

Feminized By My Girlfriend - Bundle A

Becoming Her Chastity Sissy

S(issy) Joey


Copyright © 2024 Sissy Joey

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.


DISCLAIMER:

All the characters involved in this fiction are above the legal age of 18 and the story involves only consenting adults. This story contains the concepts Sissification, Feminization, Gentle Domination, Old/Young Relationship, Swinging, Lingerie Fetish, and Group Play, among other kinks & fetishes associated with the ones listed.

This book is intended for mature audiences and contains adult themes and language. Reader discretion is advised.

~

Checkout my other works here; in this link

.





























































Before we get to the exciting part, I’m cordially inviting you to be a VIP member of the Sissy Joey club. 

 IT DOESN’T COST ANYTHING. All you have to do is Join my Mailing List. I will be sending you FREE Exclusive Romantic Content that you won’t find anywhere else.




I won’t send you anything that’s not related to my stories and I won’t share your information with any person or entity.




Sign up for my free VIP newsletter to stay updated about my newest releases and get a free ebook as a signing up Thank You and I promise, there’ll be no spam!




If the above clickable link doesn't work, copy this instead -> https://mailchi.mp/2b73ac11533a/sissy-joeys-newsletter




Note: Please check your Spam or Promotions tab

if the confirmation doesn’t arrive in your inbox.

 

◆◆◆


Chapter 1


I have always enjoyed women's lingerie. From looking at online stores to seeing girlfriends wearing it, I have loved the look and feel of sexy, silky, and sensual lingerie, but for me it has always been more than that. When I had just turned eighteen, I tried on my very first set of panties, OMG that was amazing! It was all kind of falling into a  rabbit hole from there. Eventually, I tried shaving my legs and shaving my crotch but those never lasted long because I didn't want to have to explain it to anyone in case. I would go through phases where I wore panties and stockings under my clothes during the day even when I was outside and about with friends or at work and then ran home to bring myself off multiple times like a madman. Then I'd go through the shame, guilt, and embarrassment of having to admit that dressing like a girl turned me on so freaking much. I got deeper into the rabbit hole when I tried anal toys a few years later. Wearing a butt plug was interesting at first but what really struck me was pulling it out and feeling the emptiness it left behind.

Heck, Maybe I should have started this out differently. "Hey, My Name is Lexi and I'm a sissy crossdresser."

So, what brought me to being 23 and standing in the kitchen in black Mary Jane  4" heels, suntan silk stockings with black seams running behind, a pink satin with black lace trim corset and matching pink satin panties, a fluffy blonde wig and makeup typing away on my laptop you ask? It was being discovered by my girlfriend turned Mistress that led me to where I am now. Now my penance for stretching out a few of her bras and panties is writing my story and publishing it for the unseen masses to read. Oh, you sweet humiliation how much I cherish you!

After Aurora and I moved in, things were going really great. She’s 26 and truly stunning with blonde hair ending a few inches below her shoulders and has a lovely and very tight body. She always dresses nicely and has got some of the most amazing lingerie I’ve ever seen in person. It was only a matter of time before I had to try some of it on. It started pretty casually enough. She’s a lead cloud architect at a growing tech company, which naturally means she works irregular hours while mine, a monotonous accountant job, is set in regular hours, so it was naturally easy because I would be home alone quite often. I still had a bag of stuff from my single days back in uni and as well including some new lingerie and a couple of heels as well as a 6" butt plug and different pairs of stockings bought over the years. That was all tucked safely in a suitcase in the back of our closet.

At least once a week, when I knew I was going to be home alone for long, I would spend an hour in our room, dressing and wearing heels until I couldn't stand it anymore and I would, like clockwork, end up playing with myself. That's how she caught me. Let's just say that, more than once; my performance in bed has been "lackluster" because she had come home after I had spent the whole evening masturbating. Aurora was convinced I was cheating on her. She even noticed that some of her lingerie would end up in the laundry even though she hadn't worn it and blamed it on another girl. She thought that because of our age difference, I ended up fucking someone more closer to my age when she wasn’t home, maybe a ‘college slut’ - her words. Little did she know what I was actually doing.

The one thing you have to know about Aurora is, that most people in this world play checkers, she plays that 4D version of chess with different levels, like from the show Big Bang Theory. She is always at least 5 steps ahead of me, always! Since that day I met her in that bar a year ago. I should have remembered this, unfortunately, I wasn't smart enough. Aurora left for work one day calling me at my job on her way to tell me it would be another usual late night for her. I knew exactly what I would do and halfway through our conversation, I was too distracted with my impending sissy play session to even listen to her. I rushed back as soon as the clock hit 5 at work. Once at home, I stripped and put on my girlie best.

Actually, Aurora had this pair of sunrise orange bikinis with a black lace overlay that I'd been dying to wear ever since she got them. It had a matching top too. I put on my nude silk stockings and heels and went looking for them! When I got them on, I walked in front of the mirror and turned and twirled, feeling like the complete slutty girl I had always wanted to be. The only thing left was I just had to get my butt plug in. Little did I realize that in the corner bookshelf of our bedroom was a small spy cam recording my every swish and swash in full femme. That night as I slept, Aurora sat in the bathroom watching me jack off in her lingerie.

Most women would have gotten upset, heartbroken, and even accused me of being gay. But not Aurora. She was always the thinker and the planner, so while I slept like a baby, she moved the pieces around the board putting me in checkmate without me even knowing it. It took a couple of weeks before she made her final move. Once again, she called me saying she had a very important deadline coming up on a project and that she had to be there to see it completed, so she informed me that she’d be extra late than usual. And just like clockwork, once again, I droned out of the conversation thinking about going home and dressing up. And to add on top of it,  it was a Friday night as well. I couldn't simply wait!

I got home earlier than usual, telling my boss that I had to catch a train back to my parent's house for the weekend, and took my time getting dressed putting on the black back seam stockings first and black 5" stilettos with thin ankle strap running across my stockinged feet. Then I added a black satin and lace demi bra that had violet and pink flower embroidery on the lace and filled the cups with socks. Finally, I put on a matching pair of black satin thongs, with the same floral detail in them and a matching garter belt. Oh, I was on cloud nine! Then I decided to go even further since I had time. I went into our bathroom and grabbed Aurora's lipstick from her makeup kit, putting a coat of sultry red on my lips, a shade that she hardly wore. Back in uni, I had my ears pierced and with a little extra effort, I got a pair of her dangly silver earrings in my ears. It was all almost too much and when I saw myself in the mirror, I had a difficult time, not touching myself. Finally, I had to put in my butt plug before I popped in these sexy panties! With it in place and my panties back on, my cock was rock hard. I rubbed it through my lace and satin panties and began moaning like the wanton slut I was imagining myself to be.

"Now, now, aren't you a sight for a pair of sore eyes?" A voice came from the bedroom door.

Those words ended my secret life and my world as I knew it. I was caught, like a deer in front of a headlight. What could I say? "Oh sorry baby, I don't know how I ended up in all this stuff!" or, should I say "Oh honey, I mistakenly put this on, I thought these were mine!" No, that wasn't going to work. I looked over to see Aurora leaning against the door frame with her arms folded under her breasts. I wanted to run; but where the hell was I going like this?!

"Oh don't you move sweetie," Aurora said walking, slowly towards me, "Let me have a  better look at you."

Aurora slowly walked around me occasionally adjusting a strap or tugging on my lingerie.

"So what usually comes next?" Aurora asked while unbuttoning her white satin blouse.

"What do you mean?" I asked sheepishly knowing she could easily see my raging hard on through the lace panties.

"Come on now honey," she said, removing her blouse and exposing a cherry red satin corset I had never seen before, "I know exactly what comes next, but I want you to say it to me."

I couldn't even find words as I watched her undo her black pencil skirt to show her matching red lace top silk black stockings and a small sexy satin red thong. She looked amazing with her blonde hair pulled back and her strapless corset pushing her natural D cups out. Aurora walked slowly over to our bed and sat on the edge crossing her stockinged legs slowly. I felt my willpower crumbling.

"I'll tell you what," She cooed, "Why don't you change my shoes for me while you try and compose your thoughts, sweetie." I looked at her quizzically until she continued. "These heels are for work. I’ve got the perfect pair much better suited for the occasion by the bookshelf. Be a doll and go get them for me." Timidly walking to the corner shelf, still in my lingerie, I saw the shoe box on the floor next to it and went to pick it up. "Oh no, no baby," Aurora's words stopped me right in my tracks, "Keep your legs straight and bend down to get it from your hips like a good girl." I steadied myself on my heels and did the best I could to pick up the box like she wanted. "Look to your right, inside the shelf," Aurora said with an authority in her voice I had only heard before when she was on a work call, "You see that in there?!"

At first, I didn't really see it, but then it stuck out. I felt my ass clench around my butt plug as I saw the tiny spy cam‘s lens reflecting the overhead light of our bedroom.

"It has been there since last week when I worked late," Aurora called out from across the room, "and I have seen everything." She let her last word sink in a bit before she continued. "Even you putting that little plug up your cute ass." My heart sank and my ass clenched even tighter as I realized she had seen it all. "Now get my heels slut!" Aurora commanded.

I picked up the shoe box and walked uneasily back to her. My head was spinning and my mind was racing and I really thought I was about to pass out. This was the moment when I actually realized just how trapped I was.

"Kneel before you fall down sweetie," Aurora said now in a softer voice.

I knelt in front of her while she described how she had felt seeing me in the video and even cried as she watched it in the bathroom that night, wondering what she would do. She had contemplated moving out and leaving me, but she truly loved me. The next day she had taken a day off from work and she went online and researched. It was now clear to me that Aurora was playing 4-D chess while I was playing snakes and ladders like a baby. As she told me more, her stocking-clad foot found my still rock-hard cock inside my lacy panties and began to sensually rub it. The feeling was indescribable, I had never felt anything like it before and I didn't want it to stop. That's exactly when she hit me with the rest of it.

"I can't have you stretching out my panties anymore sweetie," She said, teasing my cock with her foot, "or wearing my stockings, We will have to get you your own." All I could do was to only nod yes. "You will listen to me and do everything I say for you to do tonight or else this little dream of yours is over and I'll move out first thing tomorrow." She continued. "The word no has now been removed from your vocabulary. You will listen and you will do what you are told and that is all there is to it, do you understand baby?" She asked, pressing her foot painfully against my already swollen balls. I nodded and winced. "Oh no honey bun," Aurora said, moving her foot a little, still pressing my testicles in the panties, "I need you to say it."

"Yes," I gasped, "Yes I'll do it all, please don’t leave me."

"Yes, what?" She asked, relieving the pressure a little bit.

"Yes..." I stammered knowing these words would seal my fate, "Yes, Yes Mistress."

"Mmmm, you’re a good girl!" She said proudly. "But for now let's go with Mommy."

"Yes, Mommy," I replied glad that her foot was now stroking my cock again and not crushing my swollen balls.

"Now put the shoes on my feet." She ordered.

I opened the box and saw the heels she had picked out. They were sexy red stilettos with a 1" platform and towering heels that had to be at least 5". They looked so fucking hot, I couldn't wait to put them on her. Her foot slid into the first easily. The stocking matched the heel perfectly as did her corset. It was almost too much and I could already feel the precum leaking out of my cock like a river, slacking the lace front panel of my panties. When I put on the other, she had me hold her hand as she stood up. Mommy towered over me, standing directly in front of me, I could smell the musk of her pussy, it was so intoxicating.

"Stand up." She ordered. "Now, walk over to the mirror." I did as she said without question or reservation. "Look at yourself sweetie," She instructed, "What do you see?"

"I see a guy in lingerie," I replied timidly.

"Now, what do you see when you look at me?" She asked moving to the right side of me, cuddling me from the side as she posed in front of the mirror.

"I see a gorgeous woman in lingerie Mommy," I replied, drinking in her reflection.

"We will fix that soon enough, you realize don't you honey bun?" She smirked.

"Yes, Mommy," I replied wondering exactly what that meant.

"Now, Mommy asked you earlier what comes next in your little night of playtime," she started, "Now answer my question and tell me what comes next."

This wasn't a question, it was a demand and I knew if I did not answer that, she would move out in the morning. Aurora is a wonderfully loving and amazing woman with a stubborn streak true to her Polish genes. I knew, if she left she'd leave for good, I didn’t want to lose her.

"Umm…" I stammered trying to find my words, "Usually I ummm… Jerk off."

"Jerk off?!" Aurora taunted. "No honeybun, real guys jerk off! They take out their big manly cocks and stroke them. They don't dress up like slutty women and shove a cock in their ass before they do it." I went to protest but Aurora saw it coming. "Are you going to try to tell me that's not a cock in your ass?" She taunted me more and walked behind me, her hands caressing all over my body, pinching my nipples through my bra, stroking my shoulders and sides. "Tell me then, What do you call something that's long and hard and put into a willing orifice like that?" As she asked, Aurora pushed on the base of the plug and wiggled it, making it dance in my ass. The feeling was once again indescribable, I couldn't answer. "That's right, that’s a phallus and it’s something that trains your ass for what is to come, sweetie." Her hand never left the plug as she spoke. "Now pull that dripping cock of yours out of your panties and stroke it for mommy." I complied quickly and began to stroke furiously while Aurora continued to play with the plug base.

My brain was in overdrive and I didn't know what would happen next but what I really needed was to cum. I had never got myself off in front of anyone before, so this was all brand new but also intoxicating as well. I knew I would pop in no time, just then Aurora turned up the heat even more and I was done for.

"That's right slut," She hissed in my ear, "Show me how you play with that clit of yours! Show mommy how you climax like a good little slut! Fuck that clitty baby! Use it like the slut you are!"

I had never heard her talk like this before and that was all it took. My body tensed so much I could feel my heels lift off the ground a few inches then Aurora pushed the plug in, as deep as she could. She brought her other hand in front of my cock and caught the hot explosion that shot out of it. My knees buckled and I almost fell but her hand in my ass held me up by my plug. I came buckets, filling the palm of her hand with my cum. She ordered me to thoroughly milk my clitty's contents until it was soft, which I did wholeheartedly.

"Now what do you normally do after you cum sweetie?" Aurora asked still in her soft and seductive tone.

"I just get undressed and put my stuff away," I replied completely exhausted.

"Well that's not going to happen from today," Aurora told me. "Now the question is, what to do with this mess you've made in my hand?" I looked at the contents of her hand, surprised at how much I had cum. "Have you ever tasted yourself before sweetie?" She asked with a gleam in her eye. I answered that I hadn't, then I watched as she stuck a finger into the puddle of cum and rubbed it around, coating the entire first knuckle of her index finger. "No time like the present right baby?" She asked, while slowly lifting her cum covered finger to my mouth. "From what I understand, little sluts just absolutely love the taste of cum!"

The look in her eyes told me I wasn't going to get away with saying ‘No’ to her or keeping my mouth shut. I reluctantly opened my mouth like a baby being fed his veggies and wrapped my lips around her finger sucking it softly. It was warm, salty, and thick like clam chowder.

"That's my good girl," She cooed triumphantly, pulling her finger from my mouth, "Just one more to prove to Mommy that you really like it."

This time she scooped a bit of it onto her finger easily giving me twice as much as the first time. The look in her eyes was electric and I could tell she was thriving on the power she was exerting over me. I sucked her finger dry and as she pulled it out she took her cum soaked hand and smeared its contents on my belly rubbing it into my hair and flesh. It dried slowly, tightening on my skin.

"Now, why is it that you see a guy in lingerie when you look at yourself ?" She asked, staring at me in the mirror. "What is the difference between you and me when you look at our reflections sweetie?"

Aurora was maybe an inch or two shorter than me as we stood but the differences were quite evident. Despite just having cummed, the bulge still showed in my panties and while my body was fit, I'm only 5 '7 and petite, my sparse chest and leg hair certainly set us apart, as did her long hair and delicious D cup breasts. I told her the differences that I saw and she just nodded and smiled warmly.

"Stay right there," Aurora said while walking towards our bathroom.

Just before entering it, she looked over her shoulder at me to see me staring at her bubbly bare ass. She looked simply like a  heart killer in that corset and stockings and I'm pretty sure she knew it. As I was lost in my head, fantasizing about what could come next, I didn’t hear the bath running at first but eventually, she returned and without a word took me by my hand, leading me to our bathroom. There, I saw that she had lit a few scented candles and had filled the tub. I could smell the scent of the bath salts already, she loved the smell of roses.

"First things first," Aurora said, putting her hands on my hips from behind me and walking me to the vanity, "Lean forward like before." I leaned forward at my hips feeling my butt push out toward her. "That’s a good girl." She teased as she pulled down my panties, exposing my ass. "Now just relax for Mommy."

Aurora grasped the base of my butt plug, twisting it in her hand a little, playing with it. She slowly worked it around pulling it out a bit and letting it slide back in or letting it go and having it pop back in on its own. She teased me about my ass not wanting to let it go as I felt myself getting hard once again. Finally, she pulled it out completely, dropping it into the sink in front of me.

"Clean your toys first honeybun." She ordered.

I washed the butt plug with antibacterial soap and hot water before putting it aside. This was now the longest I had spent in heels and my feet began to ache. Aurora then led me to the tub and slowly undressed me from head to toe, saving the heels for last.

"There we go," she said with a smile, "now be careful when you step into the tub."

"You're not joining me?" I asked as I stepped into the hot water.

"No honeybun this is all for you." She smiled.

Trying to unwind, I submerged myself in the steaming bath water. Aurora soaked a small towel and folded it over my eyes as she dipped me up to my neck in water. My nose was filled with the scent of rose. It was difficult to feel masculine at this time, especially with the hot water tingling my asshole. I am not sure how long she left me there, but I was so relaxed by the time she returned that I did not want to get out. Fortunately, that was not what she had in mind right away.

Aurora made me sit up and began washing my hair. I could tell it was her shampoo because it smelled like roses. My hair is pretty short but she conditioned it as well. She drained some water from the tub and then asked me to stand. The bathroom was warm but still, my skin chilled a bit. Aurora smeared warm shaving cream across my chest before handing me a razor. She helped me shave my chest and rinse me off with the handheld showerhead. My chest was as smooth as hers in no time. I was ready to get out when she started to rub the shaving cream over my crotch. Aurora had me change the razor blade and shave my crotch leaving a thin strip of hair directly above my cock which Aurora kept referring to as my clit. She also showed me how to shave my legs and, finally, my armpits. Except for a small strip at my crotch, my entire body was hairless when I stepped out of the tub.

"There you are, nice and smooth," Aurora said as she helped me out of the tub, "Now to keep you from getting razor burn."

Aurora handed me a bottle of scented lotion and guided me through the process of rubbing it all over my freshly shaved body. It smelled of coconut and flowers. I was now completely smooth and drenched in a plethora of female scents.

"Now let's get you back into some lingerie and see what you think about yourself," Aurora said with a big smile.

I recognized the pink stripe bag on the counter, it was from Victoria's Secret. I couldn't believe whatever was in the bag was bought specifically for me, they were going to be mine! Aurora pulled out a hot pink thong and handed it to me. She didn't have to tell me anything else, I stepped into it and pulled it up. The feeling of the satin against my shaved, smooth lotioned skin was so much different and I loved it! My cock instantly grew hard. Aurora then handed me a babydoll that matched the thong perfectly, it had delicate thin straps and a lace inlay where my breasts would be. I looked in the mirror and smiled a bit, then Aurora stuffed the cups of the built-in bra with some panties giving me the shape of breasts which made me smile much more. I couldn't believe how it all felt against my skin and my cock was aching for attention.

"Now have a seat." She instructed.

I sat on the small padded stool she used when she did her hair or makeup like an obedient puppy in her hands. The plush material touching my bare ass felt strange, but everything felt strange tonight.

"Normally, you would not wear stockings and heels with this," Aurora observed as my frown returned, "But do not worry, you little slut, you can wear them tonight." She giggled as she spoke.

Aurora handed me a stocking which I rolled in my hands and slowly slid up my freshly shaved legs. Oh my God, they felt incredible! I truly almost came right there. The second one went on just as well and when Aurora handed me the black heels from earlier I could hardly contain myself. I fastened the ankle straps and crossed my legs a couple of times deliberately letting my stockinged legs rub together. It was so sensual, electrifying, and enjoyable. I knew there was no going back but then again I didn't know how far Aurora was going to push me either.

"Sit still for a second," Aurora ordered.

