to his best to match her rhythm, his pleasure becoming too much to contain as his grunts and whimpers turned into moans. She continued to getting faster and faster, back and forth she slammed his ass.

The constant movements that Kyle felt he moved his hand to his crotch in hopes of reliving himself.

Jane slapped his hand away, “I’m the one who controls your pleasure,” She decreed, snatching his penis in her hand.

“Eeek.” Kyle screeched in both shock and delight as her soft hand wrapped around his penis through his panties and began to yank on his member furiously. The silk of his panties encased his throbbing erection.

Kyle feeling that he was taken by both sides panicked and grabbed one of Jane’s ruffled silky pillows, squeezing it to his chest and biting it. It didn’t take long before Kyle could feel himself passing the point of no return.

“J-ane!” He tried to warn “I…I…I’m going to ah...ah.” he tried to get the words out.

Jane picked up what Kyle was trying to say and picked up the pace. She put more weight into her thrusts touching his hot spot harder and faster. Her hand went faster jerking him off like there was no tomorrow inching him closer and closer to climax.

“Eeeeek!!!!” He screeched, his voice raising a few octanes.

He went numb feeling his seed escape from him and filling his panties. Jane felt his panties becoming damp and halted her pumping.

Kyle breathed heavily looking up at Jane; his face read of exhaustion and shame. Jane removed her hand from Kyle’s member; cum residue still left on her hand. She removed herself from Kyle’s rectum causing an audible ‘pop’. Kyle turned his body over, crawling further to the middle of the bed.

Catching her breath, Jane removed her strap-on feeling her kept up juices released from her panties. She tossed it onto the end of her bed post for hopeful for later use and returned to Kyle to help him get comfortable for bed.

She looked down at Kyle. He was crawled up in the fetal position holding the pillow he was biting to his chest. His eye’s fluttered feeling the sleep trying to take him, but he was still somewhat conscious to know what was going on.

He felt his dress being raised and his panties being slipped off containing some of his specimen. His garters was next, they were still tied to his stockings that were damp from his sweat. She slowly peeled them off freeing his legs.

Kyle started to relax more; loosening his grip of the pillow. Jane saw and continued undressing him.

She reached into his dress, unhooking his bra and grabbing the cups so his socks would not fall out and threw the bra aside and gently guided him under the covers. She then took off her robe and threw it to the side and joined Kyle underneath the covers.

His breathing was shallow clearly uncomfortable. “Oh! Almost forgot” Jane said in embarrassment, reaching under his dress to loosen his waist clincher allowing him to breathe normally again. Jane spooned him and giving light kisses to the back of his neck. “Sleep tight Kelly.” She whispered into his ear as Kyle fell into a good deep sleep.

Two hours later…

The phone rang with a ‘buzz’ waking Jane up from her slumber. She got up sitting at the edge of the bed and picked up the phone.

“Hello?” Jane answered rubbing her eyes. “Ohh hi Jen,” Jane perked up realizing it was Kyle’s mother who was calling. “Yes… yes Kyle staying the night… Yeah he got tuckered out from the test.” She looked over at the sleeping Kyle, “Yeah the outfits fit perfectly.” She brushed the hair out of Kyle’s face, “He was so adorable in the little black dress you sent me … Yep he’s perfect for the position,” Jane nodded, “I’ll make sure send him back if things don’t work out bye love.” She hung up the phone and got back into bed; spooning Kyle before drifting back to sleep.
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I hate my life. I know that sounds melodramatic and there are others who have it worse than me; but it’s true. I’m stuck in a rut and I can’t see a way out.

Every day I wake up early in the morning; leave my apartment that I share with a roommate, drive through an hour of traffic to my job, work for 8 hours then depending how lazy my coworkers are; do another 2 hours of overtime and drive home. No friends, no significant other, nothing. The only highlights in my day is when I pass my neighbor; Melanie, on the way upstairs.

She is the light of my day with her auburn hair, her tan skin and her small athletic body. She would see me entering, give me a lovely smile and ask me “Hey Tristan how’s it going?”

“I’m fine,” I would respond as I head up to my room.

Melanie was the same age as me and had always been the nicest person I knew, but I haven’t met many people so maybe I had no place to judge. Every time I past her I’ve always wanted to ask her out; I’ve fantasized about her being my girlfriend. But I always chickened out; thinking she would never found this lengthy blonde haired 21 year old boy attractive.

The only other thing that brings me joy is my kink for cross-dressing. I can’t explain why, it’s just I’ve always found myself turned on by the thought of being dressed up as a girl. I even ordered my own outfit online; it wasn't anything special, just a pink tang top, a gene skirt and plain white panties. I would dress up in the privacy of my bed room as a way to destress from my work day.

I even shaved off all my leg and body hair to feel the fabric better. I would look at myself in the mirror and think that I could pass as a female. Not that I would ever show anyone or leave my room dress like this. But it was nice to wonder.

My fondest memory was when my roommate left for a camping trip so I had the apartment to myself. I made sure all the doors were locked, dressed up in my outfit, brushed my baggy hair back in more feminine style, set my phone to blast random pop songs and danced my little heart out in the living room. I felt so free; not a care in the world as I shook my ass to the latest lady gaga song.

But like all good things it was followed up with depressing lows as I undressed back into my regular attire. This also brought on some confusion. I mean what would this make me? I wasn’t sure if I was transgender, gay or what. I mean your average heterosexual male wouldn’t be doing this, would they? I don’t think I’m gay just because I don’t find men attractive; in fact I don’t get why women would find men attractive. Maybe they just put up with them because of their penis, I don’t know.

Either way, I doubt a girl like Melanie would ever find this side of me attractive. I will just have to bite the bullet and keep this part of me a secret to my grave. I dream of the day I could find a woman that is attracted to cross-dressing, but I know deep down that's a dream that will never come true.
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I walked into apartment soaking wet from the rain and on the verge of tears. Today had been extra shitty; I slept through my alarm so I was late leaving my apartment, then was chewed out by my boss for arriving late. When I tried to explain to him that it was because all the overtime he said my attitude needed work and if I arrive late again I shouldn’t bother showing up at all.

I was emotionally done and all I wanted to do was get back up to my room, curl up and die. I passed Melanie; her normal happy go lucky smile turned into concern as soon as she saw me. I didn’t want her to see me like this and tried my best to look away as I walked by.

“Hey Tris,” she held out her hand trying to stop me. “Are you okay?” She asked.

“It’s nothing,” I wiped my eyes; walking around her. “I’m fin-”

She grabbed my hand stopping me in mid tracks. I looked back both confused and shocked; her big beautiful brown eye’s staring back at me.

“You’re not fine,” she stated, looking me square in the face.

I didn’t know how to respond. She was right; I wasn’t fine I was on the verge of tears in pain. I could feel my eyes starting to water. I took a deep breath trying to prevent myself from breaking down right there on the steps.

She held onto my hand and walked past me; dragging me up the stairway. My mind was in a panic; if she saw me blubbering, she would never want talk to me again.

I could have only imagined how she would react. She would let go of my hand in disgust and say: “Wow you’re crying, my god you are pathetic you know that.”

I pushed the pain down; determined not to let out another tear.

She led me all the way upstairs and into her apartment; opening the door and sitting me down on the couch in her living room area.

“Melanie I’m-” I tried to speak.

“Shhhhh…” She covered my lips with her finger, “You are not fine,” she repeated.

I didn’t know what to say. I wanted to lie and tell her that I had an appointment or something to go to; so I could leave and not embarrass myself, but she was dead set on me staying. She crouched down and untied my shoes; I stared down at her confused.

“I’m going to be leaving you for a seconded,” she said, taking off my right shoe. “Just sit here and wait for me and everything will be alright,” she removed my left shoe.

She got up; throwing them in her living room closet. She closed the door and entered a different room. I assumed it was the bathroom because I started to hear running water after she closed the door.

I sat there wondering what she was doing. I managed to calm down and contemplated leaving to avoid the awkwardness. I wiggled my toes and stretched out my legs; it felt so good to have my feet free as I leaned back; sinking into the couch. I breathed in; taking in her apartment and smelling all flowery and feminine fragrance. I looked around; taking in her layout.

Her apartment was the same as mine; 2 beds 1 bath with her living room leading into the kitchen. But unlike my place, her place was much more neat and minimalist. The only furniture she had was a book case in the middle of the two bedroom doors, the couch I was sinking into and two night stands on each side.

I was feeling so relax, that I didn’t hear the water getting turned off or Melanie walking back in the living room.

She said nothing as she grabbed a hold of my hand once again. My head went from relaxed back to anxious. “What’s going on?” I asked receiving no answer as she led me to the bathroom.

She opened the door revealing the bathroom. It was a regular full bathroom with a toilet, sink and bathtub. The lights were off and the room was lit by scented candles scattered across the room; both lighting the room and giving the scent of flowers. I peeked in closer seeing the bathtub was filled with water and bubbles. There was also a small pink boom box set up in the corner, presumably for someone to listen to music while bathing.

“I want you to undress and get in tub,” She stated, locking eyes with me.

“I…I…” I stuttered. I couldn’t undress in front of her much less take a bubble bath in her place.

Noticing my hesitation she grabbed the waist of my hoodie and pulled up. I immediately jumped back afraid. She stepped closer to me; it was clear that she wasn’t going take no for an answer. I caved. I turned around away from her to get some sort of privacy. I guess she realized how awkward I was feeling because I heard her turning around as well.

“Just kick me your clothes when you’re done and get in the tub,” she said.

I took off my t-shirt and hoodie in one solid tug and tossed it on the floor. I had to build up courage for my pants. I took a deep breath and unbuckled them, and then in one quick motion I pulled my pants and boxers down as fast I could. I covered my privates as I kicked my clothes pile toward her and step into the hot bubbly bath tub.

I slowly descended into the water, trying to come accustomed to the temperature. In the corner of my eye, I could see Melanie picking up my clothes. I settled into the tub feeling like I had bit more privacy. She walked up to the sink doing her best to avoid looking toward me.

“When you’re finished, I want you to rub this all over your body,” she set down what look like to be a soap dispenser on the counter.

To be honest it was hard for me to make out what she was saying at the time. The bath felt so nice and warm and the smells from the scented candles in the room made me feel like I was walking through a beautiful flowery garden. I heard a click and sounds of the rain forest started to play. I closed my eye’s feeling the weight of the world being lifted off of me.

I assumed that Melanie left the room because I heard the door closed. I laid there in the tub feeling the salt mixtures rub against my skin. It felt kind of itchy so I tried to rub it off feeling the dead skin being washing of me. I did this all over my body feeling more and more flexible as I lathered.

I brought up my hand seeing that my hands were starting to prune. “How long have I been soaking?” I wondered. I stood up from the tub using a wash cloth wash away the suds still clinging to my body. I reached for one the towels hanging up and started to pat myself dry. I didn’t know why exactly but after I exited the tub I felt, happier? My sad forlorn face was now giving a small smile and I felt giggly?

As I dried off I remembered what Melanie asked me to rub something on me. I looked at the sink counter seeing a pink soap dispenser bottle. Unsure what it was I squirt a dab of it in my hand. A pink creamy mixture came out I figured it must be some kind of lotion. I gave quick smell and the scent strawberries filled my nostrils.

“If I rub this on I’ll smell all fruity and feminine,” the thought both intrigued me and frighten me. “How would I explain this to my roommate?” I thought, “Or anyone I pass in the hall?”

I imagined myself walking down the hall and passing someone. They catch a whiff and look at me like I was some kind of pervert. The mere thought sent shivers down my spine. I set it down determined to lie to Mel. But then I look toward the door and thought about her; her smile, how she let into her home, who for whatever reason bathed me; reliving my stress. Could I really let her down?

“Don’t be such a baby,” I said to myself.

I squirted a big blob into my hand and started to rub it all over myself. Starting at my hands I moved up to my arms, then my face and my torso. I sat down on the wall of the bath and began to slather it on my legs. I stopped at my privates with lotion still on my hands.

“Does she want me too…?” I wondered.

As if she was mind reader, I heard her yell through the door: “Don’t forget rub the lotion EVERYWHERE.” That pretty much answered my question as I took another squirt into my hand and began to apply it to my member. As I rubbed all over my penis I felt myself becoming hard as my slimy hands continued to stroke. Part of me wanted to masturbate right then and there but decided against it; feeling it would be too weird.

I looked over my body and it felt softer and lighter. I rubbed my shoulders feeling incredible. “Is this really my body?” I thought, smiling.

“Are you almost done?” I heard from the door.

“Yeah almost,” I yelled back, “let me just get-,” my eye’s widened at the realization that I didn’t have any clothes. “Umm Mel?” I called out.

“What?” she asked.

“I don’t have any clothes,” I confessed.

“I left you something to wear on the toilet,” She yelled back; I heard a slight giggle in her voice. I looked at the toilet seeing what appeared to be a thin pink piece of fabric. I picked it up letting it unravel; my eyes widened as I realized what I was holding.

It was a pink see through negligee with fuzzy white hearts as the cups. Panties fell from it, landing on the floor. Their design was a bunch of colorful stars with a white background, a baby blue outline with white frills around both the leg holes and the waist.

“Hurry up and get dressed,” Melanie yelled through the door way.

I didn’t know what to do. If this was any other day I would be thrilled to try these on and dance around, but not here. Not in the girl of my dreams apartment, let alone with her sitting outside the door.

“Is this a joke?” I wondered. “Does she know?” The thought caused me to shiver. I didn’t know what to do. I wanted to run but had no way out. “Should I just come out wearing her towel?” I pondered. “No, if this is joke then she would wonder why I didn’t play it off.” Millions of scenarios ran through my head trying to figure out the best course of action.

I took a big gulp and slipped it over my head. I was surprised how well it fit me as the heart cups lined up with my chest fairly well. The hem stopped mid-thigh; right below my privates, not that it mattered much since it was see through. The cups must have had satin on the inside as I felt the cool silky sensation on my nipples.

I sat down on the toilet seat slipping the panties through my legs. They were your average cotton panties but that didn’t stop me feeling dirty as I brought them up to my waist. My penis was still somewhat hard so the head was peaking out of one the leg holes.

I stood up and faced the door; shaking in fear. “How will she react when she sees me?” I thought shaking. I looked toward the mirror. If it wasn’t for the bulge in my panties I looked somewhat like a young tomboy that was forced to wear something girly against her will. I look back towards the door.

“On the count of three,” I told myself. “One,” I breathed in deeply. “Two,” please don’t laugh, “Three,” Please accept me.

I turned the knob opening the door and revealing myself.
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“Oh good it fits,” Melanie said happily wearing an identical baby doll nightie but with a white thong. “That’s such a relief.”

My mouth dropped open and my panties felt like they shrunk. Out of all the possibilities I imagined in the bathroom. Seeing Melanie in an identical skimpy nightie was not one of them. Well it was a fantasy I had, but not something I would expect.

“I…I…” I stuttered.

“Look we’re twinsies,” She stretched out her arms; presenting herself.

“Wh…wh…” I stuttered, I wanted to ask ‘why?’ but I was too shocked and too horny to speak clearly. She grabbed my hand taking the lead again.

“Here let me fix your hair,” She led me over to her kitchen table which had brushes, a makeup box and clips scattered across the top. She sat me down at one of the chairs and then; to my surprise, sat herself on my lap. She picked up a hair brush and began brushing my damp locks. “You have such beautiful golden locks,” She hummed.

“My hair’s ‘beautiful’?” I thought, “Wait I can’t get distracted.”

“Melanie,” I finally managed to speak up. “What exactly are we doing?”

She continued to brush my hair; ignoring my question. She combed and arranged my hair turning it from a shaggy unkempt mess in to a more feminine bob cut style. She then took my bangs that always hovered over my eyes and brushed them to the side, clipping it with a butterfly hair clip.

“That’s much better,” She said stepping off of my lap and onto the seat adjacent to me.

“Melanie!” I spoke up, trying to get her attention.

“Well you see…” She opened her makeup box. “Don’t be mad but I right before your roommate; Matt, left on his camping trip.” I tensed up, thinking about what I was doing when he was gone. “I borrowed his broom before he left and he gave me a key to return it so…” she trailed off.

“She couldn’t have seen me,” I thought, “I would have seen her.”

“I didn’t bother to knock when I returned it and I heard music playing in the living room,” she grew a small smile while I started to sweat. “And what I saw the cutest girl dancing along to the music.”

I gave a sigh in relief. “She didn’t realize it was me,” I thought.

“At first I didn’t know who it was and wanted to ask her who she was,” she leaned in giving a knowing smile. “Then she turned around and I recognized who ‘she’ was.” Her emphasis of on ‘she’ caused my world to crash down around all at once.

“She knows!” I thought.

I should have known, this wasn’t a dream come true. It was a nightmare. She wasn’t dressing me up because she was attracted to me. I was joke. I was on the verge of tears again but pushed the pain down. I was set on holding it until I got back to my room, then I would let it go. But first I had to get out of here.

“I should be going!” I spoke up.

“Don’t be silly,” She replied, “We haven’t finished our-”

“No!” I stood up, “I think there must have been have been a mistake!” I tried make my way toward the door.

“Stop!” She tried grabbing my arm but I shook her off.

“I’m not…” Not gay, not transgender, not a sissy; I didn’t know how to finish this sentence. “I’m not… what you think I am,” I said hoping she would understand.

“IT’S NOT FAIR!” She grabbed my arm again but with both of her hands; stopping me. I turned around to remove her, but stopped.

Her face was ridden with sadness; her body was shaking, her bottom lip quivered and her eyes were starting to water. It looked like she was going to breakdown and start crying right there. I instantly hated myself for causing her such pain.

“IT’S NOT FAIR!” She repeated.

I wanted to comfort her. I wanted to apologize for making her so distraught. I held her hands in mine as she whimpered. I didn’t know what was going on but I knew I didn’t want to hurt her.

“I see you every day,” She sniffled. “You always look so depressed, you say ‘you’re fine’ but you think I couldn’t notice your pain!?”

I didn’t know what to say. I had been depressed for a long time but I thought no one notice or cared for that matter. I was content suffering in silence, thinking it was best not to burden anyone with my problems.

“And then I find out this cute brooding boy that I see on daily basis was hiding this beautiful care free girl from me,” she started to regain her composure. “I just wanted meet her and see where things gone from there.”

“I’m sorry,” I didn’t know what else to say.

“Don’t be sorry,” She let go of my hands. I worried that I may have messed things up. She wrapped her arms around me in a big hug; resting her head on one the hearts of my nightie. “Just let me meet her,” she said quietly. “Let me see you… happy.”

We held each other in the hug for a while. Neither of us wanted to let go; are soft bodies pressing up against each other. Her head nestled into my chest as we stepped back and forth in a slow waltz. “Please…” I heard her mummer into my chest. She moved back and looked up; batting her eyes.

“I’m… uhhh” I wanted to apologize but didn’t want to upset her again.

“No I’m sorry,” She apologized. “I sprang this on you without asking how you felt about this,” she explained. “I just thought this would be a dream come true for you.”

“No I’m in the one in the wrong,” I spoke up. “You’re right, this has been wonderful; something this nice I thought could only happen in my wildest fantasies.” I laid it out there, I was enjoying myself. I could see her smile at my admission. “I…was scared what you thought of me,” I admitted.

“I just want you to be yourself,” She said, still giving me those puppy dog eyes again. “I want to know the real you,” she went back to holding my hands; running her thumb over the back of mine.

“Okay,” I said, feeling accepted. “Can we… can we please continue?” I asked earnestly.