I was too dumbfounded to speak as she straddled my lap and sat. Even the sensation of her bare ass on my stocking-clad legs excited me! She reached behind her and, much to my surprise, began to apply makeup to my face. I could have objected, but I was more interested in seeing what she could do to make me look more like her. I did not mind that having her on my lap caused pain in my toes. She talked me through the process of applying my makeup, including blush and foundation. She took her time, and it was intense. I was driving myself crazy because all I could feel was the satin of her corset occasionally brushing against mine! When she finally climbed back off me she let her leg rub against mine causing me to moan out loud.

"Oh my goodness!" I squealed looking at my face in the mirror. "That is amazing!"

"Do you really like it?" She asked beaming with pride.

"Oh yes, Mommy, it is incredible!" I replied giddy like a little girl.

Aurora put a pair of large dangly gold earrings with fake diamonds in my ears. They tugged at my ears and made a little noise as I moved, but they were so cute that I could not stop myself from loving them.

"All right, now get up." She spoke in a more commanding tone. "It is time to get some things done around here." I was not sure what she meant, but I was ready for anything, or so I thought. "First put this on." She said handing me a long pink silk robe with lace on the collar and cuffs.

I slipped on the robe. It felt wonderful against my satin and skin, and it felt even better as I walked. At this point, my cock was a constant stream of cum, and my balls ached in the thong, but I did not care because I felt amazing.

"Can you do me a favor, honeybun?" Aurora asked, lightly stroking my back with her fingernails driving me insane. "Be a doll and go get me a couple of trash bags?"

"Of course!" I exclaimed, eager to serve her in any way I could.

I returned with the trash bags and opened one right away. The walk through our condo had been quick, but the sensation of the robe rubbing against my legs had made it all the more pleasurable. It is no surprise that women wear so much silk and satin! It's practically orgasmic!

"All right, sweetie, open your top drawer," Aurora ordered sitting in a chair in the room and slowly crossing her legs. I did as instructed, opening my underwear drawer while staring at her luxurious stockinged legs. "Put everything inside the trash bag." She ordered.

That is when I objected. All my underwear and boxers were in there; what would I wear if I put them in a trash bag? I hesitated. In a very Basic Instinct moment, Aurora slowly crossed and recrossed her legs while staring at me.

"Do you like what you are wearing right now?" She demanded. I sheepishly nodded. "Do you want me to leave?" She went on in a stern voice. With panic, I nodded no. "Then do exactly what I fucking tell you!" Aurora hissed.

I grabbed a handful of my boxers and hurriedly stuffed them into the trash bag. My hands flew around, and tears welled up in my eyes. The drawer had finally been emptied completely. I went through this process repeatedly with each drawer until I had three t-shirts, one pair of shorts, and one pair of jeans left. The closet was the next. Luckily, my work suits remained untouched; however, my collection of casual shirts and pants had shrunk to just three pieces. My sweatshirts were either presented to her as gifts or tossed into the bags. Eventually, my side of the closet was getting more and more bare and the two trash bags were now completely filled.

"Something still ain’t quite right," Aurora said surveying the closet. "Grab all your stuff on hangers and follow me."

Aurora stood and quickly walked out of the room so I grabbed my suits, dress shirts, and casual clothes and followed quickly behind her. She led me to the front door and I panicked again. Thankfully she opened the front closet door, which was empty for some reason, and turned to face me.

"Hang your stuff in there." She ordered.

"From now on your boy's clothing will be kept here." I could only do as she told me and hung the clothing neatly in place.

My work shoes went in there next and space was made for the t-shirt, shorts, and jeans. When she was done the only male clothing in our bedroom was in the two trash bags on the floor. That wouldn't last long either!

"Go get your bags and come back here," Aurora ordered.

I did as I was told. The extra weight of my clothing in the bags was havoc on my feet. These heels were so sexy and slutty but I had never worn them for more than half an hour at the most, now I had been in them on and off for nearly three hours. I stood by the door and placed the bags on the floor. To my surprise, my cock was still rock hard and it was still oozing bucket loads of precum. Aurora walked up to me and stroked me through my thong as she spoke in her seductive voice.

"From now on, you won't wear any of those ugly boy clothes inside my condo honeybun," She spoke so calmly as she continued to stroke me, "Do you understand?!" I nodded in complete obedience. "When you wake up for work, you will be my little girl," She continued, "And only when you are about to leave will you put on your boring work clothes." I was already on the edge of cumming by now. "When you get back home, you will take off your work clothes and wear only what I have left out for you to wear, do you understand baby?" I nodded and groaned. "Good girl," She said, squeezing my aching balls roughly, "Now that we agree that there is no use for your clothing in these bags anymore, take them down the hallway at least they can go to a deserving person who needs male clothing." She took off her hands from my raging hardon when she finished.

I was shocked and the need to cum went out the window instantly! Not that I had to throw the clothing out but that I had to do it ‘now’ dressed like this - an absolute slut. The look in Aurora's eyes dared me to deny her order. The words 'resistance is futile' seemed very appropriate at this time. My shoulders and head slumped, I knew I was defeated.

"Yes Mommy," I replied weakly.

"Good girl," She said smiling wide, "now walk carefully, we don't want you falling and making a lot of noise."

As I stepped out of the condo, the hallway to the trash chute seemed to stretch on forever. I walked as quickly as I could, my feet hurting inside my heels with each step. What had at first seemed so sexy on my feet now felt like ancient torture devices! I walked past our neighbors' doors, wondering when one would open. What in the world would I say to them if that happened? I had on makeup and was dressed as a slut from the neck down! I was a weirdo carrying bags down their corridor. With my luck, it would be a woman who'd open the door and scream causing her oversized muscle-bound boyfriend to come out and beat my freakish ass. I imagined myself going to the hospital or, worse, the police station dressed like this. Oh, Jesus, what would I say? My thoughts were racing so fast that I walked 10 feet past the door to the clothing drop-off! I turned around to see Aurora laughing and covering her mouth. It was horrifying to me that she was having so much fun while I wanted to shrivel up and die. I tossed the bags inside, not caring where they landed, and hurried back to where she was standing. My heart was pounding furiously in my chest. I was about 10 feet from the door when I heard an apartment door open behind me. Whoever was coming out was still talking to someone on the inside. I walked as quickly as I could in my heels, panting as if I had just finished a marathon. I was leaning against a chair just inside the door when I felt her come up behind me and hug me from behind.

"I'm so proud of you." She said squeezing me tightly.

I lost it. I quickly turned to tell her what I thought of that little stunt, but the look in her eyes slowed me down, and her hand on my cock stopped me dead in my tracks. I was still rock hard, so hard my cock ached! She stroked me through the thong smiling at me as she did.

"If you are going to protest about what you just did," She said scooping some precum up with a finger, "then you'd better be able to explain how come you're so hard." She used her finger with precum to line my lips with my own cum. "So are you going to tell me how you hated it?" She asked scooping more precum from my thong. I couldn't answer. "No, I didn't think so." She said pushing her finger into my mouth.

I sucked her finger like a man possessed, even though my cum was a little less sweet than my precum. For some reason, sucking her finger felt really hot right now. Aurora eventually removed her finger from my mouth but I ached to tell her I wanted more. Somehow I think she knew.

"I think my little girl deserves a reward for that outing don't you?" She asked, taking my hand in hers and leading me to the couch.

"Yes, Mommy!" I replied unable to contain my excitement.

"Kneel down right there." She pointed to a spot on the floor in front of the couch. I did it right away. "Now," she said as she turned to face me, "pull down my thong." I pulled down her thong quickly exposing her beautiful bald pussy amazed at how soaking wet she was as well. "Now lick me you little slut!"

I immediately buried my face in her pussy lapping and sucking at her swollen clit. Never before had I wanted to please her so much on the inside. I licked and suckled her inner folds as she ground against me. It was amazing how she was possessed as well and came almost immediately. Her hand tightened around my head, while another reached into her corset and teased her nipples. I had never seen her do that before and it turned me on incredibly. I desperately wanted to touch myself but had a strong desire to focus on her. Her body shook from orgasm over and over.

"Suck me, baby!" She yelled. "Suck my pussy, suck it you little slut!" I didn't mind when she called me a little slut but I didn't care either I just sucked. "Suck me dammit!" She screamed again pulling my head tightly to her pussy. I sucked for all I was worth. "OHHHHHH!" Aurora shrieked.

She squirted when she came shooting her cum into my mouth in hard spurts. It was incredible and took me completely by surprise. My hands were holding the backs of her legs, preventing her from falling. She slowly let go of my head and collapsed back on the couch, her legs spread open, exposing her gleaming pussy to me. I wanted to lick it and fuck her so badly I ached.

"Do you want to cum?" She asked breathlessly.

"Yes, please, Mommy!" I answered reaching down for my thong.

"Oh no," she said as she drew her feet in to stop my hands, "you are doing something different tonight, stand up." I was anticipating a spectacular blowjob that would fill Aurora with so much cum that it would come out her nose! "Do you like the way this satin feels against your skin?" She asked sitting up and rubbing my cock through the thong.

"Ohhh yes Mommy!" I moaned rocking my hips to her movement.

"Well, tonight I have a treat for you!" She said standing up and smiling while still rubbing me. "Turn and sit down." She instructed.

I sat normally at first but eventually, she had me lay more on my back with my butt almost hanging off the edge of the seat. Aurora had me place my feet on the coffee table's edge and let my knees fall open, allowing her to kneel between my legs. She drew the cami down in the front and rubbed it against the satin thong. The feeling was amazing!

"That feels sooooooo goooood!" I groaned moving my hips.

"Do you like that honeybun?" She asked reaching up for my right hand.

"Yesssss Mommy!" I replied unable to get over how good it felt.

"Now you do it just like I was," She said placing my hand where hers had been, "rub your clitty like a good girl."

I did not care what she called it because I was rubbing it furiously while humping my hand. It was amazing.

"You like that, don't you? My little slut!" She teased me by lightly squeezing my balls. "You like masturbating like a slut don't you," she continued, "legs spread rubbing your clit through your panties!"

"Yes! Yes!" I moaned over and over.

"That's my girl, cum for me honeybun," she kept going, driving me crazy, "fill those panties like a little slut."

It was all too much for me, and I could not stop myself. My body tensed and I groaned loudly, but what I groaned shocked me later.

"I'm cumming like your slut!" I groaned.

Big ropes of hot cum shot from my cock across my belly under the cami. Undaunted, I continued rubbing until I was completely exhausted. The cami stuck to my body in spots saturated with cum. Aurora delicately picked it up and drew it over my chest, revealing my stomach. She milked the rest of my cum from my body with her thumb on the underside of my cock. Then she pulled my thong down a little more to expose the incredible amount of cum I’ve ejaculated for me to see.

"You've made quite a mess here haven't you?" She asked as she stood up and climbed over my leg to sit next to me on the couch.

"Yes, I did Mommy," I replied blushing.

She dipped her finger into a pool of cum and swirled it before scooping some up. She scooped up a big wad of cum, bigger than ever before, and pushed it into my mouth. I suckled her finger without question staring into her eyes.

"Now I am going to speak, and you are going to listen." She spoke with authority. "You may think this was a cute little game to play tonight," Aurora said as she scooped up more of my cum, "but it is not going to end tonight." I know you don't want it to end tonight either." She pushed her cum covered finger back into my mouth and slowly fucked it with her finger while I sucked.

"You are going to be my new girlfriend whenever we are alone," she said flatly, "you will learn to dress like a girl, walk and talk like a girl because deep down I know that is what you want." She scooped more cum, and before I could say anything, it was back in my mouth, covered by my cum. "I will lay out what you will wear every day and you will wear it without question,"

"If you question it, you will be punished," she said, scooping up more and more. "Punishments will range from spankings to being made to wait to be able to orgasm." Still more cum found my mouth and I wondered how much I had shot out of my body. "You will have your limits pushed often," she continued putting still more cum in my mouth yet I still eagerly sucked her finger, "but as long as you trust me everything will be okay." This time she scooped up a bunch with two fingers and put them both in my mouth! "But I certainly can not call you by your name," she smiled as she spoke, "I mean I can't have a girlfriend named Alex, it’s too androgynous, I want something more feminine." Another big scoop of cum with two fingers followed.

"There was this girl I knew in uni," Aurora scooped still more come into my mouth and smiled wickedly, "the rumor was that she had been passed around in one of the local fraternities and was a real slut, her name was Lexi, Look how it’s just a simple variant of Alex, that will be your name from now on too." Aurora reached down and milked my cock one more time, getting another two fingers full of cum and pressing it in my mouth one more time. "In private you will call me Mommy or Mistress. and I will call you Lexi. Do you understand?" I nodded yes to her question, what else could I do? "Good girl!" She stood and took my hand. "Come on Lexi I have some stuff to show you!" With that, she led me to the bedroom.

The situation really hit me as I walked across the condo with my thong low around my hips and my flaccid cock hanging out. My mouth was filled with the taste of my own cum, and I had just agreed to be a girl for my Mistress Mommy! More than that, I felt a sense of warmth and happiness in this situation that had previously terrified me!

"Stand over there Lexi," Mistress said having me stand near the bed where I could see my reflection in the mirror. "And for heaven's sake fix yourself."

"Sorry Mommy," I replied sheepishly as I saw my reflection.

I was a complete mess. My thong was pulled down, my cami was still pulled up, and I still had dried cum on my body. I quickly pulled my thong up over my flaccid cock, adjusted my cami as best I could, and wrapped my robe around my waist. I looked in the mirror at myself; my makeup was a mess from licking Aurora through so many orgasms, but that could not be helped.

"I have gotten you a few things, but you will obviously need more." Hang this in your closet," She said handing me a short black cocktail dress with a flared bottom, "oh wait here are your hangers." The hangers had pink padded hanger sections attached to white hooks. I put the dress on the hanger—the only thing in my closet—and left the other hangers on the bar. She handed me a pair of jeans and said, "These and all of these go in your drawer."

As she spoke, Aurora handed me a handful of panties and bras and a light sweater of some kind. Following that were two additional pairs of heels that were still in the boxes. At last, Aurora grinned broadly as she turned around.

"Okay, sissy girl, time to get undressed!" Her smile scared me a little but I did as I was told. "Heels and stockings last silly."

I removed the cami taking it off over my head, then undid the garterbelt and took it off before lowering my thong to the floor and stepping out of it.

"Before continuing, go put those in the hamper." She instructed giggling as my cock swayed in front of me as I walked in heels.

I stepped out of my heels and removed my stockings after rolling them down to my ankles and putting them in the hamper. My feet hurt so much that I was relieved to be standing on level ground at last. Aurora gave me a tiny pair of side-string bikinis in a Barbie pink color. I put them on without saying a word. Then came a lovely satin and lace-long nightgown with sheer paneling that matched the bikinis. I drew it over my head and let it fall over the rest of my body. It was luxurious and hugged me in all the right places, causing my cock to stir once more.

"Now help Mommy out of her corset." She said walking to me.

I submissively undid the zipper in the front of her corset and the garters that held her stockings before folding it and placing it on the bedroom chair. When I returned, Mommy had moved to the bed and was sitting with one foot out for me to take off her heel.

"Hold on," she said as I knelt before her, "first kiss the toe." I must have given her a puzzled look. "I said, lick the toe first!" She repeated not hiding her frustration. "In another week, you will be begging to lick the sole of it, so kiss the damn shoe!"

I leaned in and kissed the toe of her shoe gently. There was something oddly sexual about it. I took off one shoe and kissed the other as she presented it to me. Mommy stood up and faced me, leaning forward and sticking her ass in my face. My hands went up her leg, and I was about to roll down her stocking when she stopped me again.

"Kiss my ass sissy girl Lexi." She said looking back at me. I hesitated a little too long I guess. "No orgasm for you tomorrow," she said with an evil grin, "would you like to spend the rest of the weekend without it?" Immediately I leaned forward and planted my lips on her ass cheek kissing it slowly but pushing my lips into it so she knew I had done it. "Now the other one." She instructed me to turn just a bit to make it easier. I didn't hesitate this time and kissed her other ass cheek. "Now the middle slut," Mommy said as she reached back and spread her cheeks exposing her puckered hole, "kiss my asshole Lexi." The idea revolted me and I hesitated again. "Make that two days," she said wiggling her ass back and forth at me, "three days…"

I kissed her asshole while pressing my head forward and burying my nose between her ass cheeks. Her hand slipped off her ass and held my head in place for a split second, making sure I kissed it long enough for her satisfaction. It was humiliating and disgusting, and to my surprise, my cock was rock hard! I had already cum twice and my cock still refused to remain still.

"Good girl," Mommy said releasing my head, "now remove my stockings."

I rolled them down her legs and then held them as she stepped out of them. Mommy turned and helped me to my feet noticing my bulging erection in front of my nightgown.

"Too bad you will not get any relief for that until... what was it three days, making it Tuesday before you can taste your cum again." She said this while taunting and stroking me. "You will learn to obey me soon enough Lexi, now get into bed."

"Should I brush my teeth first?" I asked.

"Not a chance," Mommy said walking around to her side of the bed and climbing in naked, "now you have the taste of cum, pussy, and ass in your mouth why would I want you to scrub that all away?"

Mommy never slept naked before and now that she was I was trapped in a very sexy nightgown. She lay on her back near the middle of the bed and pulled me to her. I went to kiss her goodnight which caused her to giggle and tilt my head so she could kiss my forehead. Mommy then pushed my head to her chest pulling me tight. I wrapped my arm around her waist and put my left leg over hers curling up next to her.

"There we go," she said stroking my head softly, "that's my good girl."

It was true. In the course of one evening, I had become completely emasculated. I was no longer a man even in my own bed yet my hard-on still raged.

◆◆◆


Chapter 2




Mommy's Note: I would like to thank you all for your kind words regarding Lexi's tale. Lexi has now been My Sissy for almost 5 years, our anniversary is coming up very shortly, and she lives like a true sissy should. Yes! She does sit when she relieves herself - at home and at work and Yes, she will eventually get a sugar daddy, keeping up the sissy lifestyle is expensive. She's been with quite a few interesting men over the years but you'll find out about those later. 




~ Mistress/Mommy Aurora




If you would’ve told me a few years back that this is how my life was going to be in my mid-twenties, I would’ve definitely laughed it off loud while secretly wishing it should be true inside, but I would have never believed you for sure, because who would?




I have always been fascinated by lingerie and dominant women all my life. But I have never experienced both of them in the same setting before, but now - for these last few months, I’m actually living in it 24/7. Meeting and being with Aurora has been the best decision I’ve made, she now was not only my loving girlfriend but also my loving Mistress and Mommy.







Since Mistress Aurora discovered me, my life has been a never-ending cycle of denial and tease. When I wake up in the morning, I am curled up in bed with Mommy’s naked body, while I’m dressed in a full-length wifely satin nightgown. I slip out of bed and walk to the guest bathroom where I have to lift up the long nightgown and lower the matching satin bottoms so I can sit to pee. Sitting to relieve myself has become more and more common these days, especially since Mommy locked my clitty away with a CB6000 after catching me washing it too quickly in my shower. It has been locked away since that day, and even the smallest of erections is painful. Any reference to my body parts is now made in female terms as well. My penis has become a clit, and my ass has become a pussy now. Every shred of my manhood is being stripped away from me and I can't really say that I mind.




I change into the workout clothes Mommy has left out for me after I relieve myself. Today I am wearing neon pink spandex short shorts that sit low on my hips, a pink sports bra, pink socks, with a pair of white and pink Under Armour Cross-Trainers. I walk out to the living room and put on the home workout video that Mommy has left in the playlist for me. Today it is a stripper-cise video. As you can imagine, watching four hot women gyrate and dance on TV is not easy, especially while wearing a hard plastic chastity. After my hour-long workout, I returned to the bathroom to shave my face, which I now do twice a day. The items in my shower have been drastically altered. My bar soap, regular shampoo, and washcloth have been replaced by rose-scented body wash, a loofa, and jasmine-scented shampoo and conditioner. Pink razors and other necessary items for continuing my life as Lexi can also be found in my shower. I shave my body completely below my eyebrows once in every three days. I’m completely hairless and smooth like silk nowadays. As soon as I step outside, I pat dry my body and apply coco body butter, which leaves my skin feeling silky and fragrant. I change into my 2" house slippers and a short pink-striped satin robe before walking into the kitchen. Each morning I make Mommy Breakfast and bring it to her. While she eats she tells me what to put on for the day.




"I think you will wear the beige satin and lace boycuts today," Mommy says, letting the sheet drop just enough to almost reveal her delicious breasts.




I know the exact pair, satin in the front and lace in the back and sides. They sit higher on my hips and barely cover my bubble butt- courtesy of all the home workout videos. As I slide them up my shaved legs and gently pull them into place, they look sexy and feel even sexier. The satin holds my already full balls exquisitely and just wearing them makes me drip precum out of my cage.




"Nude seamed stockings today honeybun." Mommy continues while sipping her coffee.

I stepped out of my heels and put on the first stocking. The soft silk fabric feels extremely luxurious against my legs. Even the feel of my bare bottom against the chair arouses me. With both lace top stockings, I slide the house slippers back on and stand presenting myself to Mommy.




"Very nice," Mommy says as she puts down her coffee, "now turn slowly honeybun." Mommy seems to enjoy calling me feminine pet names lately. "Add that cute beige cami as well."




"Yes Mommy," I reply as I retrieve the beige camisole from the closet, "thank you."




The beige camisole features a heart-shaped lace detail in the front and delicate spaghetti straps; it clings to my body without being too tight and looks sexy as hell! I put on the camisole and bring Mommy's breakfast tray back to the kitchen. The sound of my heels echoes on the tile below, and with the feel of satin and lace against my skin, it is impossible not to swish and sway a little as I walk. I can hear Mommy giggle as I walk out of the bedroom. Clean-up is quick and easy nowadays as I've become a pro at this over the past months. Mommy is sipping her coffee when I return to the bedroom.




"Hang on a second you swishy hips," Mommy says as she reaches under the sheet, smiling, "I have something else for you to do." she moves slightly, allowing the sheet to fall to her waist and reveal both of her wonderful breasts. "Ahhh here it is," she says triumphantly, holding up an 8" realistic dildo. "clean this off for me would you?"




Letting the shaft hang downward, Mommy grasps the dildo by its balls. Taking it in my hands, I wash it with the antibacterial soap and leave it on the counter to air dry. When I walk out of the bathroom Mommy is still sitting propped up against her pillows with the sheet around her waist. The only thing I can think of is burying my face between her exquisite and luxurious D-cup breasts.




"Come on, my pet." Mommy motions me over with her right index finger. "I have got one more thing for you to do before you head to work." I quickly walk over to the side of her bed and stand with my hands at my sides. "Despite what you may think," Mommy says as she pulls the sheet aside, "I am still a little horny, and since you have taken my boyfriend to the bathroom, I guess I will have to settle for your girlfriend tongue!" Mommy lowers her body and spreads her legs slowly. "Lick me until I tell you to stop, babygirl!" Mommy hisses.




I may be a man who dresses and acts like a woman, but I am no fool! I quickly slip between Mommy's legs and start feverishly licking her clit and pussy. To me, she tastes like heaven. Over the last two weeks, I have noticed that the longer I go without cumming, the harder I work to please Mommy. She of course makes no secret of her knowledge of this as well. Prior to my clitty being locked away, giving Mommy oral was just something I did before penetration; now, it is one of the only ways I can experience sexual release. My oral skills have improved drastically over the past two weeks and I am able to bring Mommy to orgasm in no time. After the second intense orgasm, Mommy had to push me aside. I lick my lips and stare at her dripping pussy until her foot rubbing against my crotch brings me back from my trance.

"You know sweetie," Mommy teases my soft balls, making my clit swell inside its tiny cage, "it is been a while since you have had any release and I just read last night that, it’s not good for you." As I try to control my rebellious caged member, my clit strains against its plastic prison, and I wince in pain. "If you are a good girl tonight," Mommy says, trailing her foot over my inner thigh and stocking tops, "I will let you cum. Would you like that?"




"Oh YES Mommy, YES Please!" I say as I try to concentrate on something besides the possibility of cumming or the taste of her glorious pussy in my mouth.




"We will see how things go then." Mommy says as she slowly drags a finger through her wet pussy. "Now go get your waist cincher." She says this as she pulls her feet away from the bed and slips out.




Mommy decided I needed a more hourglass figure and began waist training for me about a month ago. I retrieve the baby pink cincher and return to Mommy presenting it to her.




"Turn around silly," she giggles while playfully swatting my pantied bottom, "I can't put this on from the front."




I turn and step into the cincher, slowly pulling it up my legs. The satin waist cincher floats up my stocking-clad legs and over my smooth bottom. The sensation has aroused me once more, and I find myself concentrating on keeping my clit from being crushed by the confines of my cage. Mommy pulls the strings on the back of the designer cincher, pulling my sides in and tying them in place. My waist appears to be slimmer and to come in just a little closer between my ribs and hips. When paired with my lingerie, the effect is dramatic and sexy. Wearing the cincher or a corset to work has also been an interesting experience. I can no longer bend to pick things up and must squat instead. The tight devices keep my lower back straight and rigid, but the sensation and look it gives me is incredible. Mommy ties the final knot and pats my bottom.




Mommy leans up to speak, smearing her wet finger under my nose, "Now it is time for you to get ready for work. Go be a good girl and get dressed."




"Thank you Mommy" I reply as I stand and walk quickly out of the room.




Silently, I make my way to the front closet where I take off my suit, shirt, and tie for work. The shirt and tie go on first, followed by the jacket. I then take off my heels and put on some dress socks over my feet that are still covered in stockings. My dress pants slip on just as easily as my work shoes, and I tuck my heels into the closet for later when I get back home. On the way to work, the smell and taste of Mommy, as well as the promise of cumming, fill my senses completely. It is been nearly three weeks since she let me cum, and I am about to burst anytime now. The last time Mommy fed me the cum I released, I was more than happy to suck it off her fingers. If she offers it again, I will gladly accept, especially if it means I get to cum. I can think of little more as I drive. As I said earlier, my days are filled with teasing and denial.




At work, I am more comfortable that people can not tell what I have on under my clothing. My first few days were very scary as I was sure everyone could see telltale clues of something. I have slowly relaxed but am still on edge just a bit. At work, I go to the bathroom sitting in a stall. The tip of the chastity cage needs to be dried with toilet paper which I obviously can not do at a urinal. Plus it's not like I can pull down the female underwear I have on out of the way to free myself for peeing. And it’s not even possible to pee standing without wetting myself completely while wearing the cage - Yes it happened, but lucky it was at home, and I got a good set of spankings for it. I pull my panties and pants up quickly just in case anyone is somehow looking through the small opening in the door and can see the beige satin I have on. It's worse on days I wear prints or bright colors. At least at work, I can try to focus on other things but every single movement I make is a constant reminder that I have on lingerie and stockings underneath my male clothes.




My drive home is uneventful but full of thoughts of cumming and what Mommy will expect. She made me read a lot on the internet, and I learned that no reward is given without some kind of work. Mommy will undoubtedly expect something new from me, but at this point, I do not care; I need to please Mommy so that she will let me cum. I want to please her like never before.




When I enter our condo, I begin to remove my suit and male clothing, eager to see what Mommy has in store for me to wear this evening. Normally, it is just heels and a skirt, but tonight is different. Mommy has left a pair of pale pink bikinis and a demi bra in the closet. She also left me a satin white blouse and a skin-tight white mini-skirt. The final item is a new pair of 6" pink patent leather heels with 2" pink platforms. They look absolutely stunning on my feet but I know it won't be long before they ache. I have never worn heels this high.




"Go put on your make up honeybun!" Mommy calls out from her bedroom.




I walk as quickly as I can in my new heels to the guest bathroom and put on my make-up. I have gotten a little better at it over the last few months. Shaving at work during my lunch break also helps my make-up look a little better. When I walk out of the bathroom fifteen minutes later, my lips are shining in bubblegum pink and my cheeks are rosy, hoping to pass inspection.




"How do you like your new heels baby?" Mommy asks from her room as she hears my heels on the tile floor.




"Oh I love them, Mommy," I say truly meaning it, "they look so sexy!"




"I hope you don't mind," Aurora continues, "but I put them on your credit card."




"Of course not Mommy" I answer.




My credit card has been used for all of my lingerie, heels, and makeup purchases in the last two weeks. Of course, I am the one who is wearing and using all of these things, so it only makes sense.




"I picked myself up something as well," Mommy says as she walks out of the bedroom, "I hope you don't mind."

Mommy steps out looking every bit the Dominatrix. Her outfit consisted of a black leather bustier that had red lining at the edges and a matching thong, thigh-high leather black boots over silk black top stockings that made her look even more sexy, and long black latex gloves that reached her armpits. Her almost waist-length blonde hair is pulled back with a black leather-looking clasp and around her neck is a black leather choker with gold chain detail. I am unable to speak and before I realize it, an overwhelming pain fills my panties. My clitty throbs against the hard plastic cage testing its build quality. The cage wins and my clitty aches.




"I take it that you like my new outfit." Mommy replies wickedly.




"Yessss Mommy!" I answer weakly trying not to fold in two.




I am not going to ask what she has in store for me tonight. I do not want to appear any more desperate than I already am! Mommy helps me prepare dinner. Except for how we were dressed, it was just like a normal night for a normal couple. As we sit, my feet ache, but I try not to show it; instead, I focus on the chicken and salad on my plate because looking at Mommy causes aches in other places.




"Let us leave these plates," Mommy says as she stands up and walks over to me, "you look like you are about to burst." Mommy reaches out her hand and helps me out of my chair, just as a man would help a woman to her feet from the table at the end of a dinner. "Come with me, sweetie," Mommy says as she leads me into the living room.




As we walk I can't help but look down at her exposed and shapely rear end in that thong and corset. The height of her boots, and the way she walks, causing it to sway seductively back and forth, and my clit quickly discovers the cage's limits. She stops quickly and turns to see me staring at her luscious back.




"Like what you see honeybun?" she asks pulling my face up until my eyes meet hers.




"Yes, Mommy!" I reply sheepishly.




"Are you horny and looking to cum?" She asks as she approaches me and lets me feel her body against mine.




"Oh yes please Mommy!" I say sounding weaker than I had hoped.




Mommy reaches behind me and unzips my skirt pushing it over my hips and butt. The skirt slips easily down my legs and ends up around my heels below. Mommy then slips her fingers inside the panties I have on and slowly, painfully slowly, lowers them down my body until they join my skirt on the floor. Mommy sits in the cushiony chair in front of me and lifts the long chain she wears around her neck revealing the small key that goes to the brass lock on my cage. It is the closest Mommy’s mouth has been to my crotch in weeks and as soon as the cage is removed my clit rages. To resist putting my hand around my clitty and stroking it until it goes away, I have to fight an almost overwhelming urge! 

"Well my baby girl is quite excited ain’t she?" Mommy asks playfully as she reaches into the side table drawer near her chair. "Let's make sure you remain attentive," Mommy says with a wicked smile.




Mommy then stands up and places two thick leather cuffs around my wrists. She leans into me, pushing my arms behind me and clipping my wrists behind my back. My clit is free, but my hands are no longer; I am still her prisoner. Mommy then pulls a small bottle of lube from the front of her leather thong and pours some into her latex-covered hand before rubbing it over my clitty and balls while cooing in my ears how good a babygirl I’m for her.




"Ohhhhhhhhh!" I moan involuntarily.




"Want to cum honeybun?" she asks using both hands on my aching clitty.




"YESSSSS!" I beg. "PLEASSSEEEEE MOMMY!"




"I am glad to hear you are so desperate," she exclaims triumphantly. "Come with me, sweetie."




She walks to the kitchen, takes a pillow, and places it on the floor, leaving me standing in the living room in desperate need of her assistance. I took a cautious step out of the skirt and panties and followed Mommy, who had placed the pillow on the floor in front of the fridge.




"Want to get off your feet too honeybun?" she asks.




"Yes please, Mommy!" I reply with absolutely no control.




"Kneel on the pillow," she said positioning it just right. "Facing the refrigerator sweetie." Mommy instructs me while guiding me into position.




I find myself kneeling several inches from the fridge wondering what is to come next and hoping it is me! Mommy leaves me for a moment to get something from the bedroom, returning with one hand behind her back.




"I got something else in the mail this week," she said, her eyes gleaming, "and if you want to cum, you will have to get very close to this."




Before I can ask anything, Mommy moves her left hand quickly slamming it into the refrigerator door with a bang. I soon discovered that it was not her hand that made the sound, but the suction cup base of a realistic dildo that had been mounted at my mouth height on the fridge door. My eyes focus on the dildo in front of me. I do not realize her body is pressing into my back until I feel her hand on my crotch again. Her hand is full of warm lube once more, and she uses it to coat my hard clit and smooth balls, mercilessly teasing them.




"It is simple honeybun," she said while playing with the end of my clitty with her slick fingers, "the more you play with that toy in front of you, the more Mommy plays with you." 

Her breath is hot against my ear, almost as hot as her pussy, which is right next to my fingers. My clitty aches so badly and my balls are so swollen and full of cum I needed some kind of relief soon! I was just thinking about how I would do anything to cum, and now the opportunity is there, and I am struggling to take it. She flicks her tongue up the back of my ear knowing how much it drives me crazy.




"Come on, honeybun," she said, squeezing my swollen clitty, "you know you want to do it, you know you are going to do it, so just do it."




She lets her fingers glide over my smooth sack. Now she is using two hands causing my clitty to ache like never before. I purse my lips and kiss the realistic silicone head in front of me softly.




"Good girl!" Mommy exclaims, trailing a finger beneath my balls and rubbing it against my asshole. "Keep going, sweetie; you know what I want you to do, don’t you honeybun?" she encourages.




I kiss it a few more times flicking the shaft with my tongue. As a reward, she strokes my shaft once causing me to moan deeply.




"Like that feeling Lexi?" Mommy asks knowing the answer. She goes on, "You are going to have to earn it if you want me to do that. Now wrap your lovely lips around my lover's shaft."




My lips part automatically, and the silicone head slides into my mouth. Mommy keeps her word and slowly strokes the base of my shaft, mimicking the way my mouth moves on the shaft. Her body presses against mine, and her forearms pull my hips tight, holding me in place.




"Go deeper Lexi." She insists, using her body to push me closer to the fridge door.




I sense the head touching my tongue's smooth underside and the back of my mouth. I move back, my lips wrapping around the shaft and feeling the veins and bumps as I suck back and forth. Mommy touches my own clit closer to its head. It was now clear, the deeper the dildo went into my mouth the closer her fingers worked near my swollen head.




"When it gets to the back of your mouth," Mommy says softly in my ear, her fingers flicking over my own swollen sensitive head below, "relax your throat and hold it there, then take it in a little deeper."




I felt the head touch the back of my mouth and followed Mommy's instructions. I felt the urge to gag a little, but I held my breath and relaxed before taking in the dildo a little deeper. Mommy gently rubs my head between her thumb and fingers, sending electric shocks through my entire body. I do it again until I finally do have to gag and pull back just a bit.




"That was fantastic!" Mommy says not containing her excitement. "You almost took the entire thing into your mouth!" She strokes me a few times as a reward, causing my body to tremble. "Do it again honeybun," she says softly, "and this time, try to really relax."

I can not respond because Mommy has not let me back up enough to let the dildo out of my mouth. Instead, I slide my mouth forward on the shaft, sucking softly and finding it easier to take it further into my mouth. Each time I back up and move forward the dildo is easier and easier to take. Of course, Mommy strokes me harder each time I take it deep into my mouth, bringing me closer and closer to cumming. I am shocked to feel my nose touch against the refrigerator door finally.




"OH MY GOD LEXI!" Mommy exclaims. "If you keep doing that I'll make my little slut cum."




Her words are like music to my ears. It finally dawns on me how slutty I must look kneeling on the floor in 6" heels, satin lingerie, leather cuffs, and makeup while deep-throating an 8" dildo. The image of myself like that turns me on beyond belief, and I start really to get into the blow job. I let the slutty feeling consume me as pressure builds in my own crotch. Mommy strokes me harder and faster, pumping my clitty with her fist. My body trembles furiously, and I groan around the shaft. Mommy moves quickly behind me, briefly stopping her fist before quickly resuming it.




"That is my good little blow job slut," Mommy whispers softly into my ear, "suck that cock!"




My body spasms, not just my crotch, not just my legs, my entire body! It was unlike anything I had ever felt. Instead of pulling away from the shaft to breathe, I pushed my mouth forward until the silicone balls rested against my chin. I may be a blow job slut, but I am a blow job slut who is finally cumming!




Mommy slowly works my shaft, milking the last of my cum from it while never backing up enough to let me get the shaft out of my mouth. I keep working my silicone lover until Mommy stands up and tells me to stop.




"I am so proud of you, sweetie!" Mommy exclaimed joyfully. "You did an amazing job."




"Thank you, Mommy," I say softly, feeling for the first time how sore my throat is.




"I have got another reward for you now." She says, pulling the shaft from the refrigerator door and motioning for me to turn to face her.




She has a small glass in her left hand and the dildo in her right. It takes me a moment to realize what is going on, but then I take a closer look at the glass. In the bottom of the glass is the cum I have just released from my body. I can not believe how much there is! I have never cum so much in my life and the evidence is right there to prove it. Mommy dips the dildo's head into the glass, coating it with my fresh cum.




"Time to clean up, just like the last time," Mommy says wickedly.




My mouth opens on its own, and the saltiness of the cum covered silicone head quickly enters my mouth. Instead of being repulsed, the idea gets me excited again and I felt my clitty stir once again. I softly suck the new semen-covered dildo full. Mommy takes the dildo out of the glass once more and rests the base against her leather-covered crotch. I stare at her like a cock sucking slut and try to relax my throat as much as I can until my nose touches her body. Her hand moves behind my head, directing my actions. Even when her actions are gentle, the idea that she is in charge is always very clear. She has physical, mental, and even emotional dominance over me.




 "That's my good little cock sucker." Mommy encourages pouring the contents of the glass over the shaft. "Now clean me off honeybun."




I do as I am told. It is both amazing and slutty at the same time. Mommy takes the dildo out of my mouth and helps me to my feet, leading me to the living room.




"How are you doing, sweetie?" Mommy asked.




"Much better, and still horny, Mommy," I softly respond.




"I'm glad to hear that honeybun," Mommy says smugly.




She crosses her legs slowly and motions for me to kneel at her feet. I am lost in her power, the new look, the leather lingerie, the taste of my own cum in my mouth. It is a sensory overload. Even though I had just cum, I felt like I needed to do it again.




"Can you see that speck of dust on my shoe?" Mommy points to the toe of her right foot. I looked but saw nothing. "You do not see it?" Mommy asks, making me feel as if I am blind not to notice such a large piece of dust. "Lick off the shoe," Mommy says, sitting back a little, as if uninterested in the act, "and clean them off with your tongue."




I had never considered licking her shoe. As I lower my head toward her foot, my tongue tentatively moves out of my mouth. The shoe is made out of patent leather. As I lick over the tops of her toes, it feels smooth and warm to my tongue. I can not believe I have been reduced to licking her shoes, and as repulsive as the idea was, my clit is getting hard between my thighs once more.




"That's a good girl," Mommy speaks softly, "don't forget the bottom."




The thought of licking the bottom of a shoe makes me pause for a moment. It is relatively new but still, there was something different about the bottom of the shoe.




"Honeybun," Mommy says coolly, "if you do not lick it, you will have to wait another week for your next orgasm." I am still unsure. "Make that two weeks." She says coldly as she looks at me. I try to lean forward to lick her sole, but it is still difficult. "Would you like to round it up to three?" She asks repositioning her foot to give me better access to the bottom of her foot.




My tongue and mouth move forward until I feel them press and flatten against the bottom of her shoe. As I slowly lick upward, I can taste and feel the dirt grains like sandpaper against my tongue. As much as I dislike the idea of licking the sole of a shoe Mommy has obviously worn outside, my heart is pounding in my chest and my clit is raging again.




"These are new shoes, sweetie," Mommy says again, looking at me, "but I went outside to scuff them up a little. I hope you don't mind."




"No Mommy," I say quietly between licks.




"Now the other one." She says uncrossing and recrossing her legs.




I lick the second heel quicker and easier than the first. Once your shoe-licking cherry is broken I guess it is easier. I lick her entire shoe and even manage to deep-throat the heel a bit as well. Out of the corner of my eye, I can see that Mommy is pleased by my actions.




"So honeybun," Mommy says pulling her foot from my mouth, "how have you enjoyed these past few months as a girl?"




"It's been amazing and frustrating all at the same time Mommy" I reply honestly. "I never suspected anything like tonight would happen," I continue, "or that I'd have a cage on my clitty every day."




"Well baby," Mommy says lowering her foot to my crotch, "it's a great way to control you, which I'm sure you agree too." I can only grin sheepishly as she teases my crotch with her foot. "And you are much more willing to please when your orgasms are controlled."