“Gladly,” she smiled. She took my hand and led me back to the table; sitting me back down. She sat down in her seat and began to take out her makeup supplies again. I sat their watching her. I was honored that she put so much thought into this but I was also shaking in fear. I felt the butterflies in my stomach fluttering in anticipation. She got up and plopped back down in my lap.

“Now close your eyes, I want this to be a surprised,” She said smiling. I did as I was instructed; shutting my eyes. I felt her small brushes dance and tickle my face; she must be putting a lot of effort into this with how many times she layered her brush strokes.

“Could you pucker up for me?” She asked. I figured that she wanted to apply lip stick so I stuck out my lips like I would when I practiced putting on my own. “Perfect!” She said happily. I felt her taking the tube and rubbing it against my lips many times. She stopped applying for a second and I subconsciously smacked my lips together. It was odd; the texture felt grainier then what I’m used to.

“We’re not done yet give me that kissy face again,” I did as she asked sticking out my lips again. I figured she wanted to apply another coat but instead I felt a moist sick instead being applied to my bottom lip. When she moved away from me I smacked my lips together again; moistening my top lip.

“Almost done,” she said. I was thankful when I heard her say that. I was never good at applying makeup before so I was eager to see what I looked like from someone who had more experience. I felt more small brushes going around my lips; her touching up my makeup.

“Alright,” I heard her set down her brush and pick something up. “You can open your eyes now.” 

I opened my eyes and saw her holding up a picture of a made up girl with sparkling pink lips. The picture blinked and I realized it was me. My mouth dropped open in shock; I looked like a porcelain doll.

My skin looked perfect. My freckles and any acne I had were now gone leaving my face looking smaller and angular. My eyes had a light aqua shade around them getting darker as it reached my eyelid. My lips were a bright shiny pink, adorned in sparkles. If I didn’t know any better, I would have thought my lips were replaced with pink glitter.

I took the mirror out of her hand and brought it closer to myself; I couldn’t believe this made up model was really me. I felt myself start to become erect just looking into the mirror as a smile began to form on my face. She took the mirror out of my hands setting back down on the table.

“I know, I’m such a good makeup artist,” she said; complimenting herself. Though I thought that was understatement.

“Thank you,” I started to feel tears form under my eyes from happiness. I held myself from letting go, fearing I would smudge her masterpiece. She must have notice because she grabbed a tissue.

“Good thing I used water proof make up,” She blotted my eyes. “So how do you feel?” she asked, I could hear the sincerity in her voice.

“Good, but umm…” I trailed off. Truth was I was feeling wonderful but having this attractive girl in my lap scared me a little. “I guess I still feel nervous,” I confessed and hope she didn’t take it the wrong way.

“hmmm…” she set down the tissue. She grabbed me by my shoulders and looked at me intently; deep in thought. I looked back at her, focusing on her face.

She was beautiful, her face wasn’t made up that much but like the old saying goes ‘don’t fix what isn’t broken’. What I wouldn’t give to kiss her right now; to feel her lips against mine. I doubt that she felt the same way though and this night was already so great; I wouldn’t want to ruin it.

“I’m sorry,” She broke the silence, “But your lips are too cute to pass up.” She pressed her soft moist lips against mine; my eyes widened in shock. Her lips were so soft yet the kiss was so fiery; like a fire cracker going off between my lips. Even though the kiss only lasted for a couple of seconds, to me the fireworks were going off for a solid minute.

She backed away; ending the kiss. Her face read of concern I guess she felt like she might have over stepped a boundary. Nothing could have been further from the truth. I’m not sure if she could tell but beneath all my makeup but I was blushing.

I saw her head tilt down; looking at her thighs. Confused at what she was looking at I looked down as well. My eyes widened at the realization; this whole affair was getting me excited. So excited that my penis was erect and was sticking all the way out of my panties and rubbing against her hairless buttery thighs. We both looked up catching each other’s eyes again. I was too embarrassed to say anything so I just gave a shy smile. She smiled back but in a more sinister way.

“I’m going to get something to help you with your nerves,” she stepped off of my lap walking toward the fridge. “You go to the living room and make yourself comfortable,” she shooed me off.

I did as she asked getting up from seat and scurried off into the living room. I sat myself down on her couch again sitting straight up. I wanted to relax but my body was stiff as a board; I guess I was afraid of embarrassing myself further.
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In no time Melanie stepped back into the room holding an open bottle of champagne with two glasses; both with strawberries inside. “These should help with those pesky nerves of yours,” she poured the pink liquid into one glass, handing it to me. I took the glass with both hands still shaking a little. She poured herself a glass and set the bottle down on the night stand next to me. She took a seat in the middle right next to me.

“To good health,” She raised her glass. I held up my class too still shaking as we clink. I began to sip from my glass, the bubbles going straight to my head; relaxing me. I let out a sigh; feeling my muscles starting to loosen and my nerves fade.

I heard a giggle coming from Melanie. I looked over at her to see her stifling a laugh. I raised an eyebrow; confused on what she was laughing over. She pointed down at my glass; I looked down seeing my bright pink lipstick marks on the glass.

“You need to moisten your glass before you sip,” she chuckled. “Here like this,” She demonstrated; using her tongue to lick the rim of her glass. “Here you can use mine,” She handed me her glass; trading it with mine.

I took a sip from her glass where she licked. I felt a faint spark as I realized that I tasted her saliva. The bubbles continued to travel up to my head loosening me up even more. I looked over at her, seeing her sipping from my glass; her lips lining up with the lipstick mark on the glass.

We both continued to drink from our respective glasses. I was feeling much better; I was sitting next a girl that I fantasied about, I was wearing a cute and comfortable nightie and my makeup was perfect. I was so happy that I was smiling without even trying; I didn’t want this moment to end.

She set down her empty glass on the floor; I hadn’t notice her finishing it. “I’m not really hungry,” She held up her strawberry. “Did you want it?”

Usually I would have turned her down; fearing how odd it would be but the drink had gone to my head melting my inhibitions.

“Sure,” I giggled feeling flirty. I opened up my mouth; she smiled and feed it to me like how the Romans would feed grapes. She let it dance around my lips buying time before letting drop it down. I bit down; the champagne juices squirted in my mouth as began to chew and swallowing it. “Thank you,” I smiled.

“Anytime,” She giggled.

I finished the rest of my drink; knocking it back with one mighty swig. I took the strawberry I had in my glass and held it up. “Would you like mine?” I questioned. She smiled and opening her mouth the same way I did. I rubbed the strawberry around her lips before placing the tip inside. She bit down and I took the stemmed part away placing it in the glass and setting it on the nightstand.

“Actually,” She said with her mouth full. “I really don’t like strawberries that much.” She placed her hand on the back of my head and guided me toward her face. Are lips met and she pushed the half eaten fruit into my mouth.

I’m not sure if this strawberry was riper or her saliva was naturally sweet but it tasted incredible. I moved my head back swallowing it. We both looked at each other and started to giggle realizing how weird we were being.

We stared longing into each other’s eyes for a while; both with big seductive smiles plastered on are faces. Her expression changed from happy to concern as she grabbed my hands. I looked at her confused. “Umm do you mind if I ask you something serious?” she asked in a concern tone.

“Anything,” I responded. She had been so good to me I would tell her anything at this point.

“Well don’t take this the wrong way…” Her voice trailed off. “But are you… gay?”

That question hit me like a ton of bricks. It was something that I constantly would ask myself; never knowing quite how to answer. I mean I have never been attracted to men in my life, but look at me. I was made up as the common man’s wet dream. Surly a straight man wouldn’t be wearing all this, right?

Perhaps maybe I was transgender? Maybe something like a Trans-lesbian? So I was technically gay? But that didn’t feel right either. I mean someone whose transgender would want to be dressed as a woman all the time, right? Or they would want go through surgery to fully transition, right? All these questions, all these labels and yet no answers. I plainly didn’t know and it was driving me crazy to the point that I wanted to cry.

“I…I…” I fought the urge to cry pushing the tears back. I wasn’t going to cry, I couldn’t. I felt her place a hand on my face; cupping it.

“It’s okay to cry,” She said. Her words were magic and let the flood gates open. I broke down sobbing harder than I ever had. She directed my head to the nape of her neck; resting it there as continued to let out my sadness. She gently rubbed my back and hymned as I let it all out. I wrapped my arms around her; hugging her close to my body. If there was one thing I did know was that I wanted her to stay in my life no matter what I might be.

It took a while but I finally started to calm down; going from tears streaming down my face to a soft whimper. Through it all Melanie continued to comfort me, never letting go and reassuring me. I looked up at her seeing her motherly smile. I wanted to say something but didn’t know what.

“I…I…” I stuttered, still trying to catch my breath. “I…like… like you,” I managed to get out. I felt stupid by the choice of words I used. I wanted to say love but felt it was too much.

“I like like you too,” She smiled.

“I’m sorry,” I sat up. “I don’t know the right words or what I would label myself as,” I confessed.

“I think you used the right words,” she said. “And I don’t care what you are,” she looked deep in my eyes “I only care that you’re with me.”

I smiled feeling accepted. She held my hands; running her thumb over the back of my hand. She gave a seductive smile bringing me closer to her. “You are a cute girl, you know that?” she bit her lower lip. I looked away; hiding my smile.

“Thank you,” I murmured.

“You should know something about me,” she leaned in closer to me that are faces were almost touching. “I’ve always been a little bi-curious,” My eye’s widened at her remark; I didn’t know what to say. “I don’t know, I guess it’s hard for me to keep my hands off of a cute girl,” she crawled closer to me that she was almost on my lap. “Cute BOLNDE girls,” she said with emphasis.

I tried to open my mouth to say something, but Melanie wasn’t waiting any longer. She saw my mouth widening as an opening and she took it; smashing her lips against mine. She didn’t stop there her tongue invade my mouth pushing my tongue back. I held my hands up like I was surrendering, she grabbed them; intertwining her fingers. She put all her body weight on me and I was pushed down on my back.

“You’re so adorable I can’t help myself,” she said between breaths. She continued to lip lock; her tongue exploring my mouth. The bubbly strawberry taste of her mouth was sending me to nirvana. I wrapped my arms around her torso locking her in as she feasted on my mouth. I didn’t want her to stop.

We began to jostle; twisting and turning on the couch but still holding onto each other as we made out. We eventually found ourselves tumbling down onto the carpeted floor. I was on my back with her on top of me pinning me down with a hungry look in her eyes.

“Is my naughty girl trying to escape?” She asked rhetorically. I giggled at the fact she refereed to me as ‘hers’. She twisted her body turning herself around that her thighs were around my head and her face was by my privates. “Excuse me I need to have a word with your soft clitty that’s been rubbing up against me this whole night,” her cutesy voice took the sting out of her words.

She peeled back the crotch of my panties, releasing my dick and began to nibble on my foreskin. I moaned feeling her wet lips gently rub my cock. She continued to use her mouth to play with it like she was teething on a big bone. Under normal circumstances I would be able to hold myself together but with my soften skin; my sensitivity was heighten. I let out another mighty moan wanting to let it all go but I found it enjoyable in edging limbo I was in. She finally moved her mouth all the way up my shaft and took the head.

I looked down seeing her crotch; her small round bottom flossed by her thong. I reached up pulling them down; her pussy lips were glistening wet surrounded by her small peach fuzz. “Fair is fair,” I thought, as I began to kiss her lips tasting her pre-cum. Her body squirmed. I wrapped my arms around her torso; holding her in place. She continued slobber on my member so I continued to make out with her pussy lips; enjoying her taste.

Her lips opened wide revealing her mighty womanhood. This was the first time I ever looked into a vagina; I was mesmerized. Her thighs gave a small squeeze to my head and I got the message. She didn’t want me to stop.

I started to run my tongue all over her vaginal wall; running laps. This was my first time ever giving oral before so I tried to be cautious; afraid that I would mess something up. I assumed she was enjoying it since I could feel her pushing up against my face. She grinned so much it was becoming harder to us my tongue, so I started to use my lips and gums trying to give motor boat kisses. My fear of screwing up grew because it felt like I may have been biting her. I heard her moan onto my dick; I just hoped it was from pleasure and discomfort.

Meanwhile Melanie was going to town on my penis. As soon as I started eating her out, she threw out the foreplay of playing with my member and was now full on sucking. She slid her tongue up and down; stroking it. I had to remind myself to buck my hips every so often to add on extra friction.

Every so often I would feel her body shutter when either my tongue or lips ran over a small pea shaped bump on the bottom. I did my same mouth movements focusing on this spot. I heard her give the most guttural loudest moan I had ever heard. Her hands gripped onto my shins like she was hanging on for dear life. Her mouth clamped down on my member slowing down her pace. I moved my head back terrified; thinking I must have harmed her.

“Melanie are you-” is all I managed to get out before she wrapped her legs around my head; forcing me back to her pussy. I got the message; she wanted me to ‘Finish the fucking job!’

I went back to work on the one spot going at the same pace I was at before. Her body continued to squirm and her head was bobbing up at such incredible speed. It was getting harder to concentrate as I felt myself hitting the point of no return. I wanted to warn her but didn’t want stop pleasuring her at the same time. I doubt I would even be able to with how tight her legs held my face. I was more likely to suffocate then anything.

I felt myself explode in her mouth. My mouth opened to moan in time to be front and center for her splash zone. Her legs loosen allowing my head to lie back on the floor. I felt her licking up and swallowing my cum before she removed her mouth from my now limp penis. We both took a moment; trying to catch our breath.

She rolled off of me and sat up. “That was rude trying to interrupt my conversation with your clitty,” she said with a confident smile.

“I’m sorry,” I giggled. “I just couldn’t help myself.”

“It’s okay,” she leaned in. “But you are going to have to make it up to me now,” she gave an evil grin.

She latched onto my wrist dragging me up to my feet and hauled me over to her room so fast that I thought my arm would pop out. She opened the door revealing her bedroom. She had always been somewhat of a tomboy so her room was nothing special; just a closet, dresser and a double bed.

She threw me onto the bed, peeling out of her thong under her nightie. I crawled on my back to the middle of the bed; her forcefulness was turning me on. She soon joined me; jumping on the bed and crawling toward me on all fours. I felt so vulnerable imagining her taking me by force was both frightening and thrilling at the same time. She looked at me like a tiger stalking their pray.

“Is my girl ready for some hot lesbian action?” She asked. I blushed; feeling honored that I was ‘her girl’. I nodded; I wanted this, I wanted to be ‘hers’, I wanted her to fuck my brains out and please her anyway could. “I want to hear you say it!” her voice changed from seductive to dominant sending a shock through me.

I looked deep in her eyes. Her tone seemed angry yet her eyes seemed like they were pleading and I realized what she was saying. I couldn’t be pushed into this; she didn’t want me to be some sissy slave for her to use. She wanted me to choose to be with her, she wants me to choose my life and not be forced into it or things will never change.

“Yes!” I yelled. “Please take me, fuck my brains out and make me your girl!” I couldn’t play as the reluctant sissy anymore. I wanted this, I wanted her and it was all out there.

She smiled; crawling completely over my body and began to kiss my neck. I think both had a subconscious agreement not kiss each other’s mouth; knowing where they’ve been. I moaned feeling her mouth suck on my neck. She angled herself so our crotches lined up. She ripped my panties of freeing my erect penis and began to slowly lower herself.

I never had sex before so I would be lying to say I wasn’t scared. I felt my tip penetrate her vaginal lips. I let out another moan feeling her tight pussy wrap itself around me. She started to slide up and down my shaft building a steady pace. My head curled overwhelmed from pleasure as I began to buck my hips trying match her pace as best as I could. .

“Yes! Your clity feels so good!” she moaned; her head curling back. I continued bucking hips; fucking her perfect tight pussy. “That’s my girl don’t stop!” she instructed; her tone slightly higher. I looked up seeing her smiling and biting her lip; her perky tits bouncing along with her.

“Melanie!” I moaned as my clity was slipping in and out of her moist pussy. I could feel my eyes start to water; it felt so good.

“Yes my girl!” She moaned, “Tell me you’re my girl!”

“I’m your girl!” I repeated.

“Yes! You’re my cute lezy princess!”

“I’m your princess!” I said back even though I wasn’t asked too.

“Yes! Yes! You’re my princess to enjoy!” she panted.

I felt the familiar tingle in my penis and I knew my time was almost up. “Mel!” I yelled up, “I’m about to-,”

“Cum for me my girl!” she interrupted, “Be a good girl and cum for me!” Her head curled back like she had a spasm and I felt her vagina close in on me. I let out my seed; feeling a wave ecstasy causing my toes to curl and my face to spasm. I let out one final moan feeling my juice leave and then going limp.

Melanie slid herself off of me and lied on her back panting. She turned her head toward me, “What a good girl making me orgasm like that,” she cooed. I turned toward her staring directly in her eyes.

“I’m not your girl,” I said; her eyes widened at my response. “I’m your princess!” I placed my head on the nape of her neck.

“You sure are!” She giggled.

I wrapped my arms and legs around her small frame like I was kola bear hanging off of a branch. I looked up at her seeing her giving a warm smile. “I love you,” I said; it just slipped out of me without thinking. I shook afraid she wouldn’t reciprocate my feelings.

“I love you too,” She said

She gave me a small kiss on the forehead; wrapping her arms around me. Making sure to slip one of her hands in the back of my panties to cup and tease my butt. “Good night my princess,” She said as I fell asleep with a big smile on my face.
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I looked up seeing my wife Jenney enter the room. “Hey honey did you need something?” I asked confused shutting my laptop. She knew I was working on my resumes to find a new job so the sudden intrusion seemed off.

We‘ve been married for a couple of years now and truthfully, I didn’t know what Jenney saw in me. With her long brunette hair, creamy skin and her amazing athletic curvy body, compared to my shaggy blonde hair and lengthy skinny body. I’m guessing many people who pass us wondered ‘Why a gorgeous woman like her is with a shrimp like him?’ My only guess is that she always enjoyed my pushover nature and taking the lead.

We both were trying to focus on careers allowing us to buy a house in our early twenties. The difference though was where Jenney’s career seemed to sky rocket getting raises and promotions, while mine stayed stagnant until a couple weeks ago where they laid me off.

Fortunately for us, her salary proved to be enough to handle all of our bills. Even though I didn’t need to work, it still felt wrong having Jenny take up or financial burden so I’ve been trying to find a job since.

“Hey Eric,” she sat down on the end of my desk; crossing her legs. “I need to ask you something very important,” the tone of her voice was serious.

“What is it Jenney?” I asked both concern and afraid.

“Well…” she continued; looking away. Whatever she was asking made her uncomfortable. “I was wondering if you had any ideas of spicing up the bedroom?” She blushed.

My face went red realizing the question. We have always had a vanilla type relationship never trying much different in the bedroom. But I had always assumed that’s the way she enjoyed it. I panicked, realizing she wanted an answer and had to think quickly.

“Um… how about a three way?” I asked.

“A three way?” She raised an eyebrow. “Can you handle something like that?”

Her question perplexed me. What did she mean by ‘can I handle’? What was she implying that I wasn’t ‘good’ enough in bed? Later I realized she meant nothing by it but at the time I it insulted me.

“Yeah I mean, if you really want to know what I want to try,” I tried to drive it home. I truthfully wasn’t attached to the idea; it was just the first thing that came to mind.  “I bet I could handle sex with 2 women maybe even an orgy,” I boasted.

Jenney could always see through my bravado “Hilarious honey,” she patted my cheek, “but I’ll keep that in mind,” She got up and left the room.

I sighed in relief; thinking this conversation was buried. It was bad enough losing my job, but thinking that I wasn’t satisfying my wife in bed made me feel even more inferior.

About of a week later I was driving back from the city. Jenney told me I got a call from one of my job leads but when I got to the address she gave, no one knew who I was. I took it as a fluke. My wife would never steer me in the wrong direction I thought.

By the time I got back to our house I saw 2 unfamiliar cars in our driveway. I parked; I walked into the house and entered the living room seeing two attractive women sitting on our couch. I recognized one to be Jenney’s boss; Ms. Pearson, she was tall, olive skinned woman, with straight midnight hair, wearing a black pants suit. Next to her was this taller, athletic African American woman with long dark brown cornrows going down her head and stopping at her shoulders and wearing an identical suit. They both stared at me with glowing smiles.

“UH hi?” I walked in and said; holding out my hand.

Ms. Pearson got up from her seat and took my hand, “It’s good to see you again Eric,” she smiled and shook my hand.

“And you Ms. Pearson,” I shook her hand. I looked at the woman still sitting on the couch and walked up to her holding out my hand, “And you are?”

“Ms. Lefay,” She held out her hand like royalty; with her fingers pointing down.

“Eric,” I gently squeezed her hand feeling like I was courting the woman.

“I know,” she took back her hand, “I work with your wife,” she explained. “I’m the human resource person at our office.”

“Oh,” I said backing up.  I didn’t know exactly why they were here but felt it would be rude to ask. Now I know I never been good with women but how they were scanning me with their eyes made me think that they were checking me out.

“Oh good you here,” Jenney entered the room smiling happily.

“Yeah… You didn’t tell me we were having guests?” I asked.

“Well, remember when I asked if you any ideas how to spice up the bedroom?” she asked rhetorically. My face went red thinking back to that time.

“Ye... ah,” I stuttered.

“Well, these are the women at my office that wanted in,” She gestured to her coworkers. I looked back at the women now sitting on our couch. They both waved their finger at me in unison; smiling.

“But wouldn’t it be against your company’s policy or something?” I turned back and asked desperately. I thought that I was in way over my head. If I had trouble pleasing my wife how would be able handle two more.

“That’s why I’m here,” Ms. Lefay dug into her bag, bringing out a stack of papers. “We will need you to sign this to make sure that all of our desires are met and none of this has to do with the company.” She walked over and set the papers next to me.

“Sign them dear, I already have and I know we will both enjoy this,” Jenney hooked my left arm and looked up at me, batting her eyelashes.

“Okay,” I murmured; grabbing the pen and signing the dotted line. Usually, I wouldn’t sign without reading it first, but my wife seemed excited over this and I didn’t want to ruin it.

“Great,” Ms. Lefay took the papers. “Now Jenney if you would please take your partner to get ready…”

“No problem,” Jenney grabbed my hand and led me away.
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“Honey, can you please explain-” I tried to ask.

“Shh,” she placed a finger over my mouth. “Trust me,” she said as we entered our bedroom.

I trusted her with all my heart but it still worried me I bit off more than I could chew. Either way, she seemed excited enough to convince me enough to continue. She handed me her pink razor and a bottle of shaving gel.

“Go into the bathroom, take a shower and use my soap, then shave off all your body hair.”  She ordered me pointing to the bathroom. I looked toward the bathroom then back at her; confused. “Don’t look at me wide eyed, Go!” she shoved me. I wanted to ask why but figured it was best to go with the flow.

I entered our bathroom and shut the door behind me. I jumped in the shower and lathered my wife’s flowery soap all over my body. I then took the shaving gel and rubbed all over my body lathering it up and shaving off my hair until I was smooth up to my eyebrows. I excited the shower drying off with one of our fluffy pink towels.

I reentered our bedroom seeing my wife smile approvingly. “Doesn’t that feel better?” She asked rhetorically. I gave a slight nod. “Good,” She said confidently.

She then held up what appeared to be a mix of her clothes. I couldn’t make out what clothes she was holding, but they seemed to be too feminine and girly to be anything she owned. She tossed the pile on the bed. “Okay,” She said, “Here,” she threw me frilly pink and white thong, “Get dressed.”

I caught the underwear by instinct; not hearing what she said. I held the tiny piece of clothing in my hands. I looked at them for a solid seconded then looked back at her confused. She stared back at me expectantly. It took a moment for me to connect the dots.

“You want me to wear this?!” I asked shocked.

“Well, it was part of the deal,” She answered.

“Deal?” I asked confused.  Then I remembered the contract I signed back in the living room. “This was part of the deal!?” I held up the thong.

“Yes, and if you don’t get dressed fast, they‘ll leave and all of this would be for nothing,” she said annoyed. 

I looked at her not understanding her anger. She stared daggers at me with her arms on her hips and her legs apart. Why is she so mad at me? I wondered.

The connection took me seconded, but I saw it. She was doing all of this hoping to achieve my fantasy. This was all for me and I was looking a gift horse in the mouth. She must have found this awkward too. I thought about telling her that this wasn’t really my fantasy, but her expression made me think that would just infuriate her more.

“I’m sorry,” I mumbled. Her eyes lit up relived at my submission as I dropped my towel and slipped the flimsy thong up my waist.

“Great!” She clapped her hands together. “Now for the rest of the outfit,” She went back to the clothes pile. She lifted what looked like two white translucent hoses with pink bows at the end. “Put these on next,” She tossed them.

It took me a moment to realize they were stockings. I sighed to myself as I sat down on the bed and slipped my feet though the translucent socks. As I slid them up my legs, I felt a tingling sensation from my newly shaven legs like the feeling of your hairs standing up but with no hair. The stockings stopped stretching at my lower thigh and had elastic at the end allowing them to stay up with no help.

Before I enjoyed these new feelings of dressing up, Jenny knocked me back. “Stand,” She ordered; holding up a pink waist clincher. I didn’t want to annoy her any further, so I did as she told and stood up. “Breath in that gut,” She commanded. I sucked is much as could; puffing out my chest. She stretched the garment around my stomach and clipped the front one snap at a time. Even with my chest extended out and my breath gone it still felt uncomfortably snug. I tried to sit down to catch my breath but found myself unable not to sit straight up.

“I think it’s too tight,” I gasped.

“It’s supposed to be tight silly,” Jenney giggled. “This will make it so much easier to fill out your bra,” her soft hands over my chest cupping one of my nipples. My penis picked up feeling her touch; it felt so sensual. Then I heard her words.

“Bra?” I croaked.

“Yes a bra,” she repeated; pulling up a light pink padded bra from the pile. “Stick out your arms,” She ordered and slid the straps through my arms. After she hooked me up in the back, she rubbed the cups causing my nipples to stand up. I was so surprise by the sensation I lifted both my hands up and rubbed the cups to feel it again. I was so engulfed in the new feeling I let out a soft moan. I opened my eyes seeing Jenney smiling deviously grin.

“You like your new bra?” she asked knowingly.

“Yes, I mean no I… uh,” I flustered; I didn’t think these clothes would give me such a reaction.

“Well, you seem like you’re enjoying yourself,” she flicked my already erect penis poking out of my thong.

“I… uh,” I panicked inside thinking she was getting the wrong idea of me.

She grabbed my blushing face and gave me smooch on the lips. “I don’t care what you wear but you always look cute when you are flustered,” She smiled erasing my panic and replacing it with a desire to explore this new side.

Next she pulled out a pink dress with cupped sleeves and pulled over my head. The dress felt a little loose as Jenny zipped me up and it hung a little over where my stockings ended. The dress had a petticoat sewn into it making the skirt puff out and felt fluffy on the inside. Before I could enjoy the sensations of wearing a dress though, Jenny handed me a ruffled apron and tied it around me; hugging my dress. With a quick tie to the back I was fully dressed as a pink maid.

I looked down at myself enjoying how the dress swayed. I looked over at Jenny calling me over to her makeup counter. I sauntered my way over feeling giddy knowing what was happening next. I sat down next her and closed my eyes letting her get to work on makeup. When she was done I opened my eyes seeing my refection in her mirror. Not only did I look different but my face looked flawless. I looked like a woman with a short haircut. And that was fixed as she placed a straight blonde wig over my head.

She stood me up and had me step in to two pink, glittering platform heels. It took a couple of walks around the room before I managed to wiggle and wince enough to be walkable.

Jenny stopped my prancing and smiled, “I can’t wait for the rest of the girls to see.”
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Her words brought me out of my bliss and back into reality. I totally forgot how this dressing session is only happening because the other women wanted it. I instantly became frozen in fear.

Unfortunately for me Jenny saw fit to take me by the hand and slowly drag me out of the room. I could either follow her in tiny steps thanks to these heels or I could fall face first down and twist my ankle.

Clipping and clopping through the hallway, my heels clack against the hardwood floor. I was bending over while we were a walking with my skirt bouncing from the natural fluffiness and because Jenney was walking so much faster as I titer tottered on my heels.

I could see the opening of the living room coming up. I did the best I could to drag my heels in the ground hoping to cause friction to stop me.  Unfortunately for me Jenney caught on and stopped right before we entered the living room and yanked my arm sending me rocketing forward to where she was. She gave a smack on my ass causing me to yelp and lurch forward into the view of her coworkers.

There was a moment of silence as I regain my balance I looked up seeing Ms. Pearson and Ms. Lefay standing with mouths a gape. My face was bright red as I stood there. I wanted to run away but in these platform heels I knew I would just trip over myself.

Ms. Lefay hand went up to her mouth to cover a smile. “Oh my god,” She said, “It’s Jenney’s husband!” She pointed at me, trying to stifle a laugh.

“Oh my, I thought it was some big doll,” Ms. Pearson laughed to herself.

“I guess we can see that Jenny wears the pants in their relationship,” Ms. Lefay smiled cockily.

“You’re damn right,” Jenney came around and smacked my ass making me to flinch again.

“Oh you’re scaring her,” Ms. Pearson scolded. She walked up looking down at me intently. She wrapped her arms around me and held me close. To say this shocked me would be an understatement. “You have to treat a sissy sweetly…” She curled the end of my wig. My face blushed; being termed ‘a sissy’ but that didn’t last long. I felt jolt shooting through me as I realized that Ms. Pearson hand, made its way up my dress and was cupping and my pantied covered genitals. I didn’t know what to do; should I tell Jenney or was this part of the plan?

“Jenney,” Ms. Pearson looked at her still holding me close. “You should go get ready while we enjoy your maid,” She gave me another little tickle to my privates causing me to flounder in her arms. I looked over my shoulder at Jenny, panicking inside thinking I wouldn’t be safe if she left.

“Sure,” Jenney turned away. “Erica, make sure to entertain our guests while I’m away,” She walked back into the hallway.

“You hear that ‘Erica’,” Ms. Pearson brought me close to whisper. “You have to entertain us,” She continued stoke my privates. I continued to squirm in her arms feeling the jolts of arousal.

“Ms. Pearson I-” I tried to speak.

“Mistress Pearson,” She corrected. “You will refer to us as Mistress is that understood?”

I nodded terrified disagree. I felt so vulnerable and wanted to escape. Her gripped loosened allowing me to shake free from her hold.

This victory was short lived as I tripped over myself in my platform heels. I fell right into Mistress Lefay who caught one of my hands. At first I was grateful to I regain my balance, but she grabbed my other hand and crisscrossed my arms around me; holding me from the back.

“Aren’t you the cutest,” Mistress Lefay giggled. She let go of my right hand and twisted my left hand twirling me around like a dancer until I faced her. She then pushed my left hand toward me causing me to fall backwards. She held on, forcing me to hold on to her hand to prevent me from falling backwards. After letting me hang there for a moment she tugged back my arm and propelled me into her chest. She wrapped her right hand around my hips; sliding her hand around my rump. “I’ve always had a soft spot for sissy girls,” she chuckled holding me close.

I’m not sure if I grew a back bone, but something in me felt like it snapped. I broke away from Lefay’s grasp, taking a couple steps back. “I’m not a sissy!” I cried out like I was having a temper tantrum; balling up my fists and stamping my heels.

“You're not a sissy?” I heard Jenney’s voice. I looked over toward the hallway seeing Jenney enter the room naked except for a pink strap on hanging off her hips. “Come now Erica, don’t lie to us,” She continued while I stared at horror at her strap on.

“I… I…,” I stuttered trying to form words.

“Shh…” She placed her finger over my mouth again silencing me. “Sweetie,” she hummed, “It’s okay. No one's judging you for it.” I backed away not knowing what she was talking about. “Honey, I found those sissy pegging sites you have been visiting when you say we're ‘searching for a job’.”

Her words shattered my world. It was true I always had a kink for being submissive and cross-dressing but was always too embarrassed to bring it up to Jenney. I kept it a secret thinking the worse if she ever found out. I looked away ashamed and felt tears starting to form.

“Oh hubby,” Jenney cupped my face. “Don’t look so down in the dumps I want to explore this side,” her words made me calm down and even started to grow a small smile finding the irony. “But seeing how you wanted to bring others involved,” she gestured toward the other women who were staring at me like hungry sharks. “I thought we all could enjoy this side of you.”

“And seeing how you’re ready Jenney and it’s your husband,” Mistress Pearson chimed in. “We’ll go get ready why you break your sissy in.” Both she and Mistress Lefay left the living room.

“I will need you to bend down,” she said. I did as she asked turning away from her and bending down with my ass in the air. The hem of my dress slid up, so she had a full view of my pantied ass. I looked behind me seeing her holding a bottle of lube.

“Spread’em,” She ordered like a police officer; patting my inner thighs. I separated my legs in a triangle shape waiting for what came next. She pulled down my panties past my penis and ass and squirted a liberal amount of lube in her hands. She spread my cheeks and slathered the slimy substance on and around my asshole. I moaned feeling her thumb gently pushing in and rubbing the rim of my anus.

Jenny then took the bottle and liberally applied it to her strap. “Are you ready my dear?” she asked in a sexy voice.

“Yes Mistress,” I answered still in a feminine voice.

“Good,” She inserted her small pink strap on into me.

I shuttered as the rubber penis slide into my butt cheeks. It felt more sensual than I expected. Instead of mindless jabbing into my rectum she laid down on my back squishing her boobs on the top of my back.

Her right hand reached around under my dress grabbing my member and gently stroke. Her hands were soft and a tad bit slippery from the lube residue. Her dildo remained buried in my ass barley moving. I had to grind up against her to cause more friction. She kissed the back of my neck.

“You like this don’t you?” She confided in my ear.

“Yes Mistress,” I panted; bucking my hips onto her.

“Yes, you like getting fucked by me,” She commented giving a small hump to my rear end. “Just think, if you were just honest with me we could have been doing this earlier.”

“I’m sorry mistress," I said back. “Please forgive me.”

“Yes, it was wrong for you to lie, you little slut.” She continued to buck her hips stimulating my p-spot.

“Oh, god please yes!” I moaned. I felt that familiar tingle at my tip. “I’m goanna…” I tried to speak up.

“Go ahead and cum for me my little sissy slut,” She commanded kissing my neck.

I moaned feeling myself squirting onto the carpet. Jenney pulled out but kept kissing my neck. “Good girl,” She whispered between kisses.

“Oh my, doesn’t that look fun,” Mistress Pearson said behind us. I turned around seeing both Mistress Pearson and Mistress Lefay both come back in the room wearing strap-ons. My eyes widen seeing their size. They were both bigger than Jenney’s pink one. Pearson’s was only a tad bigger than Jenney’s and Mistress Lefay’s had one that was enormous compared to the rest.

I shivered in fear knowing I would have to take both. Jenney popped off of my back and stood up “I just finish popping sissy’s cherry,” she said giving a confident smirk.

“Nice job Jen,” Mistress Pearson, “But let’s prevent any cross contamination and get yours washed and in the meantime we’ll punish your sissy for being so rude to Mistress Lefay earlier.”

“No problem,” Jenney left the room again to my guess wash her strap on.

“Now Erica,” Mistress Pearson walked over and led me to Mistress Lefay who was sitting on the couch with her legs spread out. “I want you to show your sorry!” She pushed me down causing me to kneel in front of Mistress Lefay, “By Sucking Mistress Lefay’s big dick.”

I looked up at Lefay seeing her dominant smile. I was both afraid and turned on about what they wanted me to do. I wanted to go down her slobbering all over her big black cock showing them how much of a sissy slut I was. But I felt something pulling back; like shreds masculinity telling me that isn’t what men do.

Maybe Mistress Pearson was a mind reader because kneeled down and wrapped and arm around me and coached me closer to it. “Come on sissy,” She got me closer to the head. “It’s okay to suck, it's not going to bite…” She talked in a mix between motherly and sultry.

I inched slowly toward her member, my mouth was salivating trying to prepare. I finally got close enough with my lips grazing around the head. Ms. Pearson was holding onto me steady not allowing me to back up from this point. I slowly kept inching my way around the rubber until it filled my mouth. My mouth wasn’t all the way down I still had a halfway to go take all of it on. My first thought was that this was good enough and just sucked like I was wet nursing her cock.

“That’s cute Erica,” Mistress Pearson chuckled into my ear. “But we want you take all of it.”

She put pressure on my back pushing me further onto her dick and entering my thought. My gag reflex kicked in and part of me thought I might choke. “Breathe through your nose,” Pearson said calmly; noticing I was struggling. I breathed through my nostrils; it wasn’t the easiest thing to do but I at least could manage.

I kept going further trying to take all of it. Every time I would go down an inch I felt myself gag a little and back up. I felt Mistress Lefay hands digging in to my wig; guiding my head in its bobbing place. I kept sucking and slobbering over her member until finally I felt Lefay’s hands pulling me off.

My mouth slipped off her member with a strand saliva connecting it. I looked up at her holding my head giving a sweet smile.  “Nice job sissy,” She said in a low dominating tone, turning me even more on. “Now I want you take a seat upon the throne,” She nudged toward her dick.

“Yes Mistress,” I meekly obliged.

I turned around and tried to lower myself onto her. Lefay reached around lifting me up by my waist; it surprised me how easily she lifted me. She gently guided my bottom down on her dildo.

“Ahuuh!” I moaned going down her flag pole.

“It’s nice to see you enjoying yourself,” I heard Jenny’s voice. I opened my eyes and saw Jenny walking back into the room using a wash cloth to dry her now clean strap on. There I sat with a dildo up my ass staring at my beautiful wife and her boss with my penis standing erect. I couldn’t explain it but I was finding this be thrilling.

Jenny could read my face; knowing I was enjoying myself. “Well Erica, what do you say to Mistress Lefay?” She asked in a demeaning voice causing me to get even more turned on. I was no longer Eric. I was sissy Erica, sissy maid for Jenny who loved getting fucked in the ass.

“Thank you for providing a comfortable seat,” I said fully enwrapped in my slutty sissy persona.

“You really are a good girl,” Mistress Lefay stated; kissing the nape of my neck “So this is how it will play,” Lefay explained. “I’m going to jerk you off while you bounce at your own pace on my dick,” she griped my hard penis in her right hand. “Are you ready?” she asked.

I breathed in deeply and mentally prepared myself. “Ready,” I said closing my eyes.

Her right hand tensed up getting a solid grip on my member and stroked with her thumb. I moaned feeling my dick becoming hard; it felt incredible. I moved my ass up and down on her strap on matching her pace.

I let another high pitch moan. My dick now fully extended out as she continued Jerk faster and faster. I continued bounce on her lap; adding friction.

I opened my eyes seeing the women wide eyed at me.  What were they thinking about I wondered? Having them watching added to the electricity in the air and made me want to perform better for them.

“Come on girly cum,” Lefay said into my ear, “Be a good girl and cum.”