Mommy is right. There is no denying it. I would never have sucked a dildo or licked my cum off it if I could control my orgasms. In fact, I am not sure I would wear heels and make-up every day when I got home. Mommy controls my actions through my clitty, but I enjoy it more than I can ever express.




"Is your next orgasm in two or three weeks?" Mommy asks, pressing the toe of her heel against my pussy hole.




"I think it is two, Mommy," I murmur softly.




"Let us make it three, babygirl," Mommy says dismissively, "I need to get a new strapon before your next orgasm!" I am not sure how to react; the thought of Mommy fucking me is both exciting and terrifying, no matter how many times, it always feels like the first time. "Plus you need to continue working on your cock sucking skills." Mommy carries on. The way she says cock sucking makes it sound so slutty. "Now go pick up your panties and skirt," Mommy says, removing her foot from my crotch and unclasping my cuffs from behind me, "and go clean up the kitchen."




I do as I am told and dress while Mommy watches intently. Standing in the kitchen I scrub the dried dishes from dinner. For as much as I want to say that I hated sucking that dildo the entire experience was completely enjoyable and exciting. Mommy walks slowly into the kitchen walking close to me and letting her fingers trail over my back. Having her close has my clitty raging hard. Mommy forcefully presses the dildo against the fridge door again, but this time closer to the top. It's shaft dangles and points toward me.




"New rule honeybun," Mommy says slipping close behind me again, "whenever you come into or through the kitchen you'll give your new friend here five deep strokes with your mouth."




"Yes Mommy" I reply softly.




"Tomorrow we will head out on a shopping trip and get you some more supplies." She says in a tone that makes me nervous as if there is more to what she is saying.




The remainder of the evening was spent nestled together on the plush, velvety couch. We were entwined in each other. Even though Mommy undid the cuffs I still have them as well as the new heels on. It's quite apparent who is in charge even in our relaxation time. When she decides it is time she locks my wrists behind me again and removes her leather thong. Mommy straddles my face and rides my tongue to orgasm again and again. When she is satisfied she slowly climbs off me and leaves me there until my clit finally returns to normal size. As soon as it does Mommy locks my clit back into the cage and has me follow her to our bedroom. Once there I help her undress. Only then am I allowed to change into my night clothing. Tonight it is a slutty hot pink lace babydoll and a matching sheer thong. I curl up tight in Mommy's arms laying my head on her luxurious breasts.







"I love you Mommy" I whisper softly.




"I love you too Lexi." She replies sincerely.




***




There have been very few times in my life when I have been terrified and today was definitely the tops on that list. Mommy drove us to the mall and as I watched she walked around the front of the car and opened the door for me. I looked up to see her hand extended towards me.




"Practice getting out like I taught you, sweetie." She said as I took her hand. I swung my feet out with my knees together and slipped out of the car as elegantly as possible. "Very nicely done  baby," Mommy cheered, "now come on it won't be that bad."




Mommy took my arm into hers and walked us toward the mall entrance. It was a small gesture but for me, it was definitely a sign that I was the girl in this relationship. What was also a big indicator of that was the fact that Mommy had dressed me from head to toe. Today I was wearing my white Nike sneakers, faded blue women's jeans which sat about an inch or two below where my normal jeans would have, a pale pink women's shirt, a pale pink demi bra underneath, and matching thong and a pink ankle sock with white lace ruffle edging. No one would really notice these little things. The jeans rode a bit lower but were the color of normal jeans. The shirt only buttoned from the opposite side but looked normal as well. I had a light jacket over the shirt so the bra was not noticeable and the length of the jeans covered my socks. Mommy even took the cage off my clitty and tucked them underneath with a gaffe to make the jeans fit a little better. In any case, the fact that we were out and about at the mall like this, even on a Monday morning, terrified me. Mommy had taken us to a mall over an hour away, so the chances of being seen by someone I knew were slim.




"See sweetie," Mommy said escorting me inside, "nothing but little old couples that won't notice you."




"Yes Mommy" I answered softly.




She set the pace and walked me slowly around the mall. Eventually, my heart rate returned to normal. A couple of quaint smiles from couples we passed and I really began to relax. Mommy led us up the escalator and then to Victoria's Secret, a sissy's promised land! I felt my clitty stir instantly, but I knew it would not move anytime soon. Mommy picked up some new lingerie for me with little fanfare and then headed to the nightgowns.




"How do you feel about it?" Mommy asked a little louder than I had wished.




"It is really pretty," I replied softly.




The one I was eyeing was long, with thin spaghetti straps and a lot of lace on the top and down one side. There was also a slit that went up one leg to where my hip would sit.




"Oh, that is really nice," Mommy said excitedly. "I think that soft red color would look great on you." Mommy took the nightgown off the hanger and held it up in front of me. "Oh yes, baby," Mommy said with a big grin, "that will look fantastic on you!"




"Is there anything I can do to help you?" The young salesgirl asked.




"Oh, I think we found everything," Mommy said as she hung the nightgown back up, "I just need to check the size."




"Well, what size are you?" The girl asked politely.




"Oh, it is not for me," Mommy explained as she handed me the lingerie she had already purchased, "it is for my girlfriend here." Mommy untucked the back of my shirt and flipped the thong out of the top of my jeans to check the label. "She is an extra large," Mommy said loud enough for the world to hear.




The saleswoman suppressed a chuckle and began searching the rack for my size. When she found it, she handed it to Mommy, who then held it up in front of me. I froze and blushed, hoping no one saw me.




"Oh, this is perfect," Mommy said happily.

"It comes with a matching robe as well." The saleswoman said this while pointing to a long, partly sheer, lace robe.




Mommy handed me the nightgown and said, "I am sure she will love that too. Do you have one in her size?"




"Of course!" The saleswoman said with a big smile.




I followed the two women to the sales counter while holding the robe. If it were possible my clit and scrotum had now retracted into my body but the thought of wearing all the lovely items I had in my hands was still very exciting. At the register, the girl scanned all the items while occasionally looking up at me. I began to wonder if she was picturing me in some of the items.




"I grabbed your wallet for you, sweetie," Mommy said handing me a leather wallet that was not mine.




The bright pink leather wallet was more of a clutch with a gold chain strap and it snapped over the top. I opened it and sure enough, my wallet and credit cards were in it. When the cashier gave me the total I diligently handed her my credit card. She smiled and thanked me as she took it. A few moments later I was walking out of Victoria's Secret on Mommy's arm with two bags in my other hand. Prominently displayed in the hand through Mommy's arm was my hot pink leather clutch.




Mommy then led us to Honey Birdette. There we purchased several pairs of stockings, some short nighties that left a little covered, a few bondage accessories like cuffs, new collars, and chokers and finally she picked up two pairs of heels in another store. One pair was clear plastic 2" platforms and 4" heels and the other was black come-fuck-me 6" heels with a silver metal spike heel and a thick ankle strap. Mommy told the saleswoman that neither pair was for her and that they were far too slutty for her tastes. With the bags in tow, I followed Mommy out of the store and down to the food court. Mommy and I took our food and sat at a table. I crossed my legs as I was supposed to and got lost in Mommy's conversation.




We talked about how she thought I would look in my new purchases, especially the long nightgown. All I could think about was how it would feel against my skin and how it would feel as I walked. I couldn't wait to wear it later and began to wonder what I would wear under it. After a while, I snapped out of my little daydream and saw two girls in college sitting to Mommy's right. Mommy turned to look at them and then back at me, but she ignored them. Instead, she carried on with our conversation. When the girls started giggling, I could not help but wonder if it was because of me. That is when I noticed what the girls were looking at. With my legs crossed, my foot and the ruffled pink sock were clearly visible beneath my jeans. I quickly tucked my legs under the table, much to the delight of the two girls.




"Just relax, sweetie," Mommy said calmly, "you will never see those two girls again."




The two girls giggled uncontrollably for a few moments before returning to their own conversation. I started to relax just before the two of them started to get up and clean up their table. I really began to panic as they approached us, and all I wanted was to melt into the chair I was sitting in and become non-existent for a moment.




"I love how cute your socks are." The first girl said with a giggle.




"Thank you," I replied weakly.




"I had no idea guys wore socks like that." The second girl said chuckling.




"Oh, no, they don't," Mommy said firmly. "Real men do not dress in pink socks with white lace or wear women's sneakers."




"You are wearing women's sneakers as well?" The first girl exclaimed rather loudly.




"Oh my God that's amazing!" The second girl chimed in just as loudly.




"Well, she does like to be comfortable when she shops," Mommy explained as she cleared her plate and motioned for me to do the same, "and heels just would not work today." I picked up my plate but Mommy took it from me. "Don't forget to pick up your bags honeybun." As she stood up, Mommy said.




I gathered my bags and clutch and followed Mommy, politely excusing myself. I could hear the girls laughing as I walked close behind Mommy. Mommy took me to one more store. Chic Charms Boutique was the little accessory store where she had me pick out bracelets, a few necklaces, and some dangly earrings. While I was looking at bracelets, the two girls walked by and waved through the store window. Mommy nudged me to wave back and had me buy two pairs of earrings and six bracelets. I was very happy to leave the mall.




Mommy drove us to another store, this one specializing in clothing for "exotic dancers."  It was a little darker in there, and there was only one saleswoman, so I was able to relax. Mommy made me buy thigh-high boots, fire engine red stripper heels with a 2" platform and a satin French maid's dress. I knew the heels would hurt eventually, but I also knew they would be sexy as hell, and I could not wait to wear them! Finally, Mommy had the saleswoman fit me for two wigs: a long blond wig with straight hair that came down below my shoulders and a shorter strawberry blond wig with curled hair that barely touched the top of my shoulders. Mommy made me try on the wigs in the mirror, and I fell in love with both of them. The idea of wearing all these things was getting more and more exciting.




"Only two stops left, honeybun." As we exited the store, Mommy said. "Are you having fun on our field trip?"




"Yes, Mommy," I replied honestly, "it was a little scary at first, but I am having so much fun with you."




"Good," Mommy said, pinching my bottom, "I am glad to hear that." Mommy opened the trunk, which was slowly filling up with all sorts of goodies for me. "Let us go, honeybun," Mommy said as she closed the trunk lid, "it is time to indulge just a little bit."




Mommy drove us about ten miles to a salon. When we walked in, she confirmed that she had two manicure and pedicure appointments for us. I was more than happy to remove my sneakers and socks while the woman began working on my pedicure. A woman in her 60s was getting her feet done next to me.




"I think it is wonderful that men are getting pedicures." She began. "You'll feel wonderful when she's all done too."




"Thank you very much," I replied, thankfully, that an exchange with someone did not result in a humiliating experience.




"I always try to get my husband to get one," she continued, "but he is just too set in his ways at this point."

"This one is my first," I replied enjoying the pampering my feet were getting.

We talked for a while longer. She told me about her grandchildren and children and was very nice the entire time. She patted my shoulder and wished me luck after she finished her pedicure.




"Time for your polish." The pedicurist said.




"I think that Bubblegum Pink will work best Katie," Mommy said from beside me.




"Bubblegum Pink?" The girl asked quizzically.




"Yes please Katie," Mommy said reassuring her.




While Katie was painting my toes, another woman began giving me a manicure. She worked quickly, and I had a fresh layer of clear polish on my fingernails in no time. Katie returned and placed a pair of paper slippers next to my feet on the floor. Mommy already had hers on and both of our shoes were in a bag. She led me out to the car once more, but this time she took the long blond wig from the trunk first.




"Put this on sweetie." She said handing me the wig as she got into the car. I flipped down the vanity mirror and put the wig on. It was a perfect fit for my head and nicely framed my face. "Good," Mommy said as she turned to face me, "Now open the glove compartment, I have makeup for you in there."




She didn't have to say anymore. As Mommy drove, I put on my makeup and used the mascara brush with care. It took a lot of coordination, but I was able to pull it off, and Mommy was pleased with the results. Mommy then handed me a mirror.




"Take a look at yourself." Mommy said as she drove on. "Tell me what you see."




"I see a woman looking back at me," I said as I looked in the mirror.




"So do I, sweetie," she said as she pulled into a parking lot, "you can actually pass for a woman, you just need to be less nervous." I shook my head, unable to take my gaze away from my own reflection. "You are quite a stunning woman too." Mommy continued. "With a little more work, you and I will be able to go shopping without girls commenting on why you are wearing frilly socks."




"Yes Mommy" I replied knowing she was making sense.




"We are going to try something," she said, touching my arm, "the lighting in there will be dark enough. "We just need to do a couple more things first before you go in."




Mommy stepped out of the car and opened the trunk. When I put up the mirror, I noticed she had parked at an adult toy store. What else has she planned for me? Fuck it’s scary, exciting, arousing all at the same time. This is exactly how Mommy has been making me feel often these days, and I cannot complain. I’m literally living the life I’ve always fantasized.




***





Chapter 3





Mistress’s notes:




The key to training a sissy is arousal and knowing when to increase the intensity of their experience. Of course, Lexi was in a constant state of arousal; she wore lingerie against freshly shaved skin every day, slept in lingerie, and was denied any form of relief or even the ability to simply get hard. 




Life at home was a constant reminder that she was living life as a girl. When the situation called for it, like when she needed to associate doing something she may not like with sexual gratification that's when the arousal needed to be amped up. 




Lexi would service a realistic dildo with her mouth at least thrice a night, and when she did, I would not only massage the front of her panties, but also tell her how good she was doing it and encouraging her to keep going while calling her dirty naughty names, and making sure she associated having a cock in her mouth with pleasure. 




I also made her watch "training videos" that were just heavily sissy-centric porn. 

A vibrating plug in her sissy pussy usually helped with having her obedient.

 

It was much like CBT - not the one you’re probably thinking about ;) rather it was similar to

 Cognitive Behavioral Therapy, but this one was just explicitly sexual. Enjoy Reading!

~

Mistress & Mommy Aurora





"We are going to try something," she said, touching my arm, "the lighting in there will be dark enough. We just need to do a couple more things first before you go in."




Mommy stepped out of the car and opened the trunk. When I put up the mirror, I noticed she had parked at an adult toy store. What else has she planned for me? Fuck it’s scary, exciting, arousing all at the same time. This is exactly how Mommy has been making me feel often these days, and I cannot complain. I’m literally living the life I’ve always fantasized




"First it's time to lose the paper slippers honeybun," Mommy said putting a pair of barbie pink flip-flops on the ground in front of me.




"Yes, Mommy," I said dutifully slipping my freshly pedicured and nail-polished feet into them.




"Lexi, open up your jacket." Mommy spoke with a sense of authority. I knew who was in charge, so I did what she said. "Also, unbutton a couple buttons." She continued.




When I opened my top enough, Mommy pulled it back and stuffed at least four pairs of panties from our shopping trip into one of the bra cups. She did the same to the other cup as well. Mommy added a few more pairs to each cup until she was pleased with the ‘fullness’ of my chest.




"Just one more thing sweetie." Mommy sounded pleased with herself. She then wrapped a pink scarf and tied it around my neck to hide my Adam's apple. "You look stunning!" Mommy said, gleaming with pride. "Do you trust me honeybun?" She asked.




"Yes, Mommy I do!" I answered.




"Then let's go, baby," Mommy said, taking my arm once again and leading me into the adult toy store.




The lighting was dim. Inside, there were racks & racks of all types of toys, magazines, and DVDs and there was a long hallway to the left that appeared to have small TV monitors in it. A large counter stood on the right, with a rather large man behind it. We were the only two ‘women’ in the store; there was one other old male customer and a man behind the counter. Mommy took my arm and led me through the magazine racks. I was too nervous to focus on where we were and did not start paying attention to my surroundings until Mommy handed me an open magazine. I looked down to see a boy in a dress, stockings, and heels sucking another man's massive cock. I could not help but gasp aloud and feel my face flush in embarrassment.




"Like what you see honeybun?" Mommy asked teasingly.




I flipped a few pages and saw the same sissy bent over a couch, with the well-hung man behind her fucking her from behind. It was impossible to ignore how my cock was tingling inside my thong.




"I can tell you are getting excited by this," Mommy whispered in my ear, "there's no denying it, is there sweetie?"




"No Mommy," I whispered back.




She picked up a number of other magazines including a sissy comic, another magazine on feminization, and another on strapon sex and femdom in general. I could not wait to go through them and see what possibilities arose. It was incredible to see such professional studio-quality photos of what I so desperately desired and wanted. I had never considered myself gay, and the idea of being with a man as a man was still repulsive to me, but somehow the idea of a sissy being fucked by a man, made me and my cock excited.




"I called earlier," Mommy told the gentleman behind the counter, "and there should be a package for Lexi."




It dawned on me that Mommy had guided me up to the counter while I was lost in my little dream! How could I have missed the fact that we were actually walking? I put the magazines on the counter and tried not to make eye contact with the man behind it. He was more fat than muscle and not particularly attractive.




"Here ya go." He spoke gruffly. "Just that and the magazines?"

"No," Mommy said with a very relaxed tone, "she needs six of those 7" suction cup base dildos, three of the 9" realistic-looking ones, one of those big 14" pink suction cup base ones, and that multi-set pack of butt plugs."




My mouth hung wide open at the shopping list Mommy had just rattled off. What was I going to do with eight butt plugs and seven dildos!?!?!?! She simply patted my hand and pulled out my credit card. The guy didn't bat an eye at the name Alex on the card and rang it up along with the magazines. He placed all the new toys and reading material in two black plastic bags and sent us on our way. Mommy led me back to the car and loaded the two bags into the trunk.




"I can't have you getting all excited before we get home!" Mommy joked. "Lord knows what you will do now that you know what truly turns you on!" I simply blushed and got into the car. 




"Would you like to try one more thing?" Mommy asked looking straight into my eyes.




"After everything we have done already," I replied, looking into her gorgeous blue eyes, "what else is left?"




"Short of a boob job, not much baby!" Mommy said, laughing, and started her car. "Seriously," she said as she drove out of the parking lot, "are you up for one more stop?"




"Okay," I replied more out of curiosity to see how she could top off such an eventful day.




She drove us closer to home, which made me a little nervous. We were now about twenty miles from home, and the thought of being seen by someone I knew made me nervous. Mommy drove to a small strip mall and parked with the front of her car facing the street.




"Are you ready?" She asked.




Reluctant to look at the stores to see what might be in store for me, I replied with my eyes down "I think so." 




"Just one more thing," Mommy said, "you are going to need to practice your voice. To start, speak softly until we find a good pitch for you.




"Okay," I replied barely above a whisper.




"Alright, Let's go," Mommy said rolling her eyes as she got out.




She walked around and met me on my side of the car, then led me by the arm towards the strip mall. Thank god the place was deserted as it still was only midday. There were several stores, but the way Mommy was winding through the parking lot made it difficult to tell where she was taking me. We reached the sidewalk and walked down it, passing a few stores before Mommy turned and opened a door. It was the very last place I had considered.




"A tattoo shop?" I asked, trying to keep my voice low but failing. 

"You can get more than tattoos here, silly," Mommy said, taking my hand. "Now quiet down and relax."




She led us inside and walked to the counter. I had never considered getting a tattoo, and if that was what she had in mind, what exactly was she planning on getting for me? How on earth would I explain a tramp stamp to a guy at work? No, this was going to be insane if she made me do it.




"Lexi," Mommy called. "Lexi!" It took me a second to remember that was me. "Come here, sweetie," she said, waving me over. "You need to take a look at this paperwork."




"What's this for?" I asked as I walked to the counter.




"For your belly button ring, silly." Mommy said as if I had a clue.




I took a quick look at the form and thought about it. A belly button ring would be temporary and could be removed leaving barely anything behind. It was easier to hide this one from work, and since I no longer went to a public gym, the only person who saw me change was Mommy Aurora and my Doctor.




"Just sign right here, Lexi!" Mommy said reminding me not to sign the form Alex.

I signed it as naturally as possible and waited in the nearby seats. Mommy sat beside me, holding my hand tightly. She could tell I was nervous and did her best to calm me down. She reminded me of our mall purchases and how cute my toe color was. It worked briefly until a tattooed biker-looking guy came out from behind a curtain.




"You Lexi?" He spoke gruffly. I shook my head, unable to say anything. "Okay, come on." He waved.




I walked quickly in the flip-flops, gripping Mommy Aurora's hand even tighter. He glanced at me, half checking me out and half questioning me. If I spoke, he would know I was not Lexi and would most likely beat me senseless. The thought of going to jail or the hospital dressed like this was enough to make me keep my mouth shut!