“Do it Erica,” I heard Jenney’s voice. I turned my head around seeing her smiling. “I want to see you cum,” she said, making direct eye contact with me.

“Yes Erica cum,” Pearson added in commanding sultry voice. “Be a good girl and cum for your mistresses.”

Their cheering made this all the much hotter. I twerk my butt faster and faster; trying to get myself to the edge.

“Are you a good girl?” Ms. Lefay asked. Her hand continued stroking my penis

“Yes!” I yelled. “I’m a good girl!”

“Then squirt sissy,” she commanded.

“Yes squirt sissy!” Jenney cheered

“Squirt sissy squirt!” The three women chanted. “Squirt sissy squirt!”

I felt myself hitting the point of no return. I was going cum. Their cheering made the tingle feeling feel like sparks escaping off the tip of my dick. “I’m goanna cu-umm!” I screeched. My dick exploded in her hand; my cum shooting out landing two feet away. The rest of my body went limp.


4

I felt hands wrapping around my shoulders and helping me up. I opened my eyes seeing Mistress Pearson holding onto me to help me keep my balance. I looked to the left seeing Jenney smiling.

“Are we done yet?” I whimpered my legs wriggling.

“Oh sweetie,” Mistress Pearson used her thumb to lift my head to look me in the eyes. “We have just been warming up; we still need to have that orgy you wanted.”

I shook just thinking what the orgy would entail with me dressed like this and with them wearing those. I look toward Jenney my beloved wife hoping to gain sympathy but when I turned to see her face I could tell I would get no mercy.

“What’s the matter sissy?” she teased, “Don’t think you can handle it?”

I looked away defeated knowing I was helpless in this situation. “Okay,” Mistress Pearson chimed in, “Let’s get ready to be gang-bang our sissy maid here, Lefay why don’t you help her lube up for us?”

“No problem,” Mistress Lefay pet my hair from the back; surprising me. “Bend over,” she whispered in my ear. I knew it would be pointless to argue, so I did as they told me and bent myself down; sticking out my rear. She tapped my thighs and did my best to spread my legs with my legs still wobbling. I felt her reapply more lube to my anus; feeling rub the slippery material inside and on the inner cheeks.

“Okay, this is how it will work Ms. Lefay will take up the rear,” Lefay gave a slap to my ass. “I’ll take the front,” Pearson stepped in front of my face; purple strap on wiggling in my face. “And Jenney, you will handle down stairs,” Jenney giggled sitting down beneath me; inches away from my erect member. “Any questions?” Mistress Pearson asked.

“Um I have one,” I said in a soft voice raising my hand. If we were we going to do what I think we are going to, I had a concern.

“What is it?” She raised an eyebrow.

“Well,” I blushed. “I’ve been standing for a while and I’m afraid I might fall on Jenney,” I confessed. The four women giggled in unison finding my question absurd.

“Don’t worry honey,” I heard Mistress Lefay laugh behind me. “I’ll hold you up so don’t be afraid to put your weight into me,” She said wrapping her arms around my stomach.

“Okay, if that’s it,” Ms. Pearson sighed in relief. “Begin.”

Lefay drove her strap on into my rear end causing me to yelp. My dick lurched forward getting caught in Jenney’s mouth. Feeling her wet mouth envelope my penis I moaned in pleasure giving Mistress Pearson the opportunity to grab my head force her purple dick into my mouth. I was helpless; being taken by three different sides.

Lefay was giving a bunch of deep thrusts impaling me on her big black dildo. I continued to feel her taping and tickling my p-spot. Meanwhile, I felt Jenney wrap her tongue around my member; sucking like a demon. Pearson’s strap on was more of a gag than anything else. I moaned and mewed feeling both the pain and the pleasure. She would occasionally petting my wig and sometimes bucking my mouth to drive me back into Ms. Lefay.

It was a good thing Lefay was holding onto me because my legs were jelly and would have definitely have fallen. I looked up at Mistress Pearson seeing her smile.

“Enjoying yourself?” She asked. I moaned into her purple strap on. I was enjoying myself. My eyes were going back in my head and my toes were curling. I was about to explode.

Mistress Pearson must have recognized my face. “Go on cum,” she ordered. “Be a good slut and cum for us.” I felt a familiar twinge in my dick and felt myself letting go into Jenney’s mouth. She continued to slurp my dick; licking it clean. She let go of my dick and moved from underneath me. Mistress Lefay noticed her move out of the way and stopped humping me.

Pearson took two steps backwards allowing me to breathe unhindered. Ms. Lefay slowly removed herself from my bottom causing an audible ‘pop’ and lowered me to the ground because I was too tired to stand. I panted lying on my side. All three women crowded around me all giving confident smiles.

“All right ladies time to switch places,” Mistress Pearson said. My eyes widened realizing that we were far off from being done.

We did this two more times allowing each of them to have a chance at each of the ‘stations’. After each round of me being fucked, there was a 2 min break. Giving me time to rest and let them wash their strap-ons to make sure there was no ‘cross contamination’.

Finally it was Mistress Pearson holding me up and fucking my ass, Jenney was taking hold of my face and Mistress Lefay was sucking me off. As Mistress Pearson finished fucking my ass, I felt exhausted. She loosened her grip and allowed me to fall. I probably would have fallen and hurt Mistress Lefay if she didn’t move slightly out of the way. Allowing my waist to rest on her shoulder as she wrapped her arm around me and lifting me up as she stood.

“Well, if we all done here I guess I’ll take my new employee back,” Mistress Lefay said.

“What!?” I gasped, “Employee?”

“Yes, those documents you sign was your contract working for me,” Mistress Lefay explained. “So five days out of the week you going to be my littlie stay at home sissy maid.”

“But… but… but…” I looked over at Jenney.

“Don’t worry honey,” Jenney smiled, “I have visitation rights whenever I want and we’ll always have the weekends.”

I couldn’t believe it. My wife just sold me to another woman to be her plaything. I thought I would cry thinking she betrayed me.

“Oh, don’t look so sad sissy,” Jenney ran up to my face. “I still love you and you wanted to find another job.”

I held back my whimpering. I knew she was right; I have been looking for a job and she did say when I sign those papers that I would enjoy myself.

“Trust me sweetie,” She went on. “From what I saw in your browsing history you will be perfect for the job and maybe even enjoy yourself. Oh and it’s also stated that they can only bring you to orgasm if I’m in the room or anally, so I’m not worried about it at all.”

Her words brought me some solace, but I was still trembling. I was both scared and excited on my new job.

“Bye honey,” Jenney kissed me, “Have a good week at work.” And with that I was now being whisk away to my new job as Mistress Lefay’s sissy maid. A job I had a strange feeling that I would be the best at.
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Chp. 1 Another Day in class

I sat in class, half paying attention to the Professor Dominique’s lesson but who could blame me. I was a 21-year-old man wearing a pleated skirt, knee-high socks, Mary Janes, a silk white blouse with a small tie, special panties that hid my junk, red lacy panties over those and a bra; in an all female collage. Not to mention the butt plug my roommates were making me sit on. I can’t believe that my boss put me on this assignment.

“Scott!” I remember him yelling my name in our office a couple of months ago. “Get into my office this instant!”

“Y-yes sir!” I remembered saying; getting up from my desk and running to his office. “W-what do you need, Sir?” I asked standing straight up.

“At ease,” he said lowering his voice, “Have a seat.”He pointed to the empty chair in front of his desk. “Now look son, as you know the age of super heroines is on the rise.”

“I know,” I said sitting down. “According to the Heroine Post, it’s because of a mutation on the X-chromosomes; each has half of the mutation giving many women super powers by the time they turn 18.” I explained happily. I’ve always been a fan the super heroines. It made life seem more like a comic book and inspired me to become a reporter so I could I always have a front-row seat to the action.

“It’s all boulder dash!” My boss slammed the table stopping me. “We have gotten a tip that there’s a place masquerading as an all female college but in reality they are experimenting on young women and giving them super powers!” He explained.

“What!?” I said shocked.

“Yep, and they’re likely using mind control too for their insidious plots,” he went on. “I need you to infiltrate the collage as a student and report on anything you find.”

“A-as a student?” I questioned.

“Yeah, we can’t find any job postings for a staff position, so you will have to submit an application and be accepted the hard way,” He explained.

“But you said it was an all female collage!” I said hoping he wasn’t suggesting what I thought.

“So!?” He yelled back. “These women need your help!”

“But I’m not a girl!” I said stating the obvious.

“No, but you’re the most scrawny man in the office,” he stated hurting my ego. “And we can’t send any of the women in office. That would add to their collection.”

I froze it’s true that I was the smallest male in the office and it wouldn’t make any sense to send more women if they were indeed experimenting on them. But the thought of having to dress up as a woman and go to classes made me tremble. I wanted to say to no; I had to say no.

“Come on, do you want those women to be abused?” He asked.

That tugged at my heartstrings. When I was in my last year of high school, my little sister was kidnapped. The thought of other women going through the same abuse brought up the same feelings I had back then; helplessness. I gulped. “Okay, I’ll do it.”

After submitting an application under a fake name and having an interview with the headmistress, I was in the school uniform being lead to my dorm room. I tried to recall what happened during the interview but it’s all so fuzzy. I can’t even remember the school’s orientation.

“Eeep!” I squeaked, feeling the butt plug vibrate; bringing me back in the present class room.

“Is there a problem Ms. Scott?”Professor Dominique looked at me along with the rest of the class.

“Uhh... uhh,” I blushed and looked back at my dorm mate; Janet.

She gave me a sly smile and waved. “No I’m fine,” I responded causing the class to giggle.

“That’s enough ladies,” The professor silence the class. “Another outburst like that and I’ll put you over my knee, Ms. Scott.” She waved her ruler at me. “Okay?”

“YeAs Mam!” I blurted out as I felt another rumble.

“Good,” The Professor went back to her lesson.

I sighed and looked back at Janet. She gave another devious smile and stuck her tongue out at me. I turned back toward the lesson and thought about how I first met her.

“And this will be your room,” Emma; the headmistress assistant, showed me the door of my new room. “Room 125,” she presented; opening the door showing me the 4 bed setup and that’s when I met Alison; a cute blonde with a bob cut, who had the power of illusions, Jenifer; a tan straight black hair woman with glasses, who had telekinetic and psychic powers, and finally Janet; an athletic red haired woman, who was super strong. They were all roughly my size and wore the same school uniform that I was also wearing.

“Hi,” Janet walked up to me first. “I’m Janet; top of the class.” She held out her hand for me to shake.

“Oh uh,” I stuttered; unsure if my female voice was adequate. “Hi, I’m Danielle.” I shook her hand timidly. I could tell by her grip that she was much stronger than she looked.

“Well Danielle,” she continued to hold my hand. “Let me introduce you to Alison,” she pointed to Alison who gave a sweet smile and waved. “And Jennifer,” She pointed to Jen who just stared at me like she was studying me.

“I’ll leave you girls to get acquainted,” Emma smiled and left the room; closing the door behind her.

“Well, I guess  we should start picking beds,” Janet said but as she spoke, Jennifer walked up to close me and just stared at me like she was looking right through me.

“Um hi,” I timidly said.

Her eyes narrowed and with a quick swish she reached down grabbing the edge of my skirt and lifted it up. My erection stuck out of my pink panties; revealing myself everyone in the room.

“Ah!!!” I screamed like a little girl as quickly tried to pull down my skirt; my face turning bright red.

“I knew you were hiding something down there,” Jennifer said unsurprised.

“Wow!” Alison said wide eyed walking up to me and pulling back up my skirt. “I’ve never seen a penis this hard in panties before.”

“Please, I can explain!” I said frantically.

“Hmm maybe you should explain to the headmistress?” Janet threatened.

“No, please I’ll do anything!” I said.

The girls all looked at each other and smiled. “Well okay,” Janet spoke up with a devious smile. “But you better make it worth our wild!”

“Anything!” I said.

“Get on the bed and lay spread eagle face down,” Janet ordered.

“The bed?” I asked.

She grabbed me by the blouse and lifted me up in the air, “Is that problem?” She asked.

“No, I’ll get on the bed,” I said.

“Good,” she set me down.

I scurried over to one of the double beds and jumped on it spreading my legs and arms far about to the edges. For a minute I didn’t know what was going on until I felt a rope being tied around my ankles. I looked up seeing two pieces ropes moving by themselves around the bedposts and then around my wrist. The ropes began to pull causing me to suspend over the bed. I looked behind me and saw Jennifer hands glowing.

“That telekinesis power is amazing,” Alison complimented.

“So you have this and mind reading?” Janet asked.

“Well, I’m still working on the mind reading,” Jennifer replied. “Is that too tight?” She asked me.

“No, I’m good,” I replied without thinking.

“Okay who wants a first crack at the sissy?” Janet asked her roommates.

“Oh, please let me peg her first I’ve never done it before!” Alison said excited.

“I’ve also never done it before and would like to try,” Jennifer added.

“Hmm,” Janet hummed in deep thought. “Okay since Jen was the first to spot his penis she gets first crack.”

“Ahh!” Alison whined.

“You’ll get your turn,” Janet comforted her. “Now Jen do you have your strap on?” Out of the corner of my eye I could see a big purple strap on floating over to Jennifer’s hand. “Good,” Janet said. Both of them got onto the bed by my legs; sitting on their knees. “All right now the most important ingredient to pegging besides the strap on is…?” Janet asked like she was teacher leading a class.

“Uh the belt?” Alison answered unsure.

“Lube?” Jennifer jumped in.

“Right Jen,” Janet responded. “You want to use a lot of lubricant especially if it’s their first time.” Janet pulled out a bottle of lube. “And always make sure it’s a water based one like this,” She presented the lube bottle. “Next you squirt some into your hand,” she squirted into her hand. “And prepare the receiver’s anus.” She crawled behind me. “Here,” Janet handed the bottle to Jen. “While I’m preparing the sissy’s anus, you prepare your strap on.”

“Um okay?” Jennifer timidly took the bottle from her. “But how much do I use?”

“Good question,” Janet said opening my ass crack with her un-lubricated hand. “And the answer is you can never have too much, unless your partner wants a really rough and dry fucking and well…” She looked over at my face. “Let’s try to be gentle for her first time.”

Jennifer nodded and squirted a hefty amount of lubricant into her hand and began vigorously applying it to her rubber dick. Meanwhile, Janet was rubbing lube on the entrance to my brown star.

“And it’s best that you use a finger to spread some on the inside,” Janet explained pushing her index finger into my asshole.

“Mmmm!” Bit down on my lip suppressing a moan. I felt her slimy finger slowly work its way around the rim of my rectum. She pulled her finger her and my anus twitched missing its invader. “Ready?” She asked Jennifer.

“Uh I think so?” Jennifer answered, crawling closer behind me while Janet moved behind her. “Um do I just push it in fast and pull out?” Jennifer asked. I could hear how nervous she was.

“Another good question,” Janet replied. “I would say you should start off slow and work your way up from there,” She explained. “But remember that with any sexual relationship; communication is key.”

“Oh uh Danielle,” Jennifer looked at me. “Are you ready?”

“Yes,” I responded without thinking.

She slowly inserted her long purple dick into my ass crack. I felt the bulbils head pop into my rectum and stay there for a moment. She pulled it back out and thrust it back in faster and deeper. “Mmm!” I stifled another moan.

“Oh god yes!” Jennifer panted humping my bottom. She was getting further and further; making me feel new parts of my anus. Her pace was quickening and was tapping my hot spot.

I wanted to buck my hips as she filled my ass up but being tied me up made it impossible. She left my erection hanging hard. It started to leak on the bed as my toes began curl of feeling the coming orgasm.

She started to grunt and went faster and deeper. “Yes, you’re my bitch, you’re my bitch, YOU’RE MY BITCH!”  She started to yell.

I looked to the right seeing both Janet and Alison. They both were smiling and chuckling to themselves. I think even saw Janet recording it on her phone.

I felt myself explode on the bed as her thrusts became shallower. She finally stopped and wiped a lock of hair her face and took a deep exhale. I felt her slowly pull herself out causing a popping noise. “Thank you,” she said till trying to catch her breath.

“Uh anytime,” I said without thinking. I don’t know why; I guess I wanted to sound cool.

Just when I thought it was over, Alison jumped on the bed wearing her pink strap on. She pushed Jen out of the way in excitement. “My turn! My turn!” She shouted.

That night each of them took turns fucking my ass with their strap-ons while I was tied up. Sadly, this was just the beginning of how I became those girls plaything. Anytime they wanted to ‘relive their aggression’ they would humiliate me, tease me, fondle me and fuck me with their dildos. In exchange they helped me keep my secret of being a man.


Chp. 2 Panties and Spankings

“Ms. Scott!” Professor Dominique yelled at me again and knocked me out of my memory. “What did I say I would do if I find you not paying attention again?”

“S-spank me?” I replied causing ‘Oohs’ and 'Ah's’ from the rest of the class.

“Correct,” she smiled. “So what are you going to do?”

“Put myself over your knee Mam,” I said getting up from my seat. I walked over to her while the rest of the class to giggle.

“Enough ladies,” She said to rest of the class.

I lay down on her knee. Her soft cold legs rubbing against hairless thighs got my penis to twinge my support panties. I looked up at the Professor seeing her smile an evil grin.

“All right Danielle,” She spoke to me but was loud enough that it seemed like she was giving a presentation to the class. “I will give you...” She looked up and thought for a second. “Would you say 20 slaps to your rear is fair?”

“Yes Mam,” I responded without thinking.

“Good and I want you count and say ‘thank you Ms. Dominique’ after each one, okay?” She said.

“Yes Mam,” I responded without thinking.

“Good girl,” she raised my skirt showing my red laced, pantied rear end. “You have cute underwear,” she said causing class to giggle even more.

“T-thank you-Ahh!” I tried to thank but screamed feeling as her palm smack my ass. “One, Thank you Ms. Dominique.”

Ms. Dominique smiled, “Good girl.”  She began to smack my bottom nine more times, with me counting along. It wasn’t that bad until she was delivering slap 10; my support panties that hid my erection; began to vibrate my privates.

“Teann!” I yelped feeling the vibrations massaging my cock.

“Oh no Danielle,” the Professor wagged. “You forgot to thank me.”

“I… I… I’m sorry,” I stuttered. It must have sounded like was just in pain but really I stifling myself from moaning.

“Oh, it’s all right Ms. Scott,” her fingers danced across the back of my blouse like she was petting me. “We’ll just start over from one, does that seem fair?”

“Y-yes Ms. Dominique,” I agreed in a haze.

“Good!” She said, slapping my ass once more.

With each slap I felt myself the vibration building my orgasm higher and higher. Until, finally at count 20 I felt myself ejaculate into my panties. Thankfully, I was wearing a pad.

Ms. Dominique stood me back up, “There know you can go to the bathroom and clean yourself up,” she told me.

“Thank you Ms. Dominique,” I said straightening out my skirt and leaving the classroom.

As I made my way down to the bathroom, I started to remember how I got these panties that hid my junk.

It was the day after they introduced me to my roommates but right before our first day of class. They strapped me to the single bed; facing upward.

They said I needed to be tied up while they slept, for their own safety and I was in no place to argue. So every night they tied me up to my bed wearing nothing but a silky short night gown. Some nights they would tease my tied up state by having pillow fights and dancing half nude and punish me with vibrators if I got erect. Last night however Alison just claimed to have a nightmare and said she needed a cuddle partner.   

“Mourning princess,” Alison looked up; wiping the sleep from her eyes.

“Mourning,” I replied. “Can I you untie me now?”

“Well, sweetie we need you stay put?” She started to get up.

“Why!?” I whined.

“Well, we're expecting a guess,” she said. As if on cue there was a knock on our door. “Oh, that must be her,” Alison got up from the bed and made her way towards the door.”

“Wait, you need to untie me!” I said starting to panic.

She ignored my request and opened the door, revealing a new woman. She wore the standard school uniform, but she had more of a punk rocker theme. “Hey Michaela,” Alison greeted her smiling. “Come on in.”

“Alison,” she walked in but still kept eye contact Alison. “You texted me you had-” she turned her head and made eye contact with me still tied up. “A new project?” she finished looking confused. “You guys have a kinky relationship,” she added.

“Oh, it’s more than that,” Alison closed the door and ran up to my tied up body. “See!” she lifted my nightie revealing my cock to her.

Mouth went a gape in shock as she just willingly to give away my secret. Michaela was also taken back but she mange to keep her composure. She crouched down to inspect. “A girl with the power of growing a penis?” She guessed.

“He wishes!” Alison laughed. “Nope, this is a man,” she walked up to me and pinched my cheek. “A little sissy man, isn’t that right?”

“Yes!” I cried in pain and in humiliation.

“Interesting,” Michaela mused. “If it wasn’t for the tent in their nightie, I would have guessed it was just a small-breasted woman.”

“That’s why we need your help,” Alison looked at Michaela. “We need you to make a device that hides their little toy.”

“Hmmm…” Michaela crouched down getting a closer look at my penis. She grabbed a hold of it causing me to squirm at her touch. “I think I can work something out,” she mused.

“If you do it, you’ll also get use him however you wish and let me tell you it's fucking hot pegging his tight sissy ass.” Alison added.

“All right, I’ll start working on it as soon as possible,” Michaela agreed. “It shouldn’t be too hard, bring him to my room around 9pm. I should have something by then.”

Later at 9pm…

“Are you sure this is a good idea?” Janet asked Alison as we made our way toward Michaela dorm room.

“Oh, come on Jan!” Alison moaned leading us to Michaela’s door. “Just think what we be able to do with his package under wraps.”

“True,” Jenifer followed up. “There’s no use arguing about it now let’s just see what the genius has to offer.”

Alison knocked on the door. The door opened revealing Michaela wearing goggles and holding pliers. “Just in time,” Michaela said happily. “I’ve just finished the device.” She led us into her room and closed the door behind us.

“You guys are lucky that I was work-shopping a new material I’ve been working on,” She continued as she walked over to her work desk. “Now where did I… Ah here they are,” she picked up what looked like a nude pair of panties.

“Take off your skirt and panties so we can all see how they fit,” she ordered me.

It's not like I had much of a choice. I dropped my skirt to the floor showing off my panties and penis to the whole room. Next my panties fell between my ankles as I was now half naked in front of them, causing me to blush.

“Come on, no need to show off!” Janet joked slapping my ass.

I blushed and slipped the odd material up my hairless legs. As I got them up to my waist, they confused me because they didn’t seem to hide much if at all. I looked at Michaela wondering if there was more.

“There pocket in the front,” she explained. “Slip you penis and your balls in and hurry I don’t have all night.”

I did as she said; slipping my testicles and dick inside the pocket. It hid a little better but not by much. Although the material I felt hugging my naughty bits felt nice.

“Is that it?” Janet said disappointed.

“Nope,” Michaela smiled as she pulled out a small pink remote. She tapped the top button, and I felt the panties immediately get tighter and tighter around my waist. I looked down astonished as before very eyes it looked like the bump shrank into nothing.

“That’s amazing!” Jennifer looked in amazement along with others.

“Oh, that’s just the beginning,” Michaela grinned. “I call this next one the carrot.” She pressed the button second to the top.

Suddenly I felt the front of panties vibrate. Specifically, the pocket that hid away my junk. I felt the material start grow bumps and vibrate stimulating my penis and getting me erect. I started to moan in pleasure feeling like my privates were getting a rough massage.

“You like this don’t you, sissy?” Michaela laughed.

I nodded my head as my legs were buckling from the constant vibrations. Tried to reach down and rub where I thought my penis was. But it wasn’t helping me cum any sooner.

“Look at that,” Alison pointed. “It looks like he’s trying to stimulate his clit like horny slut!”

“Yep!” Michaela smiled. “I can keep him like a horny little slut as long as I want.”

“Um Michaela,” Jennifer tried to get her attention.

“What?” She asked until she saw that I was now lying on the floor with tears in my eyes trying to rub myself to cum. “Oh, my bad!” She frantically double tapped the button causing the vibrations to stop and allowing me to cum into the panties. “Are you okay?” Michaela asked sincerely.

“I’m fine,” I started to catch my breath.

“Okay well you guys might need to wash them and insert a pad into the pocket so he won’t have any accidents.”

“Should we have him take it off then?” Janet asked as she helped me up back to my feet.

“Hang on I’m not done showing all the features,” she whined. “The next one is what I call the stick,” she pressed the third button.

I felt the panties tighten at the back; focusing around my ass crack. It felt like the panties were turning into a thong and it was giving me a wedgie. It was getting tighter until I could feel the fabric traveling inside my anus forming what felt like a dildo.

“This does more than show off the sissy’s ass,” Michaela explained. “It makes a butt plug to fuck the sissy’s boy pussy.”She presented me with sadistic glee. “And finally, when you double tap the third button again…”

As she tapped the button, I could feel the newly but plug vibrate; rubbing my prostate. “Ahh!” I let out a girlish scream.  I was just getting over the last orgasm and now I was getting stimulated again. Thankfully, she double tap the button stopping it.

“You see guys,” Alison spoke up. “I told you it was a good idea to tell Michaela now we have our own way of punishing the sissy!”

“Correction,” Michaela stopped her. “I have a way.”

“What?” Alison looked back.

“The deal was that I only have to hide his dick,” She said. “Nothing about giving you guys your own remote.”

Alison was about to say something but Janet stepped in first. “Well, what do you want then?”

“Well, as I see it Danielle had to humiliate herself, so I want one of you to humiliate yourselves and I’ll make you each a remote.” Michaela said. “I want to see one of you…” She looked of like she was coming up with an idea. “Oh, eat the sissy’s ass!” She pointed at me causing me to blush.

Janet, Alison and Jenifer looked at each other for a moment. They stepped back forming a huddle. “Are we really considering this?” Jenifer asked them.

“Well, I would like that remote,” said Janet.

“Me too!” Alison said frustrated.

“Fine,” Jenifer relented. “Then you do it Alison!”

“What?” Alison blushed. “Why me?”

“Well, it was your idea,” Janet pointed out.

Alison looked back at me; scanning me from head to toe. “Oh, all right!” She agreed. They all got out off the huddle and Alison stepped forward.

“So what’s it going to be?” Michaela asked rhetorically.

“I’ll do it,” Alison pouted.

“Great,” Michaela cheered. “This is the perfect time for me to test ‘way to the heart’ function.” She pressed all the buttons on the remote at the same time causing the back of my panties to open up revealing my ass crack in the shape of a heart. “Sissy you can go lay on the bed,” she ordered.

I did as she said and laid face down on her bed. I didn’t know what to expect. They had already filled my ass up with a bunch of different dildos but not with someone’s tongue. I lie there wondering and trying to prepare myself as I felt Alison crawl up on the bed.

I looked back seeing her face. She was staring daggers at me. It was clear she preferred to be the dominant one but determined to go through with this if it gave her more control over me. I turned back and closed my eyes; waiting for her.

Alison took a deep breath and brought her face down to inch away from my ass crack. She used her hands to spread my butt cheeks and began slowly whipping her wet tongue over my asshole. It was the weirdest, most pleasurable sensation I have ever felt in my life. I bit my lip suppressing myself form moaning out in pleasure as I felt her tongue plunge deep into my anus. I tried to think of something as she made slurping noises until I felt my erect penis shoot out more cum in my already soiled panties.

I laid there curling my toes lost in a wave of ecstasy. Alison noticed my spasms ending and halted her tongue. She stood back up wiping off her mouth; relived that it was over.

“Well now, we definitely need to have her panties washed,” Janet said as Alison and I were getting up from the bed.

“Oh, I can do that,” Michaela giggled mischievously. “I mean I will have to wash me sheets, anyway.” She pointed at me, “Take off those panties and meet me back here around 6 a.m.”

“Um okay,” I said slipping off my soiled panties. As I was picking up my original and sliding up my legs, I could see Alison staring off with her arms cross. I could tell she was embarrassed which for some reason made me feel bad. I walked up to her and tapped her shoulder. “Hey, Alison?” I whispered.

She turned around frowning and blushing. It looked like she wanted to yell at me but didn’t. I think she knew it wasn’t my fault, but that still didn’t help.

“I was just wanted to ask…” I looked off feeling like a child. “If you wanted me to return the favor?” I asked blushing.

She looked at me shocked at first. Her dominant smile slowly crept back up. She grabbed my hand, “We’ll meet you guys back at the room!” She said smiling to other girls before whisking me away.

After that day I continued wearing the support panties. This came in handy, when Janet made me wear tight pink leggings to do yoga in the common area. She claimed that I would need to limber up our phys. Ed classes.


Chp. 3 Cheerleading tryouts

I sighed as I finally got to the bathroom. After a quick check that I was alone, I reached into my skirt and my support panties to take out the period pad that had been soaking my cum and threw it away. I sat down on the toilet seat and reached into my heart shape purse; pulling out a new pad. After slipping it into place I went to the mirror to redo my makeup.

I had to make sure that my makeup was always flawless. If not only keep my secret but to keep my three wicked roommates giving me another spanking. Luckily the day was almost over and winter break was coming up.

My plan was to hold out until then and then escape. I would report back to my boss and tell him I couldn’t find anything sinister and I could go back to regular life. My roommates wouldn’t be able to blackmail me and they could be happy knowing that they had a sissy slave for the first few months of school.

I walked out of the bathroom and began to make my way back to class. I kept on walking until something grabbed me and pulled me behind the lockers. I opened my eyes and saw Allison who had that demented look in her eyes. “Hey there lover!” she purred in my ear.

“Alison?!” I said surprised. “What are y- Ahh!” I moaned feeling my skirt being lifted, my penis being freed from my panties and being licked. I looked down and saw a woman identical to Alison.

“Well Dani,” Alison said looking me straight in the eyes. “I thought it was best that you meet my sister Ally!”

The woman who below me waved. Her mouth was wrapping her mouth around my erect again cock. She stared up at me letting my penis hover in her mouth.

“After we heard you made the cheerleading squad,” Alison continued. “We decided you needed a reward.”

“Wait, I made the cheer leadi- Ah!” I chirped, interrupted as a felt Ally’s abnormally long tongue wrapping around my penis.

“Sorry Ally finds the taste of a man’s cum intoxicating and she’s been looking for a reason to use her Gene Simons like tongue.” Alison explained while her sister used her long slippery tongue to jerk me off.

“But people will notice us,” I panted.

“No, they won’t,” Alison said in a matter fact tone. “I’ve been using my illusion powers to hide us.”

I looked around and saw two other students having a conversation. They really didn’t seem to notice us. “Ah!” I yelped again feeling Ally’s longue tongue, causing the two students to look around.

Alison covered my mouth. “Best keep quiet sissy,” she whispered. “I can’t make us sound proof.”

I hate admit but she was right. I would have to endure or risk my secret getting out to more people. So I stood there and allowed Ally to continue to suck me off. I closed my eyes and tried to think of something else. My mind started to wonder but was stuck remembering the day they made try out for the cheerleading squad.

I was wearing a short skirt and a cheer top colored pink and black the school's colors. I was standing in front of the rest of my classmates and Coach Susan, giving a cheery smile in the middle of the school’s football field. On the inside I was freaking out not knowing the plan.

“Just relax your body and get lost in the beat,” Jen’s words rang inside my head. “Just go up there, smile and leave the rest to me.”

The music started to play from the boom box and everyone went silent and stared at me. I still nervously smiled back at them. I was so confused on what I would do or what would happen. I was getting ready just to drop my pom-poms and to run off in embarrassment, when I noticed something. My hips were shaking? On their own?

I felt my body shake and groove by itself, like I was being controlled. I couldn’t stop my body from dancing no matter how hard I tried. And I really wanted to because my body was dancing really slutty.

I was shaking my hips and my butt at the crowd, rubbing my body with my hands to show off body, making dramatic girly poses with limp wrists, I was even jumping around and doing flips. Through it all I kept my cheery smile on the outside.

Inside I felt a mix of emotions. It embarrassed me I was dancing, scared on not knowing what was controlling my body and weirdly of all I felt overjoyed that I didn’t have control. As I continued to prance around, I looked at the audience and way in the back I could see Jenifer. Her hands were glowing like the day we met like how she was controlling the ropes. She must have been the one that was controlling my actions.

The song finally came to end and my dance routine ended with me doing the splits. Even after all the yoga with Janet it still hurt like hell but I remained smiling regardless. Everyone clapped to my performance and I could feel myself able to move my body again.

“Good job Danielle!” Coach Susan congratulated me. “Alright next to dance will be… Janet!”

I sighed in relief getting back to my feet. I began to walk back; passing Janet, who gave me slap on the ass as we passed. The other women giggled, thinking it was a joke.  I blushed and made my way over to Jenifer.

“Were you one the controlling me?” I whispered.

Jenifer smiled. “Maybe?” She said coyly. “You didn’t seem to care much with that smile.”

I wanted to argue but couldn’t. They did say they were going to get me through it, I guess? I ended up just pouting and crossing my arms while the rest of the women finished off their dance routines.  

After the last dance routine, the coach began to pair us up and as luck would have it I was paired me up with Janet. “All right ladies,” The coach spoke aloud. “I want you to choose which one of you will be the flyer and other being the base.” She ordered.

“So…” Janet looked at me smiling. “Do you want be the thrower or the flyer?”

How she looked at me made me feel uncomfortable. It was like she was planning something. “Um I guess I’ll be the base.” I said timidly; thinking it would give me more control of the situation.

“Okay!” She smiled and stood in front of me still with her cheery smile. I knew she was planning something but I couldn’t tell what.

“All right ladies get ready!” The coach instructed. I put my hands on Janet’s hips ready to lift her up. “And… Lift!”

I used all my strength to try to lift her up and into the air. My arms shook feeling the weight of her as I mange to lift her two inches off the ground. I couldn’t do it anymore. I felt so weak that I had to stop and set Janet back down; trying to catch my breath.

“Ladies if you having trouble with your lift it's best to switch,” The coach instructed.

Janet looked back at me still smiling knowing that there was no way I could lift her. “You want to switch?” She asked rhetorically.

“You better switch or I will fail you!” I heard Coach Susan yell out.

I sighed. “Okay…” I stepped in front of Janet feeling like I was at her mercy. “Can you give me a warning before you-” I didn’t have time to finish my sentence before Janet put her hands on my hips and threw me way up into the sky like it was nothing. I flew in the air seeing far off over the entire school and then came spinning back down.

I thought I would die until Janet caught me. Just when I thought the nightmare was over, she continued to hold on to me and spin me around her body with ease. I was powerless.

She set me back down on my feet in front of her and the whole class clapped. I blushed embarrassed how easily I was just manhandled like it was nothing. “Well,” Coach Susan walked up. “That was impressive even for the head cheerleader.”

“What can I say?” Janet shrugged giving a confident smile. “I had a good partner.” She looked at me with her devil’s smile.

“Hmmm…” The coach looked at me like deep in thought. “Noted.”

“What?” I uttered before Janet grabbed my hand.

“Thanks coach!” Janet started to lead me off. “But Danielle needs to go to the bathroom; I’ll show it where it is!” She yelled back as she ran me off to the stadiums girls' bathroom.

She threw me against the tiled wall of the ladies' room. “That was so hot!” She gushed before smacking her lips against mine.

I melted in her arms. Her tongue invaded my mouth and I could taste her sweet spit. She broke it off to catch a breath of air and pulled out the panty remote nestled in her cleavage.

“Almost forgot to reward you,” she pressed the button causing both the butt plug and the pocket that held my penis to vibrate.

I moaned in pleasure which she took as invitation to shove her tongue back into mouth. I was moaning while she kissed me. With the penis being pleasured, my ass getting fucked and having the hottest and strongest woman ravage me; I thought I would faint.

My legs went limp. I would have fallen to the ground if Janet hadn’t grabbed hold of me; sweeping me off my feet. She continued to making out with me, regardless.

“I love having so much control over you!” She said in between breaths. “I always have to feel like I need hold back but not with you,” She stated. “You’re so cute, you’re so submissive, and you’re so considerate!” She went on. “Oh, I want you all to myself!”

I felt myself getting closer and closer to the edge. I felt myself getting swept away in the most explosive orgasm I have ever felt.  She stopped kissing me and used the remote to stop the endless vibrations.

I was still very weak from ejaculating in my panties that she still had to hold me which made me feel oh so small. She turned us around and sat down against the wall; letting me sit on her lap and rest against her shoulder.

“You okay?” She asked trying to catch her breath.

“I’ll be fine,” I breathed and rested my other hand on her shoulder as she cuddled me close.

One of her hands traveled up my cheerleading skirt and tapped my crotch. “Tell me,” she looked into my eye with lust. “I know you’re no longer a backdoor virgin,” she joked. “But what about the front door?”

I looked away blushing. “No, I haven’t done ‘that’ yet,” I replied.

She grabbed my chin with her strong yet soft hand and made me look deep into her eyes. “Well, that will end tonight!”

And boy she was not lying. After she helped me redo my makeup and finish the rest of the tryout, she took me back to our dorm room and tied me up on the bed.  She even put a ball gag in my mouth to stop me from moaning. She didn’t even care to stop when Alison and Jenifer walked in and saw her riding me while still wearing our cheerleading uniforms. This just led to them wanting the next turn.

The next day I was walking to class with a limp in my step. When asked how I hurt myself, Janet was quick to cover responding, “Oh she must have hurt herself at cheerleading tryouts.”

“Mmmm!” I moaned into Alison’s hand finally feeling myself ejaculate in Ally’s mouth. Luckily, the other students didn’t seem to hear.

“Did you cum?” Alison whispered.

“Yeah he did,” Ally answered after releasing my cock. “You should start eating more mangos,” Ally told me. I nodded.

“Good girl,” Alison slapped me on the back. “Now you head back to class.”

“Okay,” I said, pulling up my skirt. “Uh, thank you,” I said as I was walking away.

I walked back into class and sat back at my desk. I sat there and basically watched the clock; waiting for class to end. 


Chp. 4 the Head Mistress

“Will Danielle Scott please come to the head mistress office,” The loudspeaker announced.

“Well, you heard them Danielle. Best get your behind to the administration office.” The teacher ordered.

The rest of the students giggled and made ‘ohh’ noises. I sighed and got up from my seat. “How could this day get any worse,” I wondered.

I left the class again and made my way to the administration’s office. “Only an hour left,” I muttered to myself walking down the hallways, “Only an hour left and my last class for the day will be over.” I arrived at the office and checked in with the secretary.

“Ah yes Ms. Scott you can go ahead and go in she’s waiting for you,” The secretary directed me to the back.

I walked in the office seeing the head mistress sitting behind her desk looking menacing. As I got past the door, I heard the door close behind me. I looked back seeing Coach Susan. “Hello Ms. Scott. Please have a seat,” The head mistress spoke up.

It confused me why the coach was here as well but I sat down. I couldn’t get why I was getting a sense of Déjà vu. “You wanted to see me?” I asked.