"Lie down on the table and roll up your top." He gave instructions while sitting with his back to us.




I did as I was told and pulled up my shirt to just below my bra. Mommy had to help me because my hands did not want to stop shaking. She held my hand and looked down at me, assuring me that everything was going to be fine. For as scared as I was, her telling me that helped, and I gradually relaxed.




"You ready, sweetheart?" He asked as he rolled over to the table in his stool. I just nodded, still too afraid to speak. "This'll hurt just a bit."




He swabbed the area to sterilize it before using the swab to cover the skin around my belly button. I was happy that my stomach was relatively flat. He then did something to numb the area briefly before I felt the pinch, pressure, and sting of the piercing. It was very different from when I had my ears done, and I could not understand how guys got this done down there on their peckers. Thank God Mommy didn't want that done!!!




"There you go," he said, sitting back and taking the paper away. "All set."




"Thank you," I replied softly taking a mirror from him to inspect the piercing.




It was a small pink heart that looked like a diamond suspended from a couple of smaller diamonds below the bar. The gems were obviously costume jewelry, but Mommy was correct: it looked very cute. I carefully got up from the table and followed Mommy to the counter, where she paid cash for the piercing. She grabbed some cleaner to help keep me infection-free and led me back to the car. When I sat, I had to be careful not to bump or rub against the piercing because it hurt. As she drove, I tried to relax, but it was difficult after everything that had happened today. My clitty and balls had been pinned under me for hours by this point, and they hurt. Mommy pulled into our parking garage and turned off the car. That was when panic struck again.




"Listen to me honeybun," Mommy said without me saying a word, "we barely know our neighbors and we’ve been here for four years. For all they know we could be a family of six living in there and they'd have no clue! Just relax and act like everything's normal and no one will say a word okay?"




"Yes Mommy," I replied quietly while trying to femme up my voice.




She got out and waited for me at the trunk while she picked up the bags. When I got there she handed me a bunch of them and closed the trunk. We had to walk up two flights of stairs to reach the crosswalk from the garage to our building. Then it was just a quick elevator ride up eight floors and a long walk to our apartment. We only saw like two people on our walk, and none of them were close enough to even bother speaking to us. Mommy opened the door and let us in. It felt so good to finally be in our home!




"Tell you what," Mommy said, setting the bags down. "We don’t want to be ruining your pretty painted toes, so leave those flip flops on sweetie, and also take your jeans and shirt off carefully."




I slid out of the jeans, knowing it would finally provide some relief for my aching parts, and carefully removed the shirt so as not to tug on the piercing. I stood there waiting for Mommy's next instruction in my pale pink thong and panties-stuffed bra. She looked at me and giggled.




She tried to sound stern as she said, "Fold your clothes neatly, and I’ll find something for you to wear tonight." 

I truly hoped what she would find was in the VS bag. I folded the jeans and shirt carefully and then put them in my closet by the front door. All the while I was unable to take my eyes off the Victoria’s Secret bag.




"Did you have something in mind honeybun?" Aurora asked.




"Well," I mumbled, "we did buy that nightgown at Victoria's Secret this morning. That should work fine, right?"




"Would you really want to wear that?" She asked, holding it up. "I don’t know sweetie; I have been thinking about it since we left the mall, and I am not sure if I am a fan. I might just return it."




"What?!" I replied, unable to hide my shock. I knew right away this was a mistake.




"Why? Do you really like it?!" She asked raising an eyebrow at me, a small mischievous smile at one corner of her luscious red painted lips.




After pausing for a second I said admitting my defeat, "Yes I do Mommy, I like it a lot and I really want to wear it."




"Well, there will be a few things you must do first," Mommy said, reaching into the two adult toy store bags with a big grin. "First, take these," she said, handing me the numerous dildos, "and wash them off with the antibacterial soap."




As I walked into the kitchen with my hands literally full of cocks, I tried to think what exactly she wanted me to do with so many dildos. I had to remind myself that Mistress Aurora was still way ahead of me and was now playing me like a well-tuned instrument as she had been the past weeks. Removing the dildos from the packaging I washed them one at a time in the sink and let them air dry in the dish rack. As I did Mommy walked into the kitchen behind me and took the first dildo from the rack. She walked to the refrigerator and stuck the 7" dildo to the door just about the level of my crotch. She then took a few of the others and walked into the living room, out of sight, and returned a minute later without any of them. She took the remaining 7" dildos and disappeared again coming back into the kitchen empty-handed once again.




"You are going to have to earn that nightgown, honeybun," Mommy said, walking up to me and releasing my balls and clit from the gaffe. "To begin, we will work on your oral skills. I have placed the cocks you bought in all the house's rooms; whenever you enter one of them, suck that cock for five deep strokes with that sexy mouth of yours." Mommy said this while teasing my clitty through the thong I was wearing. "Why don’t you start with this one sweetie?" Mommy asked, tilting her head toward the refrigerator door, "and be careful when you kneel; you do not want to mess up your toes."




"Yes Mommy," I replied softly, suppressing a moan.




Walking to the refrigerator, I knelt on the smooth tile floor and wrapped my lips around the 7-inch shaft. I took the dildo as deep as I could in my mouth and relaxed my throat.




"Go deeper with each stroke, honeybun," Mommy said. "By number five, you should be touching the fridge with your nose." Mommy was pleased that I managed to barely touch the refrigerator door with my nose on number five. "Now, go find the others." Mommy ordered.




The next dildo was in the living room wall and I had to stand on my toes to take it into my mouth. I walked down the hall and found the next one. It was halfway between standing and kneeling, and I had to squat slightly to take it into my mouth. I found it easier to take each dildo until my nose was completely pressed against the wall. The next dildo was in my bathroom, on the full-length mirror behind the door, which was also kneeling height. With this dildo, I had to watch myself in the mirror as my mouth approached to take it in; thankfully, the makeup and wig made me appear more femme, and I could feel my clitty getting hard in my thong. I was not just a guy in some lingerie sucking dildos; I was the girl in that magazine who was being fed a hard cock. My clitty became so hard that it ached, and I was grateful that my cage was not on. There was another in my bedroom by the closet which I had to stand on my toes to take in as well. As I sucked this one, Mommy reached around and gently stroked my clitty once again through my thongs with just her fingertips.




"Oh my my, you are such a horny little sissy slut, aren't you baby?" She asked cupping my bare ass with her other hand.




I walked into Mommy's room and discovered the next one on her sliding closet door, which was also a full-length mirror. As my mouth approached the dildo, I took another look at my makeup and wig in the mirror.




"Are you having fun with your cocks tonight, honeybun?" Mommy asked, pressing her body against the back of my head. I could not respond because my mouth and throat were full of the latex dildo. "You look like a hot slut sucking that cock!" Mommy said in a low seductive whisper in my ears. "I'll bet you feel like one too… which is why that clitty of yours is so fucking hard right now." Mommy squatted closely behind me, as I groaned around the dildo in agreement. "You'd probably cum right now with two or three strokes wouldn't you?" Mommy asked as she teased my clitty once more through my now drenched-in precum thong.




I groaned harder and pressed my nose hard against the mirror, feeling the latex balls against my chin. My head was spinning not just from not being able to breathe but also from the thoughts racing through my head as well. As I pulled back I could see Mommy in the mirror, her look was ravenous as well, she was getting excited watching me do this which drove me on further!




"One more to find sweetie," Mommy whispered in my ear while continuing to squeeze my clit.




I stepped back from the dildo and walked to Mommy's bathroom, where the final one was waiting for me at a squatting height. It took some effort to find a comfortable position, which ended up being with my legs spread and my back arched, sticking my ass out. While I was on stroke three Mommy gave my bare ass a hard swat with her hand. I quickly stepped back and stood up.




"Oh no!" Mommy exclaimed. "No cheating babygirl," she said, waving her finger at me disapprovingly. "Get back down there and start from one again."




This time on stroke two she spanked me even harder. I grunted and continued sucking, trying not to skip a beat with my stroke. Halfway through stroke four, my other cheek got a swat, but I kept going. Mommy spanked me back to back three more times but I was able to get the final stroke deeper just as she had originally instructed.




"Alright, honeybun back to the living room." Mommy ordered leading me out of the bathroom. I went to follow her out to the hallway but she stopped me. "Forgetting something?" She asked. "You did just walk into the bedroom didn't you?"




"Yes, Mommy," I replied not following what she was saying.




"Each time you enter a room, you will give the cock in that room five strokes!" She said it firmly.




I took a few steps back, knelt in front of her closet door, and sucked the dildo five times. Joining her in the hallway, I squatted and sucked that dildo five times before joining her in the living room and sucking that dildo five more times. Mommy had me put away the shopping items one by one over the next hour. She would sometimes send me on random trips to her bathroom or kitchen, while other times she would combine the trips to see how many different combinations of dildos she could get me to suck. By the end of the hour, my clitty had been so hard that my balls were aching as well! Finally, Mommy let me kneel by her feet and relax for a minute.




"Do you want to see what is in that box?" Looking at the sealed box she had purchased from the adult toy store, Mommy asked.




I tried to remember to keep my toenails off the floor as I replied, "Yes, Mommy, I do."




Mommy slowly opened the box, removed a couple of DVDs, and handed them to me. Both featured sissies on the cover in highly provocative poses. She opened the first one and gave it to me.




"Go put it in the Playstation honeybun," Mommy said handing it to me.




I put the DVD into my PS5 that I no longer had any time to really play and set up the TV. When I turned around, Mommy was standing, holding a leather harness. She straightened it out, and I knew right away it was a strap-on harness. This was a different harness because it contained two shafts. They were both in a position to penetrate Mommy.




"We won't be needing these," Mommy said removing the two shafts. "Help me put this on."




Helping Mommy put on a strap-on harness was almost like loading the gun that was going to be used for my own execution. She told me to adjust the waist and then the back so it fitted comfortably.




"Hand me that 8" cock." Mommy pointed to one of the two remaining realistic dildos.




Mommy sat down to watch the movie with the TV remote in one hand and her dildo in the other. She seemed to not think about it but I couldn't notice how her fingers seemed to constantly touch and stroke the flesh-colored real-looking phallus sticking practically straight up in the air. We were quite the contrast; I sat with my legs crossed, while Mommy sat with one foot on the coffee table and her legs spread wide. She was obviously sitting as how a guy would. Plus she was still fully dressed and I was sitting in just my lingerie, I felt absolutely slutty, and my clitty was once again straining in my thong.




"All right, now pay close attention," Mommy said turning to make sure I was looking at the screen. "You could learn quite a lot from this girl."




As I turned to look at the screen I saw a brunette-haired sissy on her knees between a well-hung man's legs. He had a massive erection. The sissy licked him from beneath his balls all the way up the shaft before taking the glistening throbbing head into her mouth. It was incredibly hot watching her bob up and down the huge shaft, only pausing to lick the underside or suck his shaved and swollen balls.




"Lexi, stop drooling," Mommy smiled mischievously, reaching over and touching my aching crotch. "You already have a wet spot on your thong from all that precum you're leaking." I did not need to look down because I knew it was true. "Now get on your knees honeybun," Mommy said pointing between her legs, while turning and hitting the rewind on the remote. "I want you to exactly mimic your on-screen friend there sweetie."




 Mommy spread her legs so that I could crawl between them. Once I was in position, she slipped her right leg between my thighs and used her feet to rub my soft balls and clitty through my thong while I tried and imitated the actions of the brunette. I soon found that my long blond hair got in the way often and I had to keep sweeping it around my neck or behind my ear. 




Every now and then, Mommy would pause the DVD to make sure I was mastering every move. I felt extremely slutty while doing this, and I relished in the enjoyment that I was seeing in the sissy I was watching. When I saw the man whose cock she was sucking grab the back of her head and a handful of hair and watched him repeatedly ram her head down onto his cock, I trembled all over. He was using her mouth like a pussy and fucking it just as hard and rough. When Mommy slipped a hand around the back of my head I quaked with anticipation and fear.




"What do you think babygirl?" Mommy asked looking down at me while still massaging my crotch with her foot.




"It looks scary Mommy," I said softly.




"Don't worry honeybun," she said with a seductive devilish smile, "Mommy will be gentle."




Mommy slowly started to move my head up and down making sure to bury the dildo as deep into my throat as she could. She gradually increased the pace and intensity. I felt so incredibly slutty and sexy that I wanted to beg for more. No, I wanted to scream for more and enjoy this feeling forever. Then Mommy took it up even further!




"Like that babygirl?!" Mommy hissed, her voice dripping with haughtiness. "Suck it slut!" Her words, her voice, her hands controlling my head and ramming it into her massive phallus, I could feel my clitty ache and ooze precum. "Ohhhhhhh someone likes that doesn't she?" Mommy growled deepening her voice. "Someone likes being called a slut," Mommy smirked, "and being treated like a slut too don't you?" I groaned yes around the massive shaft. "I bet if I wanted," Mommy said slowing her hands down for a moment, "I could bend you over this couch and fuck your pussy with this cock couldn't I?" I was unable to respond; all I could do was tremble. "Exactly what I was thinking," Mommy laughed, "my little slut really wants to be used like one!" Mommy pushed me back and then stood up. While she is not particularly tall, she seems to tower over me now. "Get up whore!" She commanded. I immediately stood and waited for her next command. "Knees on the couch, elbows on the back, and keep your eyes straight ahead!" Her tone was strict and authoritative.




Mommy pulled my thong off my hips and over my bubble butt, allowing it to sit on top of my thighs. I felt exposed and very, very slutty. I felt like an absolute whore. My emotions and senses were on an overload. I even felt as if I could feel every single strand of hair from my blonde wig touching my face. While I had never imagined myself in this position, the feeling was incredibly intoxicating. Mommy seemed to take forever, and when her fingers touched my backside, I nearly jumped.




"Just relax." Mommy spoke in stark contrast to how she had spoken just a few seconds ago. "Take nice controlled deep breaths," Mommy said as I felt several slick fingers rubbing around my pussy opening. "It will be easier if you just stay relaxed baby."




"Yes, Mommy," I replied breathlessly.




I tensed up as soon as I felt something press against the opening of my pussy. It was a natural bodily reaction, but I judged myself for doing it. Mommy seemed unphased and continued to talk softly to me reminding me over and over to relax and breathe. On the third attempt, the rubber plug Mommy had picked from today’s shopping was in her hand and she started to penetrate me using it. I couldn't help but moan hungrily.




"You are doing great, honeybun," Mommy said in a soft and smooth voice. "This one is just a little bigger than the one you are used to, but you’ll get used to this sooner than you know."




Mommy was not lying when she said it was bigger. She used the plug like a dildo inserting just a little more with each slow push. Eventually, the largest part of the plug slipped inside my pussy which then clamped down around it. Mommy then pulled my thong back up, making sure to tug it into place. The thong was now even tighter around my swollen balls and aching clitty.




"I think you've had enough for one night," Mommy said letting her fingers gently glide over my burning flesh. "Take your bra off and fold the panties in your cups," Mommy said stepping back so she could watch, "and I'll help you get ready for bed."




A moment later I stood before her wearing just the wig and tiny thong. While I felt a bit silly I was still so aroused it didn't matter. Mommy picked up the soft lacy red nightgown I had fallen in love with and held it up in front of me.




"While I am sure you would like to put this on right now," Mommy said, cupping my clitty, "these will make it difficult and ruin the look. Don't you agree?"




"Yes, Mommy," I said unsure of what she was up to.




"I know a quick way to fix it," Mommy said, moving closer to me I could feel her hot breath on me, "but you might not like it," she whispered. Just then I felt Mommy's hand lift off my crotch. She must have flicked her wrist because her four fingers swatted my balls not-so-gently the next second. It was not hard enough to knock me over or make my eyes water, but what had previously been a raging hard clitty began to shrink.




"Sorry, sweetie," Mommy said, turning to reach for the pink chastity cage, "but if I had told you I was going to flick your cute balls like that, you would have complained." Of course, Mommy, as always, was correct. "Now, pull your thong down so I can lock you away again." Mommy put the cage in place and locked it with the small brass lock. "Now pull back up your thong and put on your sexy nightgown." she smiled.




The nightgown was everything I expected it to be. It was a light, soft, and oh-so-delicate feeling. My clitty attempted to get hard again but was quickly stopped by the plastic prison it was locked in. Mommy's hands ran over the soft sheer material, driving me insane, her fingers found my nipples over the lace, and she quickly pinched and teased them, making me moan once more, I could at the same time, feel my pussy clamping and clench around the big rubber plug lodged deep inside it. The feeling of the soft material over my shaved body was amazing. I was once again in a complete sensory overload. Mommy then handed me the robe which I put on as well. I could not wait to see myself in the mirror!




"Okay honeybun," Mommy said releasing me, "Why don't you head off to bed! Make sure to kiss all your new toys a good night like the good little slut you are, and take care of your wig, and don’t forget to leave your heels by your bedside."




"Yes Mommy," I replied dutifully.




I made my way past the dildos along the way, trying to take every one of them as deep into my mouth as possible with every stroke. In the bathroom, I was finally able to see my reflection. The robe was really more for show than for covering and when I walked, the generous slit in the leg showed my sexy nightgown through the robe too. With heels, it would show even more! I just could not wait until morning. 




Thirty minutes after Mommy had sent me to bed, the wig was on a Styrofoam head on my dresser, my heels were next to my bed so I could put them on before I got up, and all of the dildos had touched the back of my throat for exactly five times. I couldn't imagine what kind of dreams I'd have after the night I just experienced, but I couldn't wait!




***




I was making good progress with my training after six months of living as Lexi. I was hoping however that a week-long business trip would give me a relief of sorts. Every year, the regional managers for my company would get together; it was always a great "guys week" because 99% of us were men. During the day, we would be in boring meetings, but at night, we would be out late drinking and talking endlessly till the sun would eventually come out. I had become good friends with five of them and we always looked forward to it. I did not say much to Mistress Aurora in the days leading up to it, hoping to be able to simply slink away on Monday for the trip. She proved to me on Sunday evening that she was still one step ahead.




"Are you excited for your trip tomorrow, honeybun?" She asked as I knelt in front of her and painted her toes.




"Ummm, yes, Mommy," I replied, feeling her other foot slide further between my legs until her painted toes were pressing and gliding against my neon pink thong.




"It will be fun to see the guys again," she added, roughly rubbing my swollen clitty through the satin material of my thong. "I know you always have fun on these trips."




"Yes, we do," I said sheepishly. "I am sure it will be a little tamer this year."




"Ohh don’t bullshit me honeybun!" Mistress Aurora exclaimed with a little giggle. "I'm sure Caleb will round all you guys up to go to the strip club just like he has done every year so far!"




"I don't think I would go." I sheepishly replied.




"Whyyy?!" She quipped pulling her foot away. "Think you'll get too aroused by what they are wearing than them taking it off?"




As much as her foot had been uncomfortable, I missed the sensation of her foot massaging my aching balls now. I even slid forward just a bit in the hope she would resume.




"I don't know," I replied not really able to come up with an excuse that would sound anywhere close to reasonable, "I just don't know if-"




"If you should go look at naked girls while they dance around?!" she asked, I shrugged my shoulders. "And what excuse would you give Caleb that he wouldn't shoot down in a heartbeat? ‘Sorry, Caleb, I can't go ogle strippers because I dress like one now. Wanna see?’"




"Oh my! Mommy he should never find out!" I felt the blood leave my face and turn white at that idea.




Caleb was always a blast, he was the life of the party, but he couldn't keep a secret to even save his life! If he ended up knowing even half of what was going on with me everyone in the conference would know before it ended! He'd probably stand on the table and announce to everyone I had been taking blow job lessons!




"Don't worry honeybun," Mistress Aurora said chuckling while resuming my panty massage with her foot, "He doesn’t need to about our little secret here." she said adding a little more pressure on my clitty, before quickly pulling her feet away, leaving me to moan slightly out of desperation, "Now hurry up so you can get to bed, you have an early flight tomorrow."




"I still need to pack too," I said as I resumed painting her toenails.




"Oh, I already took care of that for you!" She exclaimed in far too happy a tone to make me feel at ease. "Don't look so worried," she smirked, "you have some boy clothes in there. Promise!"




I did not dare to ask how much boy clothing was covered by the term "some." Instead, I did my best to continue to trust her. I never felt threatened or worried about my safety on any of our trips out. Mistress Aurora was always in complete control of any situation, and I knew that even if I was two-thirds of the way across the country, she would still be in total control.




"I wanted to ask about that, Mommy." I struggled to find the right words: "I will never get through the metal detector with the brass lock on my cage."