“Yes, by chance do you remember your interview when you were applying here?” She asked.

“I uhh well…” I couldn’t remember a thing about it.

“It’s okay if you can’t,” Headmistress added.

“I’m sorry,” I apologized.

“It’s absolutely fine because you see,” The coach walked up pulling up a television and turning it on. “We recorded it.”

“Oh um okay,” I began to feel nervous and wondered if I did something wrong.

“Let’s watch it shall we,” She pulled out remote and hit the play button.

The television turned on and it showed me sitting in front of the headmistress and her secretary sat to the right. I was shaking obviously nervous seeing how that was my first time dressed like a woman.

“So ‘Ms. Scott’,” The Headmistress said on the T.V with odd emphasis on my name. “You want to join our academy?”

“Um yes mam…” I said my voice cracking still trying to get used to my feminine voice.

“And whys that?” She leaned in.

“I uh…” I trailed off.

“You know what its fine just look deep into my eyes,” she said. I looked confused but leaned in to look into her eyes. “Good, you feel yourself slowly losing control over your body,” She said in a new tone which was hypnotic.

“I can’t feel my body,” I said on the television.

“Good,” the headmistress smiled. “Now from now on you will be unable to lie and will answer truthfully to all my questions.”

“I will answer all of your questions truthfully,” My T.V self said in a trance.

“Great, now first are you a man?” she asked bluntly.

“Yes,” My old self answered.

As I watched this, I began to shake in fear realizing they have found me out. Coach Susan rested her hand on my shoulder. I wasn’t sure if that was to reassure me or she was getting ready to throw me out of the building.

“And just to be sure, are you transgender?” The past headmistress continued her hypnotic interrogation.

“No,” I responded plainly.

“So you came to our school dressed like that prey on the students?” she asked.

“No,” I responded in the same tone.

This seemed to throw her off. “Then why are you here at our school?”

“My boss asked me to infiltrate the school to report on the abuse of students,” I answered.

The headmistress looked stunned at my response. “Who told you we were abusing our students?”

“The lead editor at my newspaper Mr. Don said you were experimenting on young women to give them super powers and then control them,” I said.

“Oh, I see…” She leaned back in her chair looking annoyed. “Men just can’t accept when a woman has power,” she said aloud. “Give me your phone,” she ordered my hypnotize self.

I watched as I pulled out my phone and handed it to her. The headmistress took a quick glance at it then handed it to Emma. “Use technical powers to search through his phone.”

“Yes Mam,” Emma began to look at my phone; her eyes glowing as her power seemed hack through my phone security. “Hmm that’s interesting.”

“What?” The headmistress asked.

“Well, he has written many articles that praise the super heroines,” She replied.

“Is it possible that the newspaper just received a bad tip?” The headmistress asked.

“Well, no…” Emma said adjusting her glasses.

“What do you mean?” Headmistress asked

“His articles were excellently written and yet they were always rejected by his editor,” She explained. “His last article he sent in had a reply that said ‘stop idolizing the super broads’.”

“hmm…” The headmistress looked back at me. “Why do you idolize super heroines?” she asked to my still hypnotized self.

As I watched, I began to tear up knowing what my answer would be. Coach Susan rubbed my shoulder to try and reassure me. It felt nice, but I hated reliving that horrible memory.

“When I was younger,” My old self began to explain. “My younger sister had been kidnapped,” My hypnotized body started to form tears that started stream down my face. Both the headmistress and Emma looked surprised. I guess my emotions were so strong that I was breaking the hypnotism.

“The cops told me they believed that sex traffickers captured her but the trail had gone cold, I felt so helpless.” I sniffled. “But then a super heroine found me and told me she would find her no matter what it would take, it gave me hope where all seemed lost. The next day super heroine knocked on my door and returned my sister.”

Both the headmistress and Emma were also starting to form tears. “I see,” The headmistress wiped away a tear. “And after that you started idolize super heroines,” She concluded.

“Yes,” My hypnotized state responded.

“It's bad enough these media bastards are attacking my girls but now they're trying to hurt our supporters,” The headmistress said angrily. She spun around in her chair and looked off out the window for a moment like she was coming up with a plan. “Emma,” She turned toward her secretary. “Use your powers to look through his phones web history.”

“Yes mistress,” Emma Went back to looking through my phone. Her eyes stopped glowing and her face became red. “Um mistress,” she said trying to regain her composure. “He… he has been searching up femdom, feminization and sissy porn,” She said with a straight face but still blushed. I was also blushing as watched the T.V.

“I had a feeling,” The headmistress chuckled. “Well, Ms. Scott I think we actually might have an opportunity for you…”

The screen went black and white words popped up on the screen saying ‘Orientation’. It fades into the schools auditorium filled with students. I saw myself sitting on the stage along with head mistress and the rest of the staff.

The headmistress stepped up to the microphone, “Hello ladies,” She said causing the students clap for her. “Thank you, now as many of you know the reason why we created this school was to help young women who have powers to become super heroines,” She explained causing more cheers from the crowd.

“And like I have told,” she went on. “There are people out there who don’t like powerful women like us.” She announced causing boos from students. “I know, I know, that’s what leads to us to Ms. Scott here,” she pointed to me and I walked up to the microphone. “Now Ms. Scott will you please tells us why you’re here?”

“Hi,” I walked up and said in the microphone. “My name is Scott Daniels I’m a man that was hired to infiltrate your school.” Gasps were heard throughout the crowd I wasn’t sure if they were surprised I was a man or how tried to infiltrate.

“And why did you do it?” The headmistress asked.

“I was told that the women that went here were being experimented on and brainwashed,” I explained.

“How do we know he’s not lying!” A woman yelled in the crowd.

“I have use my hypnotism powers so he can only tell the truth,” The headmistress explained. The crowd all began to talk amongst themselves discussing. “Now listen ladies I know it can be tiring being a hero and at times it feels like your being taken advantage of.” Crowd cheered agreeing. “Which is why we still have Ms. Scott here, you see we have discussed it with him and he has agreed to let you take out aggression on him.” The Headmistress explained, “You see Scott here has a somewhat a kink for being humiliated and strong women having their way with him, basically you all are free to grope and sexually bully him.”

“Wait really!?” A woman yelled out.

“Allow me to demonstrate.” The headmistress turned to me, “Danielle I’m going to spank in front of this whole school faculty.”

“Okay!” I saw myself say and cheerily sticking my ass out.

“Good girl,” she said slapping my ass causing the crowd to laugh. “Any questions?”

“W-what exactly can we do?” A shy student raised her hand to ask,

“Anything you want as long as he doesn’t object which shouldn’t be too hard but I will warn you, I have put deep in subconscious mind that if you don’t respect his boundaries after he clearly tells you to stop, he will come to me and I will make your punishment way more severe than anything you would have done, I’m teaching you to be heroes not rapists!”

“How do we know if we’re going too far?”

“Just ask, I hypnotized him to tell the truth if you ask to do something to him.” The headmistress explained

“How should we approach him?” Another woman asked.

“Simple,” headmistress went on, “He will be hypnotized not to remember our little arrangement so he’ll be going to your general courses just like the rest of you, all you have to do is say you find out he’s really a man and he’ll do near anything to keep it a secret.”

“W-will he hate us if we get him to do something humiliating?” The shy student from before asked.

“As long as he doesn’t tell you to stop then consider him a willing participant,” the headmistress said. “And I’ve made sure that he will speak up if he thinks subconsciously that you’re going too far.”

The crowd all began to giggle and started to talk about all the things they planned to do to me.

“Oh, where will he be staying?” A woman asked in between the chatter.

“Since this is a reward for you girls we are giving her bunking rights to the top of the class which is currently Janet Strong.” The headmistress explained as Janet stepped up from behind the curtain and placed and arm around me like I was her prize. “So if you want to have your own personal plaything in your room you better ask Ms. Strong here or get better grades.”

“Why would he do this for us?” Another student asked.

“Well, think of it as payment for protecting him,” Headmistress said. “As we take on his former employer.”

The crowd cheered and the head mistress turned off the T.V. I sat in the chair stunned. My secret was out to whole the school. Did I even have a secret? I was relieved that I wasn’t in danger but also confused. “Wh- why are you showing me this?” I asked the headmistress.

“Well, you see we had just finished dealing with your old employers so there’s no reason that you must stay here,” she explained.

“Oh…” I said feeling disappointed.

“But…” She piped up, “Ever since your arrival here we have noticed and uptick in our students' grades.”

“Really?” I asked.

“Yep, it turns out offering you as a reward has not only gave us a good way to relive our aggression but also gave our girls something to shoot for.” She explained. “So I’m here to ask if you wish to continue you spend the next four years here ‘pretending’ to be a girl and after that we can offer you a job as maybe the justice woman leagues house wife. What do you say?”

I didn’t know what to say. I felt like I just watched my old life die and saw the birth of a new life for me. I gulped.

“Okay,” I said meekly. “I’ll take the job.”

“Great!” The headmistress smiled. “But I’m afraid the job need a bachelor degree in home economics,” she led in. “Luckily our office supplies a full scholarship to this very school!”
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New Experiences

They say somewhere in arctic tundra of Antarctica, there is a small hot spot making an enormous lake and in the middle is a large tropical island. Explorers recently discovered that this island had human life that grew into a small country with same technologically advancements as the rest of the first world. However, there was one big difference. Not only were women the prominent gender they also seemed to grow taller-ten feet being the average height and fitter than most other humans. These new amazing women governed their island and now discovered by the outside world, are exploring the greater world around them.

When I first heard about this island, I didn’t think it was real. Mostly because I saw none of these giant women before, so the whole thing seemed far fetch. Little did I know that my trip to Las Vegas was going to open up my mind to new people and new experiences.

I just had gotten a few vacation days from my warehouse job, and I wanted to make them matter. I took a plane ride in Las Vegas and got a cheap room at a pleasant hotel. I checked in and went to my room to make a small clothing change.

I’ve had a cross-dressing kink and brought clothes to try on without fear of running into someone I knew. I debated dressing up fully but the thought filled me with fear of humiliation. I decided just to wear my white satin thong under my regular clothes and to go sit at the bar. This was a new experience for me so I began drinking as soon as sat at down at the hotel bar. I was sipping on my third beer at the bar when I looked out on the dance floor and caught eyes with the first giantess I’ve ever met.

The first time I saw her I knew she was the one. Maybe it was the dominant gait, her long red hair was in a French braid, and how her black dress hanged off of her so elegantly. Maybe it was her size since I wasn’t used to looking up at women.

She must has notice my staring at her as she caught my gaze. I glanced away, feeling the blood rush to my cheeks. Why did I feel so intimated by her? I wondered. I continued to watch her out of the corner of my eye. She brushed long red locks out of her face and smiled and walked towards me.

Oh god she was coming towards me, I thought. I know I could just tell her I’ve never seen a giantess before and I was awe-struck. Oh, but what if she takes that the wrong way? I continued to worry until she sat in the empty seat next to me.

“Hi there,” she said, trying to gain my attention as I awkwardly tried to act as I didn’t notice her.

“Uh hi,” I said blushing, holding out my hand like I was talking to a new business partner, not realizing how weird it was to go in for a handshake.

She smiled and grabbed my hand with a firm grasp. She turned my hand over so my knuckles were facing up and brought it up to her mouth; kissing it.

My face turned red, I looked around to see if anyone was watching. Luckily, no one seemed to care or even look. I felt embarrassed feeling like she emasculated me, but enjoyed feeling her warm lips peck the back of my hand.

“What’s your name?” she asked.

“Tony,” I answered. “And what’s yours?”

“My name is Suzy but most call me Sugar,” she answered resting her hand over mine.

I looked away and blush. I didn’t recoil my hand because I was truthfully very attracted to her but I’ve never been pursued before. This whole meeting was giving me these new feelings that I wasn’t used to.

“You seem nervous,” she said, letting go of my hand. “Would you mind if I buy you a drink?”

“Um sure,” I said, recoiling my hand. I already had a few drinks, so I was already loose. I hoped another one would kill my nerves and allow myself to enjoy the evening. The sip I took from the drink was the last thing I remembered before I woke up the next morning.

“What happen?” I said to myself groggily as I opened my eyes to darkness. My entire body felt like I was run over by a train, especially my pelvis and my butt. Luckily the bed I was sleeping on was so big and comfy, I didn’t feel that bad.

I reached up, feeling the covers I was under, and pulled them off of me. I sat up, seeing the hotel window looking out over all of Las Vegas. “I don’t remember having this view in my room,” I wondered aloud, looking around the room. I was definitely not in my own room or maybe not even the same hotel for that matter.  The room was decorated with hearts and rose petals scattered across the room. Even the bed was shaped like a giant heart. But nothing woke me up more than looking up seeing the ceiling mirror.

I was so groggy I thought I was looking up at some weird realistic painting of a woman waking up from having sex. With her blonde hair done up but frayed a little, her makeup smeared across her face. When I saw the woman yawn exactly when I did, it hit me causing my mouth to gape open in shock.

I brought up my hands, seeing perfectly white manicured hands. There were also two ring bands on my left hand. “Oh god, please tell me I didn’t…” I said unable to finish my words. It filled me up with so many emotions. I wanted to scream. I wanted to cry. I felt angry and scared. I all I could do was shake in fear. I knew from that point I would never drink again.

The noise of the shower turning off brought me out my shock as I realize that I wasn’t alone. I jumped out of bed wearing a glittery white wedding dress that had a mermaid skirt hugging my hips and stopping after my knees, and grabbed the lamp on the nightstand. As humiliating I found the dress, I was more worried who was coming out of the shower.

The bathroom door opened and there in the doorway was the woman from last night, Suzette or Sugar. She was completely naked except for the towel that wrapped around her head. Seeing her glorious chiseled muscle body caused me to get an erection in the silky panties that I just realized I was wearing. She still looked at me with the same seductive, dominating eyes at the bar.

Now on top of all the feelings of fear, sadness and humiliation, I was also horny. My knees gave way, and I kneeled down and began sobbing, not knowing what was going. Through my tears, I could see her body posture change, standing up straight and running towards me.

She knelt down next to me and brought me into a close warming hug. “What’s wrong, baby?” She asked sincerely; hugging me.

I was still so afraid that I could only blubber as I held the lamp close to my body. I was in such a frantic state that I thought I might need to use the lamp as a weapon to make escape. But where would I go, especially looking like some runaway bride in the middle of the desert? I felt so trapped.

“Its okay, it’s okay,” She continued to say to me as she patted my back and gently rocked me. “You’re safe, I promise.”

As I calmed down, she lifted me up bridal style and sat down on the bed; allowing me to hold on to the lamp. She sat me down next to her on the soft heart shape bed.

“Its okay honey, try to breathe, everything will be okay,” Her words were so sweet and considerate that I was now actively trying to calm myself down, focusing on my breathing. I finally I caught my breath.

“There now what’s wrong?” she asked.

“I… I… don’t remember how I got here,” I huffed out.

“Darling, this is the honeymoon suite,” she explained. “We got it right after we…” she smiled and grabbed my left hand, twirling the ring around my finger.

I pulled my hand away, more out of fear than anger. She looked at me with more confusion. “What’s the last thing you remember?” she asked.

“I was at the bar,” I explained, recalling the night. “And you bought me and a drink and then nothing.”

“Oh my, you poor dear,” She leaned in and grabbed hold of me. “No wonder you are so scared, I’m never going to let you drink again, my poor baby!” She hugged me so close that my head went right into her cleavage; smothering me. They felt like big firm water balloon engulfing my head. I began flailing, finding it hard to breathe again.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she said, letting me go. “You still likely afraid, I know I would be, but please let me explain what happen after so you can fully understand.”

“Um, okay,” I replied. I gave a small chuckle in relief, knowing whoever this woman was, she was incredibly understanding.

“Okay, I know that this is your first time meeting an actual giantess, but we tend to want to move faster in relationships because well we outlive you and we want the most out of non giant lovers.” She explained.

“Um, okay, I think I can understand.” I said, looking at the ring. This was Vegas after all, so getting hitched wasn’t the most surprising thing.

“Oh, no, this also means you don’t remember Spice!” She said afraid.

“Spice?” I questioned.

“Hey there sissy,” I heard a new rough female voice coming from the doorway.

I looked over and saw a new giantess wearing a black thong and half ripped T-shirt that showed she wasn’t wearing a bra. She had the same height and muscle mass as Sugar, but her skin tanned in a sexy caramel color and she had straight raven hair in a ponytail. She gave the same dominant and seductive eyes, looking right at me.

“Ready for another round?” She asked dripping with lust.

My eyes were wide open in shock as she asked me that. I didn’t know how to respond. My mind was jumping through hoops, trying to come up with a reasonable explanation for another giantess.

She saw my mouth open and thought that was the go ahead. She walked closer to me, getting right to my face. Our mouths were close enough we could feel each others’ breath. I really didn’t know who she was, so I bent back laying against the bed. Her hand pushed against the bed next to my shoulders. I could tell from her face she was about to ravage me, which turned me on but also made me scared.

She was just about to give me a deep kiss when a Sugar held her arm out, blocking her. “What the hell Sugar!” She asked annoyed.

“Yeah, we need to talk,” Sugar replied.

“Talk about what? Can’t you see I’m about to—” she looked down at me and realized that I was afraid. “Wait, what’s wrong?” she stood up, confused.

I sat back up, panting. Honestly, if Sugar hadn’t stopped her, I would have let her fuck my brains out. The idea was both scary and strangely erotic. There was a part of me that wanted to sleep with her because she was so hot, but I also wanted know what was going on.

“You see Spice,” Sugar stood up from the bed. “You know how he had a lot to drink last night?”

“Oh yes,” Spice chuckled. “You were such a cute little drunk continually saying you needed it to calm your nerves as we—” she stopped talking as she connected the dots in her head. “Wait,” she turned toward me. “Did you black out?” she asked, fear in her voice.

I shyly nodded. By her question, I knew she wouldn’t be happy with the answer.

“Oh no,” she said, grabbing her head and falling back on the bed. “That means you don’t remember all of our big night,” she whined. I felt kind of bad for her.

“Welp,” she stood back up doing an emotional 180.  “Just means will have to make it up with an even better honey moon night!”

“Calm down Spice,” Sugar stepped in. “We still need to tell him what happen.”

“Please, just tell me one thing,” I spoke getting both of their attention. “Just tell me what’s our relationship and who I’m married to?”

They both looked at each other, and then back at me. “You see Tony,” Sugar sat down next to me, grabbing my shoulder. She looked like she had trouble with the words.

“Maybe this picture will help you understand,” Spice sat down on the opposite side and handed me a picture.

I looked at the picture. It showed me wearing the wedding dress, except my makeup and hair weren’t smeared or frayed. I was being held up by the two of them who wore wearing a sexy groom outfits. We all were smiling and showing off wedding rings we had.

“You see, we all got married,” Sugar said.

“I- is that even legal?” I asked, shocked.

“Well yes and no...” Sugar shrugged. “It’s more that on paper you are married to me and we have open relationship for now…”

“In a week we were planning to travel back to the Giantess Queendom where it is legal to finish the other half of our vows,” Spice added.

I looked back at the photo. As sad as it may sound, I couldn’t remember the last time I was that happy as I was in the photo. “So you’re my wives?” I asked.

“Well, technically how we did the paperwork and our vows it’s more that you are our wife,” Sugar explained.

“Our trophy wife,” Spice pinched my bottom through my dress, getting me to squeak.

“Spice!” Sugar scolded.

“Uh it’s okay,” I spoke up, putting them both at ease. “But uh can we please go over what happened last night?” I asked.


Last Night and the Mourning after

I downed the beer all the way down now officially feeling drunk, but more at ease. “You sure can knock them back,” Sugar chuckled.

“Thank –you,” I hiccupped.

“You know…” Sugar placed her hand on my leg. “I saw you staring across the room and thought you wanted a better look.”

“I’m sorry,” I stammered. When I’m drunk, I’m more honest. “It’s just I find you so beautiful,” I explained.

“Oh, that’s so sweet,” Sugar wave her hand.

“I mean it,” I said again. “Your muscles are chiseled, you have long beautiful legs and your face is so cute.” I gushed.

“Oh my, that’s very kind of you,” she thanked. “But maybe we should get to know each other better. What do you do for a living?” She asked.

“I work at a warehouse,” I explained swirling my drink. “Generally sorting and packing type of work. You?”

“I’m a wrestler back in my home country,” she said. “I have tag team partner as well, she should be meeting me here any minute,” she said looking around the restaurant.

“I hope I can entertain you while you wait,” I joked as I took another swig. “Is your friend as beautiful as you?”

“Oh you,” she blushed. I’m guessing she wasn’t used to being complimented. “You know there’s only select few men who would find a giantess attractive.”

“Well, most men are idiots then.”

“Well, it’s more of a certain kind of man,” she looked away, “Oh hang on,” she stopped looking over me. She waved over Spice, who was wearing a red version of her dress.

“Hey,” Spice said sitting right of me, putting me in the middle of the two of them. “Whose this,” she leaned closer, causing me to squirm. I could barley handle one giant woman, but two? I thought.

“This is Tony,” Sugar answered. “Yeah, he apparently finds giantesses attractive.”

“I don’t know if I said that- bartender can I have another,” I said, trying to change the subject, embarrassed.

“Well it’s nice to meet you Tony,” Spice said in a teasing voice. “My name is Sarah but I go by Spice.” I timidly shook her hand as the bartender arrived with another beer. “Put in on our room,” Spice said to the bartender. “Now tell me,” Spice said, signing the receipt while I slurped down the drink. “There’s certain kind of man that finds giantess attractive,” she handed back the receipt to the bartender. “That kind of man would want to come back to our hotel room.” She leaned in and grabbing my leg.

Meanwhile Sugar was pushing up against me with her giant breast rubbing across my face. I was completely sandwiched between them. “Are you that kind of man?” Spice asked, leaning in as I nervously sipped my drink.

A haze of drinks later, I sat on a couch in their hotel room, sandwiched between the two giantesses as they both slobbered over me in a giant make-out session. If my mouth wasn’t filled with two new tongues, then one of them was giving me a hickey on my neck. I couldn’t believe I was this lucky.

I felt my penis stand erect, rubbing against my satin and lace secret. I remembered that I was wearing panties and was at risk being exposed as a cross dresser if they took off my pants. Even though I was now at risk of being exposed, feeling my panties against my hard erection while two gorgeous women fawn over me was so hot, I thought I might cum from the excitement.

One slip of the finger grazed my waist made me fear of being exposed. Every time they tried to reach to take my pants off, I had to grab their hand and redirect them somewhere else. They were becoming so handsy that I was more focused on catching their hands so they wouldn’t discover my thong. It got to a point where Sugar grabbed my hand and my pants in unison in a sudden grab of control.

“Quit trying to hide sissy and show us your cute panties!” Sugar said pulling down my pants down and off.

My face turned red, and I quickly began trying to cover myself with my legs, failing no matter how hard I tried. They grabbed my legs as well and spread them apart so I was sitting spread eagle. They both set one of their long tone legs over, lapping my legs so they had a hand free. I was so embarrassed, my face burning red and try to twist out of their grip.

“Oh, look what we found,” Spice giggled, using her free hand rub the front of my panties.

“How did you know!?” I moaned, starting to tear up, feeling like my life has just ended.

“Oh, little sissy, don’t cry,” Sugar kissed my neck in the right spot.

“Oh! I but how did you Oh! How did you know?” I asked, feeling utterly helpless.

“Well, we were looking for a little sissy like you,” Spice said, rubbing pantied covered cock.

“That’s right,” Sugar said, also playing with my erect penis. “We look for certain characteristics of a sissy, like when you squirm by just sitting at the bar.” She said continuing to rub my erect cock.

“Okay, I admit it!” I said, still squirming. “I’m a sissy! But please stop, I’m going to cum!” I pleaded with them.

“So?” Spice asked cutely.

“Yeah, go ahead and wet your panties, you little slut!” Sugar laughed. “We can buy you new cute panties later.”

“Really!?” I said, surprised but still trying to contain my arousal.

“Yep!” Spice smiled. “We can dress you up like the cutest sissy!”

“And then afterwards, we can fuck your brains out!”  Sugar added on. “Would you like that, sissy?” She hummed.

“Yeah!” Spice urged on as they both were kissing me, playing with me and restraining me. “Don’t you want to be our little sissy bitch?”

“Oh god yes!” I screamed, feeling myself ejaculate in my special silky panties in a toe curling orgasm.

“Oh my,” Spice felt my damp panties “You let out a lot of your sissy cream.”

“Our little sissy here must be backed up!” Sugar pointed out. “Here’s a question for you, sissy?” she looked at me with an evil grin. “Do your sissy fantasies included getting pegged?”

Her question caused my face to turn red.

“I’ll take that as a yes!” Sugar said, letting me go and standing up, “Let’s go get our strap-ons!”

“Can you get mine?” Spice asked. “I want to make our little sissy toy is all made up.”

When Sugar was gone, Spice reached into her purse and pulled a big black strap on as big as my head. She indicated to me to keep quiet. “She needs to learn to keep hers in her purse,” she said fixing her straps around her pelvis. “How would you like to slide on this while you suck on my tits?”

I blushed and nodded. I took off my shirt while she sat on the couch and began applying lube to her dick. I was about to take off my panties too but she stopped me.

“No leave them on,” she said. “You should enjoy the feeling of satin on your clitty.”

“Okay,” I said blushing and walking up to her. I was hovering over glistening cock about slide down onto her when she stopped me once again.

“Wait,” she said reaching her hand around me and pulling to the side my thong. “Let me lube up your backside,” she said rubbing her lubed finger around my anus. “I want you to enjoy it.

With my ass all lubed up, I slid down on her. I had to bite down on my lip not moan until felt myself go all the way down, unlocking new parts of butt on the way. She then pushed my head against her big boob and I instinctively started to suck. I slid up and down on her strap on sucking on her tit and hugging her. I felt so free.

“Hey!” I heard Sugar’s voice. I looked out the corner of my eye seeing her now wearing her strap on. “You cheated Spice!” she complained as Spice began to sit up.

“Jealous?” Spice said hugging me and sticking a tongue out Sugar.

I couldn’t hold it anymore. I wasn’t sure if it was Sugar walking in, Spice warm body hugging me or the dildo constantly rubbing my p-spot but I finally popped off shooting out my cum. “That was amazing,” I huffed resting my head against Spice shoulder.

“Oh that’s not fair Spice!” Sugar stamped her feet.

“It’s okay Sugar,” Spice said to calm her down. “I’m sure sissy would wants some more.”

My head shot up from her shoulder. “Yes Sugar,” I said looking over to her. “Can we do the same thing?” I asked giddy.

…

“After that round of strap on fucking, you proposed to us stating you wanted to be with us forever,” Sugar explained back in the honeymoon suite.

“And we agreed, paying for the wedding, this hotel suite and your dress,” Spice added on.

“We know that marriage is a big thing for other humans, so we understand if you want to find a lawyer and get an annulment,” Sugar comforted me.

I thought about it for a moment. “Would be okay if think about?” I asked innocently. “It’s just this happening so fast but I think I might be okay with it?”

“I suppose that’s fair,” Sugar shrugged. “But we are leaving to go back to our country in a week so we can’t wait forever.”

“But we can have some fun while we wait for your answer,” Spice snickered. “In fact come with me sissy,” Spice led me toward the bathroom. “We both need to take our bath,” she teased.

“I… I don’t know,” I said, looking back at Sugar. I was turned on but I had this awkward feeling that I was being unfair to Sugar.

“Don’t worry,” Sugar waved me off. “Go enjoy your time with Spice.”

She pulled me in the master bathroom. The floor was still wet from Sugar’s shower, causing me to slip and grabbed onto Spice muscular frame. I looked up at her, seeing her smile.

“I-I slipped,” I said.

“Sure…” Spice chuckled.

I wanted to argue, but that’s when I saw the giant heart shape bath that bubbled. “Is that the bath?” I asked. I looked back at Spice, who had just slipped off her clothes. “Why are you naked?” I asked, backing away from her intimating muscle curvy frame.

“I didn’t want to get them wet,” she responded, her smile bleeding through. “Let me help you out of your dress,” she said, getting closer to me.

I took a step back but stopped, knowing we already had sex but still felt new. I let her take off my dress straps, letting my dress fall between legs. What I didn’t realize that I was wearing very sexy, white, bridal lingerie with a small petticoat tutu garter belt.

I looked back at her, seeing the lust in her eyes. I blushed and meekly tried to cover myself, knowing I was getting turned on too as my dick stuck out. She slowly inched toward me with arms out held out.

I became scared and backed up. Not knowing where I was stepping, I ended up slipping. As I was falling I reached out, scared of injuring myself.

Not only did she catch me but she caught me like a bride and looked liked she was about to kiss me. ”Here,” she said in a husky voice. “Let me get you into the tub,” she lowered me down into the warm bubbly water.

Everything felt so sensual and romantic as I lay in her big muscular arms in the enormous bathtub. I could feel her finger dig into my panties, dragging the satin fabric down my erect penis and letting it flop out. The smell of her champagne breath tickled my nose as she leaned closer to mine, teasing me.

“Would you like to be kissed my darling?” She purred.

As held on to her neck and stared into her eyes, I knew that I would do anything, be anything, if it meant I could be close to this goddess. I nodded my head, getting her to smile as she moves her legs over my lap. As she sat down almost using my dick as back rest I could tell she was being careful how much weight she was putting onto me. Her face leaned down onto mine as began kissing me.

Her firm lips tickled my makeup covered ones. I open my mouth ever so slightly, but it allowed her tongue to break through and dance on mine. She broke the kiss a second later, leaving me wanting.

“Ready for the main course?” she asked, knowing my answer.

I nodded eagerly as I stared up her beautiful wet dripping body. “Okay then,” she hummed and lowered herself. I felt myself going deep inside her warm, tight pussy.

“Oh god!” I moaned. “It’s so tight!”

“Yes, baby!” She laughed. “But don’t worry I know you don’t remember your fist time last night so just let me take over.”

“How did you—Ah!” I tried to ask her how did she know I was a virgin, but she began rocking herself down onto me. I guess it would make sense. Seeing how I married this woman, I would tell her of my sexual inexperience.

She continued her rocking motions into my pelvis. Her hands slipped behind the back of my head, giving it a needed rest. She smiled as my head looked back up at her and we looked into each other’s eyes and she leaned down and kissed me.

It surprised me at first, but as her tongue slipped into mouth tickling me, I felt like I was in heaven. It felt incredible to give up control, as this goddess had her way with me. I now understood why I would marry so fast. Once this was over I would be begging for more.

I felt her vaginal wall close in, hugging my penis. I shot up into her feeling wave of ecstasy as my body spasm from the orgasm. She slipped off of me and we snuggled in the pool feeling peaceful.

“That was amazing,” I heaved hugging her and resting my head my head against her broad shoulders.

She giggled. “That’s only the beginning!”


Day out with Sugar

After five more minutes of just snuggling in the tub, we decided we should get out. My body was still so wobbly so she had to help out of the bath and into a pink silk robe embroidered with word wife in cursive on the back. I thought it was embarrassing but figured it wasn’t a big deal since no one else would see me.

We walked back in, seeing Sugar wearing Jeans and a tube top, laying on the bed and reading a magazine. She looked over and scowled, but I couldn’t gleam why.  She set down her magazine and sat up. “Oh, you fucked him, didn’t you!?” she asked bluntly.

“No, we didn’t!” Spice said giggling, looking away, clearly trying to gloat. 

“Oh yes you did!” Sugar stood up. “His face is glowing from the lack of stress!” she accused.

It was odd seeing two women arguing over me. It filled me up with an odd pleasure of feeling wanted, but I worried if I did anger Sugar. “I’m sorry,” I said innocently, looking down.

“Oh, it’s fine,” she looked away, crossing her arms. “Because I’m spend the entire day with him; spoiling him!” she turned around and pointed.

“Oh, and where will I be?” Spice laughed rhetorically.

“You have to talk to the boss, remember!?” she pointed out.

“Oh shit,” Spice smacked her head. “I totally forgot I promise to talk her!” She rushed to the dresser and got dress in a hurry. “I’m sorry sissy but I have to go talk our boss about last night you’ll have to deal with Sugar,” she rolled her eyes pointing to Sugar.

“We’re going to have a wonderful time,” Sugar jumped over to me and hugged me close.

“Uh okay,” I said shyly as Sugar leaned down and gave me a kiss on the cheek.

“Yeah, you two have fun I got to get going.” Spice said as she finished getting dressed and hurried out the door.

“Whose ‘the boss’?” I asked Sugar.

“She’s the woman who handles the business side of our wrestling,” Sugar explained. “She would want to know if we’re married or not.”  She walked over to the dresser. “But don’t worry about it, for now let’s get you dressed for our day out,” she said pulling out a blue summer dress.

“Outside!?” I asked scared.

“Of course,” she said tossing me the dress. “We only had enough to buy you one outfit last night, so come on and get changed.”

“C-can I please just wear my regular clothes?” I asked, referring to my button white shirt and jeans I wore into the hotel.

“I guess…” Sugar looked disappointed. “They are over there in the trash bag; we were going throw them out today…”

I felt bad but was too afraid of cross-dressing in public to stop. I opened the bag seeing my crumpled up jeans and shirt. My satin thong was also there but had a big cum stain. “I still need underwear,” I said aloud to myself.

Sugar lit up hearing this. “Good news,” she said opening the top drawer and pulling out a frilly, white triangle bra with matching thong. “When you were trying on your bridal lingerie you said you couldn’t decide between this and the other one, so we bought both!”

I looked at the lingerie and back at her smiling face. I couldn’t let her down such a beautiful woman especially when they are so eager to go along with my kink. So I slipped on the silky lingerie up my hairless body and wore my regular clothes over them. I looked up at the ceiling mirror and with the makeup washed off I looked more like a male than when I woke up.

“Are you done?” Sugar asked eager to go, “Come on let’s go!” she said dragging me out of the honeymoon suite and into the elevator as soon as I got my shoes on.

As we exited the elevator, I immediately became self-conscious. I wasn’t wearing any feminine clothing, but what if someone could notice an outline? I thought. Yet the only looks we got were people who haven’t seen a giantess before.

She led me out of the hotel and into a waiting big limo. “Take us to the nearest clothing store,” Sugar ordered as she squeezed her big body through the door. The limo drove us through the city into a parking lot of a department store.

The limo parked and we exited as she led me by the hand into the store. She was so eager that I didn’t even have chance see the name of the shop. She led me into the women section and over to a rack of matching bras and panties; holding up a blue leopard print bra and thong to me like it was nothing.

I froze up, feeling exposed. I wanted to push them away and tell her she was embarrassing me, but was too afraid to cause a scene. I looked around the store to see if anyone was there or watching. There were a few other women around but didn’t seem to care or notice us.

“What are you doing?”  I whispered in somewhat panicked voice.

She looked up, confused. “You need more panties and bras, don’t you?” she asked in a normal tone.

I put a finger to my mouth to shush her, sweating in fear. I looked back, seeing if any of the other women noticed. A woman raised an eyebrow at us, but then shrugged it off. “It’s just there are other people here,” I whispered back, stressed.

She looked up and saw the other women some of them were giggling. “Ah, I see,” she said, looking out. “You’re a shy one.”

She took me by the hand and led me off to the back, towards the dressing room. She opened the door to the biggest dressing stall and sat me down on the bench. “You wait here while I get you more things to wear,” she said stated before throwing the first bra and panty set she found at me along with her purse. “Here, put these on while you wait, I also picked up your breast forms before we left.”

At first I was surprised she knew about the breast forms I had packed in my suitcase but figured my drunk self must have showed them to her. Gulping, I undressed taking off my clothes and my bridal lingerie. I slipped on the leopard thong and was just about to hook on the bra when the dressing room door opened.

I feared the worse and spasmed, covering my privates and my chest. I opened my eyes and saw Sugar standing holding a stack of clothes. I sighed in relief, seeing her, knowing I wasn’t exposed.

“You should learn to lock the door,” Sugar chuckled as she closed the door behind her, locking it. She walked over, setting down the stack of clothes. “Does it fit?” she asked, referring to my new leopard underwear.

“Uh yeah,” I said, blushing. “I was slipping in breast forms when you walked in,” I explained as I fix my tits in the bra.

“And how do they feel?” she asked. “Is your clitty comfortable sticking out like that?” she pointed to semi erect cock sticking out. I had to admit even though it didn’t give me the same tingle as my satin panties, the cotton fabric felt nice and light as it hugged my body.

“Well…” I blushed, looking away. “It almost did until you walked in,” I admitted my arousal from her.

“Oh my,” she giggled. “I guess I should take that as a compliment.” She reached into the stack and pulled out a mint green frilly bra and panty set. “Here try this one on next.”

“Um, okay,” I said reluctantly as I slipped out stretchy panties. “By the way…” I looked over to her as I was unhooking my bra. “How did you know my size?” I asked.

“You told us last night,” she explained. “For someone black out drunk you sure were coherent,” she chuckled.

“Yeah, I guess,” I blushed as I began slipping on the clothing. She looked at me confused. “What?” I asked, confused why she was staring.

“Why are you still shaking?” she asked, concerned. “You weren’t shaking last night?”

“Oh, uh?” I looked down at myself, seeing my body unconsciously spasm. “I don’t know,” I shrugged. “I guess I am still nervous.”

Sugar looked displeased by my answer. “I think have an idea to fix your anxiety issue,” she said standing up and searching into her purse. “But you have to promise to agree to it before I tell you.”

“Okay?” I said. To be honest, I wanted to relax too, so if she can do anything to calm me down then I would be open to it.

“All right,” she pulled out her white strap-on and held in her in hands. “The idea is…” she explained while unbuttoning her pants and letting them fall. “You do something more outrageous than cross-dressing then walking around dressed as my wife won’t be as melodramatic,” she reasoned as she fastened her cock around her hips.

“I… I don’t know,” I said, backing up, feeling just as vulnerable and aroused as I did with Spice in the bathroom. I have always fantasized about being pegged and they told me I already have, but to do it in public just made it seem so, kinky.

“Come on,” she leaned down, kissing me softly on the cheek and whispered into my ear. “I know you will like it.”

“Oh-Okay!” I said, squirming out the words as she held onto my shoulder.

“Great,” she smiled and sat down next me on the dressing room bench and opened her purse, once again pulling out a bottle of lube. She dosed her cock with the water based substance. “Good,” she said, happy with her moist member, and looked towards me. “Well, hurry and pull down your panties so I can get your asshole,” she said urging me on.

I gulped but followed her orders as I turned around, pulled down my panties. She reached over with a lubed up hand and began rubbing around my ass crack. “Don’t want you get to sore,” she chuckled as she spread her finger around the rim of my asshole. Her fingers exited my bottom, and she wiped the residual of grime off.

“Do-do I just sit on it?” I nervously asked, not knowing what to do.