"Oh, I know that baby girl!" Mommy Giggled.




"So how am I going to make it through airport security?" I asked as she changed which foot was in my lap.




"Don't you worry your pretty little head about that honeybun," she smirked, "I'll make sure you aren't strip searched by the TSA!" she covered her mouth and continued to giggle.




Interestingly, this did not make me feel any better about things. Rather than pushing the issue, I painted the toes of her other foot. While I had always looked forward to these conventions, I was not looking forward to this one anymore. She had packed for me, I had a cage on my clitty with a brass lock that would set off the metal detector at the airport, and this trip was not going to provide the escape I had hoped for. 

"I have more good news for you, honeybun," Mistress Aurora said out of the blue, "you're going to have some very specific rules for this week but if you're a good girl and behave well, I have a very, very big surprise for my honeybun on Friday night." she smiled.




Usually, a "big surprise" from her meant a real orgasm. Mistress Aurora typically milked me a couple of times a week but all that ever did was make me even more hornier and frustrated than I was already pretty much 24/7. I didn't dare push any further, there was no way she would tell me her surprise after all.




"I will do everything I can to follow your instructions, Mommy," I replied obediently.




"Good girl, now go get ready for bed."




"Yes Mommy," I replied scooping up the nail polish bottle and then headed to the bathroom.




I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror trying to reassure myself. My reflection was exciting to me still no matter how scary things had become. Standing before me was a tall platinum blond in a white lace robe with a neon pink satin bra and white silk stockings. Of course, the reflection was tall as I had on four-inch white Mary Jane heels along with the previously mentioned neon pink thong. My chest was an inexpensive set of foam-filled boobs that had a bit of an unnatural angle to them and no movement. Any time we went out I had to wear something that hid my cleavage entirely because they were not realistic at all. Just like that, I'd gone from wondering how I'd make it through my guy's week to wondering about getting a more realistic set of boobs! I shook my head in disgust and confusion then went about brushing my teeth and going to the bathroom before putting on the nightie Mistress Aurora had laid out for me. For tonight it was a hot pink babydoll with black lace trimmings and it came with a pair of matching sheer boyshorts panties. I returned to the living room so Mistress Aurora could look at her selection.




"Oh, I love that color on you!" She exclaimed with a wide grin. "It's so feminine I can't stand it!"




"Thank you, Mommy," I replied as I felt my face turn bright red.




"Head off to bed honeybun," she instructed, "I'll be up for a while longer."




"Yes, Mistress Aurora," I replied as I headed off to bed.




I was asleep by the time she came to bed. The next morning, I woke up a couple of hours earlier than normal which was one of the reasons I hated flying. In the bathroom, Mistress Aurora had laid out a nude camisole and black lace high-cut bikinis for me to wear. I should have known I was going to wear lingerie because as time had gone by, the amount of male clothing I had in my wardrobe kept decreasing, Not like I had a huge collection even before, but whatever little male clothing I had, have considerably decreased. Outside of work clothing, Now I had one pair of jeans, one pair of casual pants, two T-shirts, and two pairs of boxers. I showered and shaved just as I would any normal morning, and thankfully Mistress Aurora had allowed me to skip my workout this morning. Dressed in my panties and camisole, I went into our kitchen to prepare a light breakfast. On the kitchen table was a note from Mistress Aurora with instructions for the week ahead.




"That surprise on Friday better be a good one!" I whispered to myself reading over her list.




Next to the list was the key locking the chastity cage to my body, however, next to that were two numbered shipping tags that were in the shape of a heart. I was to put all the three of them in my carry-on and I had to remove the brass lock and replace it with the shipping tag before I started to the airport, and I will have to then put the cage back on as soon as I cleared through security when I landed. With only two of these one-use plastic tags, I would not be able to remove the real brass one until the end of the week when it was time to leave back once again, she had specific instructions to send her the pictures of my locked clitty every time I had to replace the locks, and I for sure knew I was going to follow all it and get my "big surprise" this Friday, I also wished I had gotten precheck clearance, it would’ve been a lot less hassle and waiting. Looking at the door I saw my backpack, suitcase, and garment bag all waiting for me. I made my way back to the bedroom and kissed Mistress Aurora goodbye thanking her for packing for me.




"You're welcome sweetie," she said still half asleep, "have a safe flight."




I returned to the kitchen and removed the lock to the chastity cage setting it on the table next to the key. For whatever reason I waited until I got to the door and started putting on my boy clothing to remove the cage. The moment I took the cage off my clitty sprung to life pretty quickly filling the front of my bikini, much to my amazement it would stay that way for the entire thirty-minute drive to the airport! I put on a pair of brown casual pants, a pale yellow colored golf shirt, and casual shoes, I grabbed my bags and headed out still not daring to look at what Mommy had picked and packed inside them for me. I made my way near the security checkpoint, I then entered the men's room near it and got into the very last stall from the bathroom entrance. Taking out the pink plastic cage and my heart-shaped plastic tag I put it back on and then texted Mistress Aurora a ‘view once’ picture of my locked clitty. I felt silly sending a "Dick Pic" but it wasn't your typical one. Just as we were about to have to turn on the flight mode on our phones, I received a reply from who has lately been my Mommy, Mistress, and pretty much everything ~ Aurora.




"Have a safe flight and a fun week baby girl!" She had texted a seductive selfie of her sheer babydoll-covered body lying down on the bed.




Oh God! I was once again starting to strain against the plastic confines of my cage in the black lace panties I was wearing under my normal-looking soft-colored male clothes in a full flight on a Monday morning to New York. This woman was driving me insane and I am absolutely enjoying every second of being in it. What else does she have in store for me for the rest of the week? And what was that Big Surprise for the weekend? I couldn’t wait!

◆◆◆





Chapter 4


Two flights later, I arrived at my final destination. Waiting in baggage claim, I texted Mistress Aurora to let her know I had arrived, when I felt a hand touch my back; instead of wondering who it was, I was relieved I was not wearing a bra under my shirt! It was Caleb.




"Hey man how the fuck are you!?!" He bellowed in the crowded space.




"Great man," I responded, much quieter than him, "how was your flight?"




"Not bad," he replied with his usual bravado. "I think I coulda nailed one of the stewardesses if it had been longer."




I sarcastically replied, "I do not think they do flights that circumnavigate the globe in one stop."




While Caleb waited in line for a cab, I picked up my bags. After checking into our hotel rooms, Caleb and I went straight to the bar. Eventually, our group of friends got together and shot the shit, catching up on what we had done in the year since the previous conference. By the time I stumbled back to my room it was pretty late, I texted Mistress Aurora to let her know I was heading to bed, and much to my surprise my phone rang immediately after.




"Did you have fun with the boys honeybun?" Mistress Aurora asked.




"Yes, Mommy," I replied feeling more than a bit of a buzz, should’ve stopped at the third round.




"Good! "I packed you a lovely purple nightgown to wear to bed tonight," she instructed, "and tomorrow you will wear the baby pink lingerie I sent with you as well. Understand baby girl?!"




"Yes, Mommy," I replied, opening my suitcase to reveal nothing but lingerie and heels.




"Oh, and whenever you are in the room, you will be wearing an appropriately coordinating pair of heels." She spoke with an obvious air of superiority in her voice. "Do it now!"




"Yes, Mistress Aurora," I replied slipping on the two-inch platform with five-inch purple patent heels.




"Good girl, text me in the morning once you are dressed so I can see how it looks."




She hung up before I could say anything. There was nearly a three-hour time difference between her and me, and whatever time it was here, it was even later there. I quickly brushed my teeth and changed into my nightgown so I could sleep. Unfortunately, the drinking had caused me to wake up a couple of times during the night, requiring me to put on my heels and toddle to the bathroom. My alarm went off in the morning, and as usual, I got up at the first ring and grabbed my toiletry bag from my larger suitcase. I travel a lot, so I keep my toiletries in my check-in bag to make things easier. As expected, my toiletries were identical to those I had at home, and it looked like I would not be able to take a few days off from shaving my legs. 




While I was getting ready, I received a series of texts, some from Caleb and the guys about breakfast, others from Mistress Aurora about how I was going to spend the rest of the week. She politely reminded me that, just like at home, I would not be permitted to dress in my boy’s clothes until it was time to leave. Now dressed in my baby pink thong, garter belt, seamed tan stockings, pink heels, and a matching baby pink camisole I laid out my grey suit for the day. I didn't recognize the dress shirts that she had packed, most were now softer colors. Finally, I settled on a pale blue one and a coordinating tie.




"Son of a bitch!" I hissed as I put on the dress shirt.




Most men don't realize this but there is little difference between a woman's collared dress shirt and a man's. The one difference between the two is women's dress shirts and blouses button from the left side. Mistress Aurora had replaced my dress shirts with women's dress shirts, honestly, with a tie on no one would notice but it was still the mental reminder that she enjoyed dressing me as a girl. I finished getting ready and headed downstairs to breakfast with the guys. Other than not being able to use the urinal during breaks the day went just about as normally as other conferences in the past. At lunch, we went to Hooters around the corner from the conference center. Caleb always preferred so-called breasteraunts. At the end of the first day's session, I got a call from Mistress Aurora.




"How was your day baby?" she asked.




"It was good," I replied, feeling slightly sheepish as people milled around me, "thank you."




"Did you like your new shirts honeybun?"




"That was quite a surprise," I said softly. "I wasn't expecting that."




"Well, I got bored and wanted to surprise you," she laughed. "I have another surprise for you in a couple of days as well! One you are going to absolutely L O V E!" I could imagine what it was and hoped I was correct, I was horny and I so badly needed to cum! "Is Caleb there this year?"




"Yes, he is," I said. "He is actually walking up to me right now."




"Oh great! Put me on speakerphone!" I hesitated at this request. "Lexi, sweetie, unless you want to wear that fiery red lingerie set I packed for you underneath a white shirt tomorrow, you'd better put me on loudspeaker right now Alex!" I gave in quickly considering she used my real last name after Lexi. "Caleb, how have you been?"




"Hey, Rory!" Caleb beamed big as he spoke to her. "How's my favorite Blonde doing?"




"I'm doing well Sweetie," Mommy. replied, "So was it Hooters for lunch, or was it Bone Daddy’s?"




"Darling, You know me too well," Caleb replied with a laugh, "and it was Hooters thank you very much."




"You are a predictable bunch," Mistress Aurora laughed. "So, is the strip club on Wednesday or Thursday night?"




"Probably Thursday; why are you planning to fly out and join us?" Caleb teased.




"That's a long way to go to look at some fake boobs Caleb," she chuckled, "but make sure you get my guy a lap dance from a hot blondie, would you?"




"Oh, if you insisted!" Caleb said elbowing me as she spoke.




"Well, he's had a tough few weeks and needs to blow off some steam." Mistress Aurora told him.




"Oh, I am sure I can make it happen!" Caleb said with a wide grin and another firm nudge.




"Well just make sure those girls don't try and steal him away!" She teased before she hung up.




"Dude, I fucking love her," Caleb laughed taking a big swig of his beer, "you'd better marry her before I do!"




The idea of Caleb trying to marry Mistress Aurora was quite a vision. Caleb was 6'4 and built like a typical jock, he exactly wasn't the type you'd put in lingerie. Then again, I hadn't thought I was the type you put in lingerie either, and here I was with a sexy matching lingerie set on under my clothes! After a couple of hours of nonchalant conversation, Caleb and I finished our drinks and then parted ways for the night. As soon as I got back to the room, I called Mistress Aurora.




"How was your day honeybun?" She teased. "Are you dressed appropriately?"




"Yes, Mommy.," I replied dutifully, "lingerie, heels, and wig."




"Good girl," Mommy said, making me feel warm inside. "I have been bored without you; who is going to clean up my toys?" I am sure Mommy could hear my soft moan as my clitty swelled in my cage at the thought of her masturbating and letting me clean off her dildo with my mouth. "Listen to you getting all excited," Mistress Aurora teased. "If only you knew how little I was wearing!" I couldn't hide my groan at her words as I strained against my cage.




"Yo dude!" I heard Caleb pound on the door to my room. "Let's go, there are single moms in  need of our hard-earned money!"




"You'd better not keep him waiting," Mistress Aurora laughed, "he might break down the door and demand a lap dance!" she giggled.




"Hang on, Caleb!" I called to the door. "What should I do, Mommy?" I hissed into the phone, already slipping off my heels.




"You put on pants, a shirt, and regular shoes, then go ogle at naked women!" Mistress Aurora chuckled. "You only get to take off one item of clothing so choose wisely!"




"Yes, Mistress Aurora," I replied quietly. "Caleb, give me a couple of minutes; I am in the bathroom!"




"Hurry the hell up, dude!" He replied.




Less than five minutes later, I was leaving the hotel room wearing a collared shirt, casual pants, and shoes. Underneath, I wore seamed lace top stockings, a lace thong, a garter belt, and a camisole. I was probably dressed in more lingerie than half the women I would meet! The rideover was as raucous as usual, with Caleb leading the way in amplifying the excitement. I was sure he was completely different at home, and this was the one time a year he could truly let his hair down. We got to the strip club and inside, where Caleb got us a table right in the middle of the action.




"Excuse me," he said, flagging down a lovely blonde. "My friend's girlfriend said he needed a lap dance tonight; would you mind doing the honor?"




"Oh, I like a woman with confidence!" She said putting her hand on my shoulder.




Caleb handed her the money and in an instant, I was being led off to one of the side areas reserved and secluded for lap dances.




"My name's Pamela." She said with a smile.




"Hello, Pamela. My name is Alex." I replied sheepishly.




Pamela wore a pair of shiny silver patent knee-high boots with a 4" platform, tight silver high-waisted booty shorts, and a white fishnet crop top that barely covered her metallic silver bra and its contents.




"Why don't we sit over here until the next song starts." She said leading me to a long couch.




At the far end of it, a gorgeous redhead was giving a lap dance to another man. I envied her ability to move her hips the way she did in the heels she had on. While I was lost in thought, Pamela sat next to me and placed her hand on my right thigh, right on the garter clasp. She made some small talk, which I barely noticed because I was more concerned with her hand than anything else. Somehow, she seemed not to feel the clasp, I think it was right in the palm of her hand but because of its relaxed position, her hand hovered barely above it. As the song ended, Pamela shifted to stand up, placing two of her fingers directly on the clasp. I felt my face flush deeply as she looked down and then up at me.




"Alex, do you have any medical conditions you would like to tell me about before we start?" She asked as she ran her fingers around the clasp.




"Ummm, no medical conditions." I stammered suddenly, feeling extremely warm. "It's okay if you don't want to do this, we can just tell my buddy that you did."




Pamela moved the clasp to the strap that attached to my garter belt, slipping a finger under it through my loose-fitting pants. She lifted it up, allowing the strap to snap back to my skin before following the clasp down to my leg, where she could clearly feel the lace top stocking I was wearing.




"Alex, what do you want to tell me?" She said raising an eyebrow at me.




I could feel my cheeks turning bright red as I tried to think of something to tell her.




"I, my um, it is kinda..." I couldn't find the words to explain anything.




"Relax, honey," she said, softly squeezing my leg. "Your secret is safe with me." Her voice and eyes conveyed reassurance. "Plus, now we've missed the start of the song, so we have all the time in the world for you to tell me what's going on baby."




"I am wearing lingerie," I blurted out much louder than I had intended; "My girlfriend is also my Mistress, and I wear it all the time. I dress and live completely as a girl at home for her."




It felt good to get it out, I rambled for over a minute to Pamela about my secret sissy lifestyle and how I now live. I must have said half a dozen times that the guys I was with had no idea about me and never could know. Pamela said my secret was safe with her. Thankfully the guy with the redhead left, for a moment Pamela and the redhead exchanged a quick look. Obviously, it was odd that she hadn't started dancing yet as we'd been there now for two full songs.




"Well see that wasn't so difficult was it? Pamela smirked as she asked, "I bet you look sexy in lingerie as well. Think your Mistress is home now?"




"She was when we last talked before we came here," I replied. "Why?!"




"Give me your phone!" Pamela basically demanded. "Hurry up, before your loudmouth friend buys someone else a lap dance!"




I did as she said, handing her my phone; she quickly scrolled through it before standing up and moving to the end of the recently vacated couch. My mind raced. What the hell was I supposed to be doing? She had my phone, there was no way Caleb would want to leave so I was trapped. I could not think straight. Actually, that wasn't true, my mind was racing but I couldn't stop it long enough to come up with a coherent thought!




"She wants to talk to you, Lexi," Pamela said holding my phone out for me. "Move over to the corner so you can hear her better."




Pamela had me sit with my legs spread so she could stand between them. The timing was almost perfect as another dancer came in with a customer. While I was on the phone with Mommy, Pamela was gyrating her butt into my lap.




"Seems like you made a friend, honeybun!" Mommy giggled as she spoke. "Don't worry she isn't going to say a word to Caleb or the rest of the Neanderthals." I breathed a sigh of relief as Pamela turned around putting her left thigh over my leg and all but shoving her breasts on either side of my face. "But you will be very polite to her the rest of the night," Mommy said, "and give her a nice tip for being so understanding of your situation."




"Yes Mommy," I replied.




With her leg and body blocking most of anyone else's view Pamela reached between my legs grabbing my crotch. There was no denying that she was grabbing a plastic cage that housed my cock.




"Poor baby," she whispered into my ear, "I bet this makes it difficult to enjoy yourself."




"Yes, it does," I admitted, blushing again.




"You should call me Mistress Pamela, Lexi." She instructed.




"Yes Mistress Pamela," I replied knowing I really didn't have a choice.




The song ended, and Mistress Pamela extended her hand, signaling that it was time for me to stand. As she led me past the strawberry blonde dancer who was now performing a lap dance, I reached into my pocket and pulled out some money. I handed her one of my twenties, as that was all I had at the time.




"Thank you for keeping my secret safe, Mistress Pamela," I said, leaning into her to avoid speaking too loudly.




"Oh, you are welcome, Lexi." She whispered into my ear while giving me a kiss on the cheek.




I desperately fought the urge to run as I headed back to the table where Caleb had ordered shots for everyone. Needless to say, I downed mine without hesitation! For the moment things appeared to be normal, that was until the petite redhead that had been giving a lap dance to the customer when we arrived walked up to my right side without warning.




"Hi Sweetie," she whispered in my ear as her left hand slid down my butt finding the garter strap there, "your secret is safe with me too."




Completely dumbfounded I had no way of responding before she walked off.




"What the hell was that!?!" Caleb all but shouted from across the table.




"What?" I replied trying to appear calm.




"That girl just came up, out of the blue, and whispered in your ear," he pointed at the redhead as she walked away, "and it looked like she grabbed your ass!"




"Maybe she heard I was a good tipper," I said sheepishly while grabbing a beer from the table.




He might have bought it if a second dancer had not come up and done nearly the same thing, but this time her hand was on the front of my pants as she felt the clasp, then grazed the front of my cage before walking away. I was in a state of agony and ecstasy; the attention made all the guys around me jealous while also making my cage extremely uncomfortable. Most jealous of all was Caleb who couldn't understand how I had garnered such attention so easily. Caleb was in tears by the time the fifth dancer appeared, this time from behind, to tug both straps on the backs of my legs at the same time. He summoned Mistress Pamela over for a lap dance of his own. Just over three songs later, he returned, making a big show of giving her $50 as a tip.




"Let's see who's more popular now!" He said triumphantly sitting waiting for attention.




I had to admit Mistress Pamela was wonderful with this and seemed to be having the time of her life. Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed her talking to a rather buxom brunette. The brunette then circled a couple of tables until she was standing directly on the other side of Caleb from where I was positioned. The brunette lowered her gaze sauntering toward our table. Caleb happily patted his lap waiting for the woman to all but fall into it but at the last minute, she turned deftly avoiding his swinging arm as he tried to lure her in. Instead, she walked right up to me letting her left hand glide up my chest and behind my neck while her right hand cupped my crotch giving my aching balls and caged cock a firm squeeze.




"This will really drive your buddy wild won't it honeybun?" She whispered into my ear, giving my crotch another squeeze.




"Yes, it will Mistress" I replied as she slowly backed away.




"All right, seriously?" Caleb let out a shout. "What in the hell was that?" I shrugged my shoulders as if I had no idea what he was talking about. "You have got to be kidding me," he said, downing his drink in disgust. "That’s it, I am done with this place! Let's go fellas."




The other guys groaned about leaving but eventually gave in. It was already late, and we had a conference in the morning. To be honest, Caleb was the only one who wanted to go out, so we just went along with it to shut him up! On our way out the door, Mistress Pamela managed to make sure I walked close by her, so she could give my butt a smack causing Caleb to barely say a word on the drive back to the hotel. I texted Mommy once I was back in the room, and she called almost immediately. I gave her the rundown of the evening's events, which left her in stitches. Caleb looked pretty hungover in the morning as if he had tried to drown his sorrows over not being the most popular guy in the strip club after we returned. He was still so butt hurt about it that when Thursday night came, the night we would have traditionally gone out, Caleb didn't want anything to do with it.




After our awards dinner, I went up to my room and got ready for the trip home the following day. As I packed, dressed in a long soft sheer pink nightgown, matching boyshorts panties in lace, and a modest 3" mules, I could only imagine what housekeeping thought as they entered my room every day. Two suits, two pairs of khakis, and four dress shirts were neatly hung in the closet, with one pair of regular men's dress shoes and three pairs of sexy women's heels at the bottom. The drawers contained nothing but lingerie, in different colors, and all of them were sexy, not one of them was the normal traditional lingerie women wore, these were all designed to make the viewer and the wearer feel hot, and all of the toiletries were designed specifically for women. I shook my head and continued to pack knowing none of them would say anything to anyone else. My phone soon rang, and it was Mommy.




"So, no strip club tonight, I assume?" Mommy said sounding a bit disappointed.




"No, Mommy," I said, "Caleb seemed a little pissed after the last trip."




"Well, when we hang up, you will need to text a picture of yourself to Mistress Pamela," she said, clearly proud of her new friend; "she and the girls were really hoping to see you again tonight!" I agreed that I would. "So tomorrow you can remove the shipping lock from your cage when you get to the airport before you go through security," she said, "but make sure to put it back on before you board the flight."




"Yes Mommy," I replied dutifully.




"Be a good girl, Lexi," Mistress added. "I have big plans for you this weekend, so behave yourself and you will get an amazing reward." I agreed again; her rewards had always proven to be worthwhile. They were always worth it when compared to her punishments! "I'll text you that number in a minute," she instructed, "no face but as full length as you can make it."




"Yes Mommy" I replied thinking the small full-length mirror by the front door would work best.




As soon as we hung up, I went to the mirror and stuck one leg through the slit in my nightgown. I took a couple of photos, making sure to capture the heels I was wearing while holding the phone in front of my face, masking myself from the view, and then choosing the best one as the text arrived. Now that I had Mistress Pamela's phone number, I texted her the better picture and waited for her response. It didn't take long, she wanted to see the cage. I complied by pulling up my nightgown with my right hand and pushing my panties down with my left. The return text from her was several laughing face emojis and a promise to share it with all her friends. There was an odd rush in sharing the photo with Mistress Pamela, knowing she would share it with the other women there. I secretly hoped we would be back here for the convention next year.




"Thank goodness I left my face out," I told myself as I finished packing. 







The morning session was relatively boring. Caleb seemed back to his old self although he didn't mention the trip to the strip club at all which was often the topic of Friday conversation. After the conference, I headed to the airport in my khakis, golf shirt, nude silk thigh highs, and a nude satin thong. I checked in and went to the men's room to remove my cage and put it in my carry-on. Almost immediately my cock sprang to life making me regret the choice of satin bottoms. I did manage to make it through security ducking back into another men's room where my still semi-rigid cock was not ready to be caged. I had two choices to get him soft enough to fit into the cage, one would get me in big trouble and the other would be a bit uncomfortable. I decided to go with being a bit uncomfortable rather than punishment, a light rap of my swollen balls later, and soon my cock fit the pink cage perfectly. A few hours later I was happily back home. I opened the front closet door and removed my pants and golf shirt, ready to change into whatever Mommy had left for me. Instead, there was a note hanging from the rack.




"Go into the guest room; there are instructions on the bed. Open only one envelope at a time as numbered. ~ Mommy A."




I walked in my stocking feet to the guest room almost falling over as I opened the door. The bedroom was now painted in a light pink color, with one wall behind the bed painted in a brighter hot pink, and had a tall dresser and long bureau that were white with different flowers in different shades of pink on each drawer. There was also a matching pair of nightstands on either side of the bed which was also covered in new light pink bedding! There were two posters on the walls with shirtless guys on them, with one holding a towel that barely covered his crotch! On the bed were several numbered envelopes, I opened the one marked "1" and sat on the bed hoping it would answer my question. The letter inside informed me that the guest room from now was going to be my new room as my clothes were taking up too much space in Mommy's closet and that I woke up too early to do my exercises for her liking. All my clothing had been moved into the guest bedroom, which was now my room, and my toiletries were now in the small attached bath. The letter closed by telling me to shower and shave again and promised me a surprise.




"So this wasn't the surprise?" I said looking at the now extremely feminine room. The paint, floral lace curtains, pink satin sheet-covered bed, and the complete decor made it look like it was a little girl’s dream room. 




I did as instructed making sure to do a thorough job of shaving my body and face before heading back into the bedroom in just a long white robe to open envelope two.




"In your closet, you have new heels, and in your dresser's top drawer, you have new lingerie." Was all the note had on it.




I opened the drawer removing a zip-front pink satin corset, a new pair of seamed white lace top stockings, and a tiny pair of white panties with three rows of pink ruffles across the back and front. In the closet was a pair of towering pink patent heels with white ribbon bows on the back, they had to be over 6 inches tall with 2-inch platforms! I decided the stockings would be the best place to start and put them on using the white framed full-length mirror in the corner to make sure the seams were perfect in the back. The corset was snug, but I was able to zip it up without much difficulty. With the garters attached, I pulled on the small pair of panties and stepped into the heels before returning to the bed for envelope 3.




"You have new hot pink lipstick in the bathroom and matching fake nails as well as a great pair of expensive false boobs. Slut it up for Mommy, Lexi!"




The fake breasts were heavy and felt almost like real breasts as I hefted them! I was able to squeeze them into the corset cups and then applied my makeup as directed. The red lipstick and nails did not disappoint, they were "catch me, fuck me" red! With those done, I headed for envelope 4 now fully wondering what outfit would be finishing such amazing lingerie!




"The right side of the closet has the remaining parts of your outfit, take care putting them on."




My hands shook as I approached the closet door and slid it open. I nearly gasped when I saw a massive white and pink petticoat and a tiny pink maid's dress hanging in there! With the heels, it took me a bit to step into the petticoat but it felt so amazing sliding up my legs it didn't matter at that point. The bottom of the petticoat covered my stocking tops and the top almost fell like a shelf around my waist! I had to pull the dress on over my head, it was pink satin with white ruffles around the neckline which I set off each shoulder. The short zipper pulled the soft material tight to my corset causing me to feel almost lightheaded for a minute. When I turned around and looked at myself in the mirror, From my eyes to my toes I looked like an absolute sexy, slutty feminine French maid! I couldn't wait to open the next envelope and all but ran to the bed to get to it.




"There are earrings, bracelets, and a necklace in your jewelry box and the maid's apron is behind it folded neatly. Go put them on next."




First, I put on the white satin with pink lace trim apron, which almost lay flat on my tiny dress. There was a big satin bow in the back, but it closed with a hook and eye behind me making the lovely bow just for decorative purposes. I put on a pair of gold and rhinestone dangly earrings that clipped onto both ears, followed by four thin golden bracelets on each wrist. Finally, there was the necklace, an incredibly delicate gold chain with a heart engraved with the word "sissy." It was perfect! I looked at the bed and noticed two more envelopes! I dashed in my heels to open the next one.




"The wig you’ll be wearing is on the top shelf, be very careful with it. Also, behind it is your feather duster. No slutty French Sissy Maid should be without a feather duster!"




I took a moment to collect myself before opening the closet and finding the wig. It was amazing. It was blonde with seemingly hundreds of layered curls that would fall down my neck and around my shoulders. Removing the wig from the shelf, I made my way quickly back into the bathroom to put it on. I had not even noticed the tiny maid's cap pinned to the wig. The whole outfit gave me goosebumps! I took my time making sure the wig was perfectly and securely in place before returning for my feather duster. I had to stand on my toes to get there, but I did find the feather duster. The duster part was normal with large grey and white feathers, but the handle was definitely not, it was a realistic-looking 8 or 9-inch dildo! I blushed deeply as I felt my mouth water while looking at the cock-like handle in my hands. Turning around, I noticed one more unopened envelope. I set the duster aside and then opened it.




"While you are a sissy maid you are also a maid, which means maid duties. Go do your laundry and dust the apartment. Whenever you bend forward, do it from your hips and keep your legs straight to show off that sweet sissy ass of yours honeybun! I'll be home soon enough, so make sure you are doing things properly, or it will be a very long time before you get that fat sissy orgasm you are hoping for! ~ Love, Mommy."




Picking up my duster, I went to my mirror and turned so that my right side faced it. Leaning forward to pretend to dust something I kept my legs straight watching the petticoat rise behind me. Turning slightly, I noticed my stockings were completely exposed, as were the ruffles on my small pair of panties. I turned again, this time toward the mirror, and noticed that my ample cleavage became even more prominent as I leaned forward.




"Dammit, I'm sexy!" I said out loud in my best seductive girly voice.




I quickly picked up the ripped envelopes and notes setting the notes aside and putting the envelopes in the trash can in my bathroom before heading out to open my suitcase. The laundry in our condo was in the hallway between the two bedrooms. While it may sound inconvenient the stacked washer and dryer offered a lot of space in the closet they occupied. I pulled items out, making sure not to catch my petticoat on the zipper of my bag, and then put a load of delicates in before making my way to the living room to dust. I kept catching glimpses of myself as I performed my ‘maidly’ duties, my long legs seemed endless in the heels and short skirt which also made my hips seem more feminine. The off-the-shoulder cut of the dress and my larger realistic silicone boobs added to it. Even the sound of my earrings and bracelets just made me feel more girlie. I was totally lost in my own little world as I dusted everything and anything I could. It was such an amazing sense of freedom and enjoyment, I didn't want it to end! When I heard the keys in the front door I quickly made my way to the nearby table turning my back to the door and bending forward to dust the lowest shelf. I knew that Mommy would be pleased with my position when she entered.




"Rory, is that you?" A curious voice behind me said. "Awfully slutty outfit you have on there, expecting someone babe?"




A woman's voice from behind me sent a jolt of sheer panic through my body. My heart thumped loudly in my chest making my fake boobs that much more present. Wondering what I could do, I slowly straightened up. There was nowhere to run, whoever came in had keys to the place.




"Wait! That's not Aurora," the voice behind me said sternly, "Alright freak, who the hell are you? I want answers now!"




I slowly turned to face the door seeing Mommy Aurora's best friend Olivia standing in the doorway. I'd secretly had a crush on Olivia for years, she was 5'10" with long blondish-brunette hair and an absolutely amazing body. She was athletic, without being overly athletic… her legs and body were amazingly toned from years of trekking, running, and swimming. It was literally impossible not to find her attractive.




"Hi Olivia," I responded with a weak smile.




"Oh my God! Alex?!" She all but screamed.




15 minutes later…




As I stood dutifully nearby I listened to Mistress and Mommy Aurora describe my transformation to her friend Mistress Olivia who kept looking me up and down. Both women were casually dressed in jeans and loose-fitting tops with bare feet and wine glasses in their hands, while I was dolled up in my Pink Satin French Maid uniform teetering on 6" heels with a cock shaped handle duster in my hands. As Mommy spoke about the evening she made me throw away all of my, as she liked to call it ‘ugly boy underwear’, I felt as if my sissy clit was starting to retract into my body. Unfortunately, as it continued to get smaller the torrential downpour of precum continued. I was thankful for the very full petticoat which hid the giant wet spot that was overtaking the front of my frilly panties.




"Well, I have to admit," Mistress Olivia said as her gaze wandered over my long stocking-clad legs, "he, I mean she looks pretty incredible!"




"My little Lexi has been working quite hard," Mommy spoke of me with great pride which thrilled me, "she's even mastered walking in those heels as well as a few other things."




"Oh really?!" Mistress Olivia now looked me straight in the eyes as she spoke. "Do tell Lexi…" she said with a gleam in her eye, "what else have you mastered?!" there was a certain haughtily seductive touch to her voice as she asked the obvious.




"Ummm, Mistress Olivia," my voice crackled like a pubescent teen as I tried to speak, "I do my own makeup and shaving, I um, I am learning to cook and do well in my heels."




"Go get your boyfriend, Lexi." Mommy said abruptly cutting me off.




"Yes, Mommy," I replied sheepishly while feeling my face turn beet red.




"Boyfriend?!" Mistress Olivia all but shouted.




"Oh, wait until you see!" Mommy Aurora gushed then looked over at me, "Move your sissy ass before I put you over my knee honeybun!"




Gulping I quickly made my way out of the living room while the two of them laughed behind me. Mistress Olivia seemed quite excited about the idea of witnessing corporal punishment! The idea of having my petticoat lifted and panties yanked down while over Mistress Aurora's lap was exciting and scary. We'd never had another person in our "play" and the idea was very arousing to me. I entered my bedroom and headed toward my nightstand, there in a prominent spot was what my Mommy referred to as my "boyfriend." The 8" realistic dildo had balls and a suction cup base. Each night before bed I would kiss my boyfriend goodnight and upon waking would kiss him good morning. Whenever I watched what Mistress Aurora called "training videos", which was sissy porn, I did so with my boyfriend. During blow job scenes I would practice on him as well, Mistress Aurora would often smear my seemingly endless stream of precum on the head and shaft for me to lick off as well. Over the months of oral training with my boyfriend my body had learned to simply react at the sight of him, just picking him up from the nightstand had caused my mouth to start watering and shriveled balls to tingle. I walked back to the living room holding him with two hands in front of me as if carrying something sacred. Instead of retracting into my body my sissy clit was now straining at the cage that held it, which was another bodily reaction to holding my boyfriend. Over the months since this journey started Mistress Aurora would make sure that I learned to associate dildos, particularly the one being cradled in my hands, with pleasure. For weeks, whenever I stroked or sucked a dildo, Mistress Aurora would make sure to tease me and keep me aroused until, just like my mouth starting to water on its own, the sight of my boyfriend aroused me. My body, and my brain, had been trained to love cock to the point that just the word cock or the thought of a cock made me tingle inside.




"Holy shit," Mistress Olivia blurted as I moved back in front of them, "I can see what you're saying about the glassy-eye look!"




"Yup!" Mommy said triumphantly. "My little sissy loves her boyfriend! Don't you honeybun?"




"Yes, Mommy," I replied with a smoothness to my voice emphasizing my state of arousal, "I do." I felt my face blush more than I knew it ever possibly could.




Another "step" in my training was the introduction of pet names that could only be applied to those of the female gender. My Mistress and Mommy would not use sexually ambiguous pet names like Honey, Babe, or Sweetie, instead preferring terms like "honeybun," "my little girl," or even "my sweet sissy." From the moment I set foot in the condo after work until the moment I left for work the following day, I was totally immersed in being a sissy. There was no escaping it, I lived every non-work moment as a girl, a very horny girl with very slutty tastes in clothing and movies. Truth be told, I absolutely loved it all! Being called those silly pet names just warmed my heart to the core. I loved having to come back home and being a good little girl for Mommy.




"Put him down on the coffee table," Mommy said shifting to face the table in front of her and Mistress Olivia, "and show Mistress Olivia what you've learned these past few months honeybun."




I placed the dildo so the suction cup base adhered to the glass top then knelt in front of it, and them. My chest pounded with excitement as the humiliation and thought of displaying my oral skills to a hot and gorgeous woman consumed me. Without thinking I licked my lips as I lowered my mouth to my boyfriend.




"Holy shit!" Mistress Olivia exclaimed as my bright lipsticked lips wrapped around the bulbous realistic head. "He's really going to do it!"

"She! Olivia," Mommy corrected her, "my Lexi is as girlie as they come, isn't that right my sweet honeybun?"




"Yes, Mommy," I replied lifting my mouth free for a moment.




"Now show Olivia how good you are at this baby girl," Mommy ordered, "suck it like a pornstar!"




I didn't need any encouragement, I'd wanted the dildo in my mouth since the moment Mommy had ordered me to get him from my bedroom! With the index finger and thumb of my right hand holding the base and my left hand massaging the big latex balls my mouth and tongue worked the shaft while the world around me disappeared. I sensed Mistress Aurora moving but focused on my task taking more and more of the shaft into my mouth and throat until my nose bumped the glass table top. She spoke from behind me, her words were soft, comforting, and encouraging but I was too focused to hear her. I felt a hand on my back, then her other hand started to massage my swollen balls through the thin satin material of my panties. I groaned, then redoubled my efforts to take it deeper as she reiterated that having a phallus in my mouth was associated with physical pleasure. My body shuddered as Mommy pressed her wet thumb against my puckered tight hole while pushing on my upper back to hold my boyfriend fully deep in my mouth. By the time she let me up, I was lightheaded from the lack of oxygen.




"That's my good little cock sucker!" Mistress Aurora said proudly while giving a kiss on my cheek as I sat back on my heels, "You could make any cock happy with oral skills like that baby girl!"




"Thank you, Mommy!" I replied breathlessly.




"Well I must say I'm impressed," Mistress Olivia said unable to hide her look of shock, "I think you are way better at that than I am Lexi!" I blushed at her compliment. "I know I have never been able to deep-throat anything that big!"




"Well Lexi had a bit of motivation in that department, didn't you sweet sissy?"




"Yes, Mommy," I replied wondering if I'd ever stop blushing, "I did."




"Tell Mistress Olivia your motivation baby girl." Mistress Aurora continued.




"My sissy clitty is locked in a cage Mistress," I started knowing I wouldn't stop blushing anytime soon, "and Mommy has the key. In order to be allowed a real orgasm I had to prove I could suck cock like the girls in the videos I watch." The shocked and blushed look on Mistress Olivia's face wasn't going to leave anytime soon either as I went on. "I practiced every night for hours for three weeks until I could finally touch the glass with my nose," I felt my clitty straining against the plastic cage thinking about it, "until finally, I could touch my nose ten times without taking a breather."




"Holy fuck Aurora!" Mistress Olivia blurted.

"I know right!?!" Mommy replied giddily. "Do you enjoy being Lexi though honeybun?"




"Yes, Mommy," I replied sincerely with a smile, "I truly do!"




"Take your rubber lover back to your bedroom," Mommy said with a matching smile, but a little naughtily while handing Mistress Olivia her refilled glass of wine, "I left something new out for you to wear to sleep in your bathroom. Go get ready for bed, baby girl."




"Yes, Mommy." I replied dutifully picking up the dildo before mincing back to my room.




While I could hear their conversation, I could not make out what was being said. What I could make out from the tone was Mistress Olivia's confusion about our relationship. Many people don't understand what it is to be a sissy. Honestly, I didn't at first either, but since going down this route I am thrilled with every turn it has taken. When I get home after work, I change into a different person, one who is controlled and does whatever task that is given happily and without hesitation. I get to shut my brain off and let my Mistress and Mommy, Aurora "drive". The weekends are the best as I am en femme from Friday afternoon until Monday morning, even wearing fake nails all weekend long. I become someone else entirely, someone devoted to pleasing and other's pleasure. That is where I get my enjoyment.




I put my boyfriend down on the nightstand, planting a soft kiss on the tip, before reluctantly removing my dress and petticoat. Catching a glimpse of myself in the mirror the front of my thin pink panties was almost translucent with my precum. Slipping a finger inside them and then bringing it to my mouth I tasted myself, another thing that I'd gotten used to over the months. I now thoroughly enjoyed my own taste. Placing my wig on one of the heads in the closet I made my way to the bathroom to wash off my make-up. I couldn't help but notice Mommy’s choice for bed, Mistress Olivia would easily see my cage in what she picked out for me. After completing my usual nighttime ritual, I removed the corset, panties, stockings, and heels in that order. My feet were not bare for long as I changed into a pair of purple 4" pinup feather bedroom heels before putting on my laid-out bottoms. Pulling on the top I stepped in front of the full-length mirror to give myself a look over. Bedtime was the only time I looked less girlie because I was not wearing make-up or wigs, and many of my bedtime tops did not properly support my breast forms. Thankfully this one did so from my shoulders down I looked fairly femme. The deep purple flyaway babydoll top had a built-in satin pushup bra with a small pink ribbon tied neatly in a bow in the front. The tails from the ribbon fell to my waist along with the sheer lace material of the babydoll. As I stepped or moved the light material would sweep to the side exposing my tummy and the matching sheer thong bottoms which also had a small pink bow. Mommy entered the room just in time from behind me and then went to one of my dressers.