She giggled and said, “Just go at your own pace, sweetheart.”

I took a deep breath and inched my ass closer to her dick. I felt the tip slide through my cheeks and my tap on the entrance to my rectum. I took the bull by the horns and pushed self down, feeling her strap ongoing through my brown star.  As I continued to slide down her I tried to moan but Sugar stuck a finger in my mouth, stopping me.

“Best not to make too much noise, sweetie,” she explained. “We don’t know who might be in the stall next to us.”

The realization of someone hearing or finding us dawn on me but before I had to time to worry I felt Sugar wrap her arms around me as she bucked up further into my ass. I had to force myself not to yelp as I sucked on Sugar’s thumb, feeling her dick inside me. Wanting to get this over with, I tried reaching for my penis for an early orgasm just to be pushed away.

“Not yet,” she heaved into my ear as she kept up digging her dig into now prodding at my prostate. “Try to last as long as you can to gain confidence.”

I didn’t know if that was true or not, but I relented. Up and down I went, sliding on her dick and sucking on her thumb so I wouldn’t moan. Roughly five minutes of her switching up the thrusts, I think she took pity on me and reached around and began jerking my extended dick.  Good thing too, because I was getting so aroused I was trying to force myself down, harder on her big strap on.

I moaned in her thumb as felt spurt out in my satin panties sending out a thousand goose bumps throughout my body. My eyes closed as I felt at peace lying against Sugar. She removed the strap-on and let me lay back against her shoulders as we cuddled.


Spa Date

We left the dressing room with me in a short floral summer dress and hanging on Sugar’s arm, as we carried all the clothes she chose for me to the front register. It wouldn’t have been hard to figure out I was the man she entered the dressing room with, but I didn’t care. She was right in retrospective, who cares if they knew I was cross-dressing; I didn’t even live here.

After all of the new clothes were paid and bagged, we walked out of the department store and back into the limousine. “That was so much fun!” Sugar cheered. “I love dressing you up,” she hugged while sat in the back as the limo drove us back to the hotel.

“Yeah, I guess it was pretty fun,” I chuckled as we snuggled surrounded by shopping bags.

“I’m glad you think so,” Sugar said, sitting back against the seat. “Now we go an hour to kill before we have to meet up with Spice, so I made you reservation at the hotel’s spa for a special relaxation treatment followed by a trip to the salon.”

“Where will you be?” I asked, worried about leaving her side.

“Don’t worry, dear,” she caressed my face. “After I put your clothes away in our room, I’ll go down there myself, just check in for us and follow the specialist. The name should be under Sugar.”

“Um, okay,” I said nervously. I know I had just gotten over being dressed in public, but I also had a beautiful giantess woman with me. Would my new confidence fade away without her? I wondered.

The limo arrived at our hotel and she helped me out of my seat; holding my hand as I stepped out. As the driver helped get our shopping bags, I stood around still too afraid leave her side. “Go on,” she waved me off. “You’ll be fine without me,” she assured.

I bit my lower lip and pushed myself to walk toward the spa of the hotel. Those chills of wondering what people thought came back. I wasn’t sure I was going to make it or run in some dark corner and hide. What kept me going though were the thoughts of Sugar and Spice and how they both accepted me and cared about me. Thinking about them is what got me to the spa check in.

“Hi,” the spa front desk woman smiled cheerily, brushing a strand of her long brown hair out of her face. “I’m Becky, How can I help you today?”

“Oh well,” I stammered, wondering if my light high pitch voice was fooling anyone. “My partner Sugar said I have a reservation?”

She didn’t seem to care about my voice and thumbed through her agenda book. “Ah, here it is,” she said happy pointing out in her agenda book. “So you must be the new wife,” she stated confidently.

“Uh yeah, I guess,” I chuckled knowing it would have been awkward to correct her. Although I suppose they could consider me the wife of our relationship.

“Good, follow me to the changing room your partners have arranged everything,” she said grabbing her clip board.

“Wait!” I said, trying to stop her. “My partner should be any minute.”

“I know,” she said, turning around. “But there’s no reason we can’t get you ready and start your package,” she waved for me to follow.

I walked after, following Becky to some dressing rooms. “Now if you will just enter the dressing room and change into this,” she handed me a small satin robe with the word princess embroidered in back, similar to the robe I had back the hotel room. “We can get started, don’t worry about your clothes they will be there when you return.”

“Thank you,” I said, taking the robe and walking into the dressing room with no fuss. As I undress down to my pink frilly underwear, I debated ongoing fully nude under the robe, but feeling the cool satin slip through my fingers I knew I would pop a boner straight away. So I wore the robe over my underwear and hope she wouldn’t need me to undress.

I exited the dressing rooms wearing the princess robe that stopped at my thighs. “Great!” the Becky cheered as I exited. “Now just follow me and we get to your massage,” she said, beginning to walk away. I followed but in my mind I was freaking out wondering if there was away they would massage me through the robe.

We arrived at a room that looked like half massage parlor and half salon. She closed the door and turned around, “alright go ahead and undress,” she pointed massage table in the middle.

I froze. I’ve had massages before, usually they would leave the room to let you undress on the table. Why was she acting like we were friends? I wondered.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, seeing my trepidations.

“Well, you see…” I looked off now knowing how to tell her I was a man.

“Is it about your package down stairs?” she asked bluntly, referring to my penis.

“You knew?” I asked, dropping my voice back to normal.

“Of course,” she chuckled. “Don’t you remember me shaving you last night?” she asked.

“Silly me,” I said sighing. “I must have forgotten.” I should have felt embarrassed but I relived, knowing I didn’t have to pretend any longer.

“So well come on,” she waved me on. I dropped the robe, revealing my pantied self with erect penis sticking out of my panties. “Oh, my…” she chuckled.  “Nice panties,” she complimented, smiling.

“Thanks,” I said, scampering up on the table. Becky walked over to the stereo system in the corner of the massage area and hit the play button, playing out relaxing mediation music. Her heels clacked against the hard floor as she walked over to me, lying down and began rubbing my shoulders, already releasing tension. She worked her hands down my body, reliving more of my pent up stress over the years.

I heard the door opening, and another pair of footsteps walking in. I was going to ask if someone entered but I felt Becky pushed down on my lower back releasing two big knots and all I could do was moan.

“Okay now for this next part I need to massage past your panty line, would you mind?” Becky asked.

“No, go ahead,” I agreed. I felt my panties being pulled down my crack and two big hands grab each of my ass cheeks; kneading them. I thought it was weird because Becky's hands felt a lot smaller when she was massaging my back.

“Would you like your inside to be massaged too?” Becky asked as I felt a big thumb run over my crack. “I’ve been told you might enjoy it.”

“Uh sure,” I said, face still planted in massage table head rest. I heard an oddly familiar squeeze from a bottle as I waited. I was going to ask about it until I felt a butt plug pushed into my bottom, getting me to yelp in surprise. I looked up, seeing Sugar in a white robe holding a remote and giggling with Becky. “Sug-!” Is all I said before she clicked the button on the remote, sending vibrations through my bottom immediately turning me on.

“Wh- what are you doing here?” I panted as my ass rumbled away.

“They said I had to be the one to give you the special anal massage,” Sugar said as she snickered as I sat up and enjoyed feeling my butt plug vibrate.

“Just please stop,” I panted.

She clicked the button on the remote immediately. “I’m sorry, sweetie,” Sugar apologized, thinking she stepped over a boundary. “I thought you would enjoy something kinkier.”

“No, I’m not mad,” I answered, catching my breath. “I just didn’t want to make a mess in my panties.”

“Oh, aren’t you a good sport,” she walked over to me and hugged me.

“Is the massage over?” I asked Becky, who walked over and handed me a cup of water to drink.

“Yeah, next we have the deluxe makeover,” Becky explained while I sipped from the cup. “We have everything to start right over there,” she pointed to the salon chair at the other side of the room.

“Do you want me to remove the butt plug?” Sugar asked sincerely, as we walked over to the salon chair.

“No,” I shook my head, sitting down in the salon chair. “I’ll be fine.”

“Okay Tony, we have next is the cleansing mask made for relaxation,” Becky said, wiping on the green cream around my face. “While you are relaxing, I’ll be working on your cuticles,” she said, placing two cool cucumber slices on my eyes.

“And I’m going to make it a little more interesting,” Sugar added. Before I could ask what she meant I felt her lips slip right down penis as she fumbled under my robe.

“Oh, Sugar!” I heaved out in high pitch, feeling her long tongue swirl around my dick in her mouth. When I thought this couldn’t get any better, I heard click the button on the remote and the butt plug rumbled again.

“Try to keep your hands the bowl,” I heard Becky say between a snicker as she went around placing my nails in warm soap water.

“I’ll try…” I said, trying to calm myself down as I felt the dildo rub my P-spot and a ravenous giantess slobber on me. By the time Becky took my hands out to begin my manicure, I burst into Sugar’s wet mouth.

Sugar pulled back up my panties and got out under of my robe. I heard her walk by me as Becky continued on my manicure. “Meet me in the hotel’s bar when you’re done,” she whispered in my ear, clicking the button on her remote to stop my plug, and left the room.

As Becky finished my manicure and advance to my pedicure, it gave me time to think about my marriage. At first I thought would just to ask for an annulment and have my life go back to normal. Then I thought about what that normal was. Compared to the past day of acceptance and love making, the rest of my adult life not only seemed dull, but depressing.

Becky removed the cucumbers from my eyes and removed my facial cream. Hearing no objection began applying makeup to my face with an array of brushes and mascara. By the time she was done, my face looked immaculate, almost like a doll. As I stared happily into the mirror, seeing my cute face, it reminded me that I usually never smile.

Becky gave me a hug and let me leave; changing back in to my pink summer dress. I left the spa and headed toward the hotel’s bar, sitting in the same spot I did last night. I debated ordering a drink, not to calm me down, just out of boredom.

As the server handed me my ice water I looked out toward dining area to see if I could get a sight of Sugar or Spice. Low and behold, I saw the two giantesses being led to a booth in the hotel restaurant by one of the servers. Spice saw me before she sat down and waved me over.

“I’ve missed you,” Spice said leaning down hugging me as I walked up.

“I-I missed you too,” I blushed, happy to see her.

“Well, come on get in the middle,” Sugar said, already sitting in the horseshoe shaped booth and patting the spot next to her.

I sat down and slid next to Sugar. Spice followed behind me and sat next to me so I was in between them. Even though I’m sure I seemed tall for a woman, I felt so dainty, sitting next to the two of them as we looked through our menus.

“So Spice,” I said, setting down my menu. “How did your meeting go with your boss?”

“Oh that’s right,” Spice said in sudden realization, setting down her menu. “Our boss will meet us here with marriage contracts to complete everything,” she explained to me. “You don’t have to sign them yet; she just has to travel back to the island by the end of the day.”

“Oh, I guess that’s okay,” I said nervously. I was confused about what else I would have to sign.

Minutes passed as we chatted about our day before a new woman arrived at our table. She had long brown hair and wore a black pants suit. “Hi,” she said, greeting us but looking at me specifically. “I’m the girls’ boss,” she said, taking a seat at the edge of the booth. “They depend on me to help them with day to day and all the business associated with their wrestling,” she pulled papers out of her folder as she explained what her job was. “We’ll have plenty of time to get to know each other,” she slid the papers toward me, “But here are the papers that I need you to sign in a week.”

“Oh well, it’s nice to meet you Miss..?” I led on to get her name.

“Just call me boss,” she said, reaching into her purse. Her was tone was all business, no hate, just efficiency. “Lastly here is your ‘device’ based on your measurements,” she said pulling out pink chastity cage with a small lock with two keys. “All right, that’s all I have time for, enjoy your honeymoon!” she waved goodbye.

“W-why is there a chastity cage?” I nervously asked.

Sugar noticeably sighed. “Well, you see Sweetheart part of the customs on the island is for men to remain in chastity, its part of the security for men, usually they get a key to their own but…” she looked off.

“But if they’re married, the wife get’s the key,” I finished her statement as looked at the two keys taped to the lock.

“Don’t worry, sissy,” Spice put her arm around me. “We won’t force you to wear it but other giantess might see you well…” She looked off trying to find the words. “More slutty..?” She finished. “But we have plenty of time before that and when we leave-“ 

“Leave?” I said, confused, but then understood. “That’s right, you guys would want to return to your home country and these papers are to file for my immigration.”

“Oh baby,” Sugar hugged. “Don’t worry no matter what you decide at the end of the week we will treat you the same no matter if you come with us or stay here.”

I locked my eyes on the chastity cage. “Can I go to the bathroom?” I asked Spice so she would let me get up.

“Oh sure,” she said, sliding out of the booth and letting me out. I grabbed the chastity cage and walked toward the bathroom.

I walked back to the table after a minute without the cage in my hands. I slid the two keys to them and smiled. “I won’t need a week to decide.”


2 months later…

Well, it finally happened. Sugar and Spice talked me into joining the femdom wrestling league. They now set me to be a prize that the two of them to fight over for the foreseeable future. And tonight is my intro to the scene.

I looked at myself in the dressing room mirror, and even for a sissy the outfit I had on was over the top. I was wearing these pink strappy kitten heel sandals over my dark sheer stockings that hugged my long shaven and thighs, leading up to my jean short shorts that were practically panties with how short they were, underneath was my pink flowery panties. Last was the bright pink bikini I wore that hugged against my nipples, leaving no mistake I was a sissy, not a woman. My hair was done up with these big blonde pony tails hanging off the side of my head and my face had layers and layers of sparkly pink bubble gum makeup. And in my hand I held a big swirly lollipop.

I walked out of the dressing room and towards my station. I was supposed to wait under the stadium to be raised up into the arena. As I sat on my little elevator, I tried to mentally prepare that I was about to perform as a sissy for a bunch of women. I couldn’t tell if I was shaking in fear or in excitement.

I felt platform rise, and I knew soon I would fully expose to the cheering crowd. When it stopped, I was in darkness but could see the lights in the far off and the noise from the crowd. I’m guessing they could see my silhouette, and it pumped them knowing the show was about to begin.

The spot lights lit up and began scanning around the arena. The crowd cheered as they heard the announcer speak, “Ladies and sissies!” a female voice announced. “Welcome to the Giantess Femdom Wrestling League!” The speakers announced to the cheering crowd. “We have a fan favorite event for you tonight!” The spot lights got closer to the ring and even though I mentally prepared and practice my role, I was shaking. “It’s the sissy round up!” she exclaimed as all the spotlights all focused on me licking my lollipop.

The crowd all jeered and wolf whistled seeing me as I flirty ran my tongue over my lollipop standing up. “And what’s your name, little sissy!?” The announcer asked.

“I’m Nancy Nice!” I said the name they gave me into the secret microphone in the lollipop. “And I’m a sissy who wants a big strong wrestler!” I said cheering, and the crowd erupted in applause.

“Well, you’re in luck sissy,” The announcer said, “because here comes the two strongest wrestlers now!” the spotlights turned toward the end of the arena formally known where entering wrestlers would come in. There stood Sugar and Spice in their masked wrestling uniforms.

Sugar was wearing white booty shorts and matching vest showing off her breast. Her masked and boots both shined white and gold, and her white fishnet stockings hugged her tone legs. She looked pure.

Then there was Spice who was wearing tight black pants with sliver outlines of flames scattered across. Both her bra and masked were designed similarly, and she seemed to wear higher heels than Sugar because she towered over her. With the riding crop in her hands, she was the image of dominance.

They both swung their hips as they walked down the runway to the cheering crowd and into the arena. “What do we have here?” Sugar asked the crowd in a cheery voice into a microphone.

“It seemed we have little sissy in our ring!” Spice said into her microphone as she walked around me like I was prey.

“I’m a little sissy!” I said giddy into my lollipop. “I want to get fucked by the strongest wrestler!” I said with the crowd both cheering and laughing at me.

“Oh!” Spice laughed, grabbing me by the wrist and bringing me closer to her body, causing both gasps and cheers in the crowd. “We got a little slutty sissy here, don’t we!”

“Now come now,” Sugar grabbed my other wrist and whisked me away over so I was now hugging her. “You need to treat your sissies like they’re little sweeties,” she said with a kissy face looking down at me.

Spice rolled her eyes. “Well, we should check under the hood,” she said grabbing my shorts and pulling down revealing my un-chastised cock.  The crowd went silent and began ‘ohh’.

“Sissy!” Spice said acting offended. “You’re not locked up!”

“You’re right,” I said. “I’m a bad sissy!” I said in a sultry tone.

“Such a bad sissy!” Spice grabbed my arm and yanked me over to her, with me almost tripping on my shorts around my ankles. “You need to be punished for your naughtiness!” she placed me over leather clad leg with my butt in the air. “You’re getting 20 spanks!” she said, giving me one complimentary spank to my cheeks.

“Hey!” Sugar pointed at us. “They’re my sissy I should decide how to punish them!”  She said grabbing my leg and pulling me half way off of Spice.

“Uh, your sissy!?” Spice said, grabbing my other leg, so they were playing tug war with me.

The crowd grasps as I mewed in pain from being fought over. Truthfully, I felt fine and was just playing up my reactions for the crowd. “What’s this?” the announcer said to the crowd. “The legendary femdom duo is fighting over a sissy!?” she announced, hyping up the crowd. “You know what that means!” She led on.

“Let’s lube them up!” the announcer and the crowd yelled out as a huge bucket hovered over the arena dosed the three of us, causing all of us in lube. I looked up, covered with lube to one of the arena screens.

“When two femdom wrestlers both lay claim to a sissy,” the screen showed two animated women fighting over a smaller looking woman. “They enter Sissy round up and whoever plants their butt plug into the sissy boi pussy claims the sissy!” they showed a one of the wrestler planting a flag a top of the sissy drawing.

That’s all I had time to see because as I was getting up both Sugar and Spice sandwiched me between them. There abs pressed against my body and their boobs engulfed my head as we tumbled, bounce and slip around the arena. Every little secret moment they had, they would purposefully kiss me and tickle me and did anything to get me aroused.

Sometimes Sugar would sit on Spice and make out with me as I sat on her lap, and other times Spice laughed as she held my face in her crotch with one hand, and held Sugar back with the other.  We continued this little synchronized routine until finally Spice sat on Sugar’s back and held me on her lap.

She pulled out her special black butt plug and pulled down my shorts and panties down, showing my rear end to an anxious crowd. She sucked on the butt plug to moisten it up before she popped right into my bottom. Bells went off and confetti shot out around the arena. “We have a winner!” The announcer said to the cheering crowd as Spice held me up like a trophy; my dick waving out with bottoms around my ankles.

“It looks like your sissy is still hot and bothered from a scuffle!” The announcer continued while Sugar sneaking off the stage.” Let’s get that sissy to cum!” Both the announcer and the crowd cheered as Spice led me over to the ropes and held me up. She stood me up on the ropes and began jerking me off to the crowd of women and sissies that gathered around near the arena, some being so bold as to open their mouths in preparation of my ejaculation.

It’s hard to believe a few months ago I would be too embarrassed to even cross-dress in public. Now I was happily showing off my penis like a stripper about to explode. It felt good to express my sissy side, and I knew it was just getting better.

I thought about the future. Since this wrestling scenario went so well, we’ll continue this story line with me constantly getting captured by either Sugar or Spice likely alternating week to week. After a year of that, the boss said if I wanted to continue I could be part of bigger storylines with different femdom wrestlers. In public I was trophy being transferred between Sugar and Spice nicked named Everything Nice, but in private we were a happily married couple drunk on each other’s love.
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