"One more thing for tonight honeybun." She said handing me a pair of purple ankle socks with lace ruffles around the cuffs.




"Thank you, Mommy" I replied as I went to put them on.




"I'm very, very pleased by your performance tonight baby girl," Mommy said as she sat next to me on the bed, "You did very well. I'm so proud of you Lexi." I thanked her as I put on my socks before slipping back into my heels. "Are you okay with everything?" She asked showing obvious concern. "I know it was a bit of a surprise."




"I was shocked at first," I said, feeling a flush of embarrassment return as I remembered Mistress Olivia finding me dressed up. "But it was only a matter of time before someone else saw me dressed. I'm glad it was her. Is she okay with it?"




"Oh trust me, she is," Mommy said with a chuckle as she touched my leg, "Let's just say this wasn't exactly the picture she had of you in her mind." I blushed again. "Now come out and tell your goodnights to our guest," Mommy said as she stood, "You should probably know she is spending the weekend."




"Does she need my bed?" I asked panicked at the idea that Mistress Olivia would sleep on the couch. "Honestly I can sleep on the couch instead of her."




"Oh, you silly sissy," Mommy said cupping my face and lightly kissing my cheek, "In the morning when you bring my coffee and breakfast, make sure to bring for two."




It took me a moment to process what I had just been told. I could not for the life of me understand where Mistress Olivia was sleeping and why I would need to bring Mistress Aurora breakfast and coffee for two in the morning. It finally dawned on me: I had no idea Mistress Aurora and Mistress Olivia had anything other than a friendly relationship. Wait, did they? So, were they? I shook my head to clear it of thoughts a sissy didn't need to know before walking out of my bedroom to the living room. For the first time that night, the relationship between Mistress Aurora and Mistress Olivia became much more clear.




"Oh my God, she’s got a belly ring too?!" Mistress Olivia said almost choking on her wine. "Really, where does this stop?"




Mistress Aurora was sitting in the corner of the couch with her feet up on the coffee table, Mistress Olivia was tucked under Mistress Aurora's left arm snuggled closely to her. They looked every bit the couple as I stood in front of them in my sheer outfit.




"I'll have to tell you about when we got it pierced later," Mommy said proudly before sipping her wine, "Lexi was quite the hit!"




"I am sure she was!" Mistress Olivia giggled as she rested her hand on Mistress Aurora's shoulder.




"Turn around so we can see the rest of your outfit honeybun." Mistress Aurora ordered.




"Oh, that is sexy," Mistress Olivia said letting out a giggle, the same kind the guys gave out whenever a hot dancer walked by the table back in the strip club just two days back, I was the girl here, and I could already feel my clitty straining once again in its cage, God I hope I’d be excused before my already sheer panties get soaked, "What a cute little bottom you have Lexi." she said as her eyes gazed my back.




"Thank you, Mistress Olivia," I replied as I turned back to face them.




"Sweet dreams Lexi," Mommy said warmly while giving me a wink.




The wink was akin to a buddy saying goodnight, so he could spend alone time with the girl he'd brought home. It was just then that I noticed Mommy’s left hand was softly rubbing the side of Mistress Olivia's left breast through her top. The look on Mistress Aurora's face was similar to one I used to get from my old college roommate on nights he knew he was going to get lucky with a girl. Mommy was going to get lucky tonight! With Mistress Olivia! Was she a lesbian?! I mean Bi? Were they both Bi? My mind raced as I walked to my bedroom. Laying in bed I could hear their hushed conversation; their voices had a far more intimate tone to them than earlier in the evening. I was still awake when they walked hand in hand slowly past my room on the way to Mommy’s bedroom. I guess it’s going to be a long night for me…

◆◆◆














Chapter 5


Mistress notes:




To say Lexi and Olivia were surprised when Olivia walked into my condo last night would be an understatement. I had given Olivia "some" warning about what she might discover, but she expected me to be dressed up for her, not Lexi. Poor Lexi had a huge crush and attraction towards Olivia as well; it was difficult not to, Olivia is an absolutely stunning woman! It was time for Lexi to go a bit more public with her sissy side and Olivia was the perfect person to help with that. She always loved to flirt, and the fact that Lexi couldn't really do anything about it made flirting that much more fun for Olivia. The fact that Lexi loved the attention that went along with it didn't help her cause any either.




Lexi’s Mistress & Mommy ~ Aurora







I woke up the next morning grateful that it was Saturday. Saturdays meant I could sleep in as much as my cage and clit would allow, and I did not have to worry about working out. Mommy Aurora had a good selection of home workout videos for me, ranging from yoga to stripper-cise to Pilates, depending on her mood. I slipped out of my bed, and into my heels, before heading off to the bathroom where more good news awaited. Mommy Aurora had not laid out anything for me to wear for the morning, so today morning would be spent in the lingerie I had slept in last night! All I had to do was add an appropriate wig and light makeup! Walking into the kitchen I found a post-it note on the coffee maker stating Mommy did not want coffee before 9:30. Obviously, she wanted to sleep in as well. This allowed me time to make my own small breakfast and have coffee while looking out the sliding glass door to the small deck and beyond. I'd often considered stepping out onto the deck dressed as Lexi but hadn't managed to be that brave just yet. Lost in my thoughts my morning flew by until it was finally time to bring Mommy Aurora and Mistress Olivia their breakfast. I placed their breakfast and a small pot of freshly brewed coffee on the tray then made my way down the hall to Mommy Aurora's room where I managed to softly knock on the door while not spilling the tray.




"Come in honeybun!" Mommy Aurora called from inside the bedroom.




"Thank you, Mommy," I said entering the room while trying to hide my surprise, "I have your coffee and breakfast."




"Set it down on the nightstand baby girl," she said adjusting the satin sheet which was barely covering her bare chest, "Did you eat already?"




"Yes Mommy," I replied looking at Mistress Olivia's long sculpted bare legs which were sticking out from under the sheet, "I did eat already."




My eyes kept traveling up Mistress Olivia's body to her smooth bare arm and shoulder until I eventually met her eyes to find that she had been staring back at me the whole time.

"Like what you see baby girl?" She asked raising an eyebrow at me with a small smile taking up her lips.




"You're very beautiful Mistress Olivia." I stammered.




"You're not just saying that because I'm naked, are you sweety?!" She asked as she sat up in the bed taking just enough of the sheet with her to cover her luxurious ample chest.




"No, uh, no Mistress" I replied unable to pull my eyes away from her sensual moving body.




"Get my lavender robe sissy," Mommy Aurora said in a mock scolding tone, "and try not to drool all over your tits." she chuckled.




"Yes, Mommy" I replied fetching Mommy Aurora's robe from her closet.




I held the flimsy satin robe by the lace-lined collar and shoulders holding it open for Mommy who was already slipping out of the bed. Mommy Aurora slid her arm into one sleeve then the other allowing me to pull the robe over her shoulders. I retrieved a second matching robe, but in black for Mistress Olivia, and repeated the process. Each of them made their way separately to the bathroom and then relaxed together on the bed so I could serve them coffee and breakfast. The addition of the tantalizing robes, both made of thin satin with lace, made concentrating and keeping my sissy clitty under control pretty hard.




"You know what we should do?!" Mommy Aurora said as she slipped off the bed. "Oh, I have such a fun idea!"




"What is it?" Mistress Olivia asked.




"Looks like it's going to be warm and sunny today," Mommy Aurora replied as she rifled through one of her dresser drawers, "and someone needs to work on their tan lines!" I felt my stomach in a knot as she looked at me. "Now strip honeybun!"




Her simple command sent my mind racing. It was one thing to be dressed up in the slutty nightie I had on with Mistress Olivia here, but now I would have to take that off too?! I didn't dare show my hesitation though and dutifully removed my top. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Mistress Olivia's eyes were completely focused on me as I undressed, looking at me hungrily. Despite my impending embarrassment, my clitty was still fighting for space inside my cage! I pulled my bottoms down, stepping out of them before trying to stand calmly in front of both of them. It wasn't as easy as someone would expect it to be. The silence didn't help either. Finally, I had to lift my eyes to see what Mistress Olivia was doing.




"I know I saw most of this last night," she started with a tone of sultry amusement, "but honestly this is quite a sight." Mistress Olivia let her tongue tip to wet her lips while looking me up and down again and again. "I mean," she stammered again then picked up speed, "between the belly ring, that cute cagey thing, and a landing strip above it!" She suppressed a giggle before continuing. "Tell me you don't have a tramp stamp too sweetie!"

"No, Mistress" I replied meekly, "no tramp stamp or tattoos."




"Oh well Thank God," Mistress Olivia moved showing far more of her luscious cleavage as the satin robe fell more open, "I'd honestly pee myself laughing if that were the case!" Mistress Olivia sat back giggling while hiking up one leg which caused the bottom of her robe to fall open a bit, revealing part of her smoothly shaved mound, which seemed to be glistening already. "Oh, Rory I don't know how you did it," Mistress Olivia said taking her coffee cup in her hand, "But in the right light, your little Lexi here is downright absolutely fuckable darling!"




"And I believe you just say that as a compliment," Mommy Aurora said winking at Olivia while giving my right ass cheek a loud smack, like I’ve seen these old rich husbands do to their Trophy Wives at the local gentlemen’s club "Here you go honeybun, put these on before you make too big a puddle on the floor to clean."




Mommy Aurora had handed me a white and pink floral bathing suit bottom with a thong back and deep plunging front. Still standing only in my heels I carefully stepped into the tiny bottoms and then pulled them into place. The front was barely enough to hold my cage in place and cover me, the sides of the eye-patch front didn't even touch my shaved skin. Mommy Aurora gave the back a bit of a tug then adjusted the side string straps of the bottoms on my hips to ensure they were correctly in place. She then handed me the tiny string bikini top.




"Almost a year or so ago," Mommy Aurora said as she walked around me and sat on the bed close to Mistress Olivia, "My ‘boyfriend’ decided I needed a new bikini and picked this up at some online store." Mommy Aurora sipped her coffee as I struggled to put the top on. "Needless to say, I only wore it once for him," she chided between sips, "but not outside."




"Oh, but you'd look so great in that," Mistress Olivia said while nuzzling Mommy’s neck with a small kiss, "I mean, look what it's doing for her!"




"You’re right," Mommy Aurora said setting her coffee aside and helping me with the top, "just imagine if you had real boobies though honeybun." She tugged the small, barely there triangle cups in position over my bare chest as she spoke. "Something big enough to all but spill out of these cute little cups," she said with a gleam in her eye, "with really nice hard nips to announce your presence." Mommy Aurora giggled and then rubbed the front of my tiny bottoms with her other free hand. "I tell you, baby girl," the gleam in her eye was even bigger now, "if we ever hit the lottery, you're getting bigger boobs than me!" she kissed me on my cheeks affectionately.




"So, what’s your plan for today?" Mistress Olivia asked as she slipped off the bed and readjusted the satin cinture of her robe.




"Well we’ve got time to kill today," Mommy Aurora said taking Mistress Olivia by the arm and walking her out of the bedroom while summoning me to follow with a finger, "and it's supposed to be pleasantly warm today." I followed them down the pathway to the living room feeling oddly overdressed in my tiny two-piece with these goddesses. "Lots of sun today too," Mommy Aurora continued then turned to me to add, "Grab the big towels from the closet sweetie." I removed several beach-size towels from the closet following them to the kitchen where our somewhat private but risqué deck was located. "So, I thought we'd all layout and work on our tans for a while."




My stomach went into a knot once again. Outside?! Like this?! Tanning?! Granted my gym membership was cancelled on the very second day of my sissy transformation. It wasn't like I could walk into the men's locker room with panties and painted toenails after all! Now Mommy Aurora was going to give me more tan lines and make them even more feminine as well?! My arms from the upper arm down were tanned in a traditional farmer's tan as were my legs from my shorts to my feet. That would definitely change now when I’m tanning in my skimpy bikini!




"Lexi I want you to set up the lounge chairs on the deck," Mommy Aurora instructed, "just three of them, and then lay a towel on each one."




My hand shook as I went to open the sliding glass door to our patio. As I stepped out onto the deck, I was wearing 4" heels, my frilly ankle socks from the night before, a wig, and my tiny bikini. Desperate to hide my bare ass from the building across from us, I opened the chairs awkwardly before finally getting them in place. With the towels draped across the backs of the chairs, I informed them that it was done.




"Put three towels over the railing on the far side sweetie," Mommy Aurora said as she relaxed in a nearby chair watching my progress, "so that Olivia and I can lay on the two-end lounge chairs and not be ogled by people across the way." I did as she instructed laying the large towels over the railing. "Perfect sweetie," Mommy Aurora said as she walked out then sat on the lounge chair farthest from the sliding door, "Go in the top drawer of my vanity and get the sunscreen bottle."




As I went to the bathroom Mistress Olivia passed me in the doorway and gave my crotch a slight squeeze through my bikini. I moved as quickly as my heels allowed me to her bathroom to retrieve the bottle she wanted. Returning I almost dropped it as she and Mistress Olivia were now relaxing completely naked on their lounge chairs! Mistress Olivia was face down with her head turned toward me and her magnificent tight bottom all but beckoning me, while Mommy Aurora was laying on her back watching my every move intently.




"Don't just stand there and drool," Mommy Aurora said sharply suppressing a smile, "you need to put the sunscreen on us!"




"You don't want my ass to burn do you sweetie?!" Mistress Olivia asked while winking at me.




The fact I was outside, in full view of the building across the parking lot and the seventy-some-odd people that lived there, no longer bothered me. Mommy Aurora had me pour the cream into her hands, so she could rub it on her front while I rubbed the cream onto Mistress Olivia's body all the while standing bent over at my hips so my lily-white ass stuck high in the air, thanks to the heels. After they were slathered and glistened in the lotion, I lay on my chair, removed my heels and socks, and then did my best to relax as the sun did its best to remove my ‘masculine’ tan lines. As I was closest to the door, and the bottom of the ladder, I was in charge of getting our drinks, reapplying their sunscreen, and doing whatever else that was needed and ordered to be done. My initial humiliation of being outside while stuffed into a barely there two-piece had disappeared as I was constantly asked to rub the lotion on Mistress Olivia and Mommy Aurora. My poor caged clitty was unhappy as the seemingly constant lotion rubbing had me quite riled up and horny.




"I think I'm done." Mistress Olivia eventually said. "Plus, Lexi has me so oiled up I don't know if this will come off in the shower!"




"Me too," Mommy Aurora chuckled as she reached for her robe, "stay right there though Lexi, you're not yet done." I wasn't sure what to make of her statement but soon couldn't think of anything as both of them got down to apply the cream to my body now. "We'll give you a few more minutes, I want those sexy tan lines to be more pronounced" Mommy Aurora whispered huskily near my ear, "then have you roll over so we can do your back too. I want you nice and tan, so this is going to be a regular thing this summer. Aren’t you excited honeybun?!" she asked as she fondled my caged clitty and bikini-clad nipples. 




I whimpered and moaned in submission "Yes Mommy,"




Just as quickly as they'd started rubbing me they stopped and then got up leaving me alone. My body was on fire and it was not from the sun! When they returned it only got worse as they spent some more time applying the cream to my back and legs instead focusing most of their attention on my newly tight ass - credits of all the home workout videos.




Relax for a moment." I heard Mommy Aurora say softly.




While I was quite relaxed the pressure of something against my puckered hole made me momentarily tense. I was able to control it quickly as I felt the familiar smoothness of a smooth vibrating plug being pushed inside me. No sooner was the plug all the way past my inner rings and I felt the vibrations start to pulse through my lower body.




"I don't want you to be bored while Olivia and I shower," Mommy Aurora said turning the controller up to the max, "together, honeybun." I couldn't help but let out a little groan at the idea of the two of them together in the shower.




I have no idea how long it was before they collected me from the deck, but I was so wound up, it wasn't funny. I'd done little else but picture the two of them in all kinds of sexual positions in the shower while my ass buzzed on high. When they let me into the condo their appearance didn't help either. Both had their make-up and hair done to absolute perfection, both wore different bustiers, Mommy Aurora's was black leather with a red zipper up the front while Mistress Olivia's was in black satin with red lace panels on the sides making a deep V of the satin front. Both of them had on silk black stockings, matching black thongs, and black platform heels as well, they looked so amazingly Domme-like that I all but fell on my knees to beg them to be allowed to serve.




"Time to shower babygirl." Mommy Aurora instructed then moved out of the way so I could walk down the hall to my bathroom.




"Now, hold on a second," she said stopping me in my tracks, "Did you notice something?"




In the hallway there was an inexpensive full-length mirror, on that mirror was one of the suction cup-based dildos we'd purchased weeks ago. When Mommy Aurora had started my oral training, she positioned these all around the condo, whenever I passed one I would have to suck it taking it as deep as I could into my mouth five times, every time. This one was low enough that I would have to kneel as I serviced it. As I knelt, Mistress Olivia and Mommy Aurora stood behind me, so I could see them in the mirror as I wrapped my lips around the rubber lifelike head of the dildo. They offered dirty words of encouragement as I touched my nose to the mirror five times before asking if I was allowed to stand. Another dildo was placed in my bedroom, one in the bath, the kitchen, and two in the living room. I could barely go more than 30 seconds without having my lips around a rubber cock all the while my ass buzzed away to the maximum and my sissy clitty dripped like a faucet. Over the course of the next hour or so, I showered and shaved before being dressed in a hot pink lace thong and a matching strapless bra with underwire support for my fake boobs, silky suntan back-seamed black lace top stay-up stockings, and 5" black stilettos. The only time my plug was turned off was when we sat down for an early dinner, during which, they talked openly about their past sexual experiences with men and each other. I knew that if I wasn't allowed some kind of relief soon, I was going to explode!




"How about an adventure tonight Lexi?" Mistress Olivia asked out of the blue as I finished cleaning up from dinner.




"I'd love it!" I blurted hoping the adventure would mean I get to cum.




"You've been out while dressed before, right?" She asked happily with my excitement.




"Yes Mistress," I replied still excited about the possibility of an orgasm, "Just small drives here and there or walks in secluded areas."




"I'd love to see that," Mistress Olivia replied with a wink, "we just have to finish getting you all dolled up!" she beamed with excitement.




Mistress Olivia and Mommy Aurora led me back to my bathroom, past all of the dildos along the way, to help me get ready. They picked a long, straight brunette wig that had deep blonde strokes, and cherry red lipstick and had me put on my make-up a bit on the ‘sluttier side’ as they described it. When I finally got to look at myself in the mirror, I’m not gonna lie, I was floored! Finally, Mommy Aurora added a high-neck sleeveless minidress with a snug fit all the way to the short flared bottom of the drop waist which hid my caged sissy clitty perfectly. The black dress had some sparkle detail which highlighted my breasts perfectly, and fell maybe a couple of inches below the bottom of my lace stocking tops. Whatever necessities I was deemed to need were put in a small clutch that matched my dress. With the plug now at half speed, we exited the condo before it actually sunk in what was going on. The sounds of three pairs of heels echoed in the tiled hallway. Mommy Aurora now had on a figure-hugging short black leather pencil skirt and a red satin blouse which showed just a flash of her black leather bustier while Mistress Olivia wore a deep blue satin mini dress with a keyhole front revealing just a bit of her ample cleavage as well. Both the women looked stunning, but as I looked in the mirror-polished doors of our elevators, I saw that I perfectly and practically fit in with them! We totally looked like just three hot women heading out together for drinks.




"You look amazing Lexi!" Mistress Olivia cooed in my ears as I felt her hand glide and feel up my back.




"Thank you, Mistress" I replied blushing deeply.




We proceeded to Mommy Aurora's car, where I got into the relative safety of the back seat which had tinted windows. As we drove I gradually relaxed as the night sky went darker and the road's vibrations coupled with the plug provided more than enough distraction.




"Are you ready for challenge number one baby girl?" Mommy Aurora asked as I realized we'd stopped in a gas station parking lot, right in front of the 7-Eleven.




"Ummm," I replied trying to come to grips with what challenge one would be, "yes, Mommy Aurora."




"It will be easy and we will be right here," she said touching my leg softly letting her fingernails tickle my stockings, "you know I won't let anything bad happen to you."




They laid out the challenge for me and then had me repeat all the steps back to them before sending me on my way. I tried to be as confident as possible as I exited Mommy’s Volvo and walked to the 7-Eleven entrance. Behind the counter was a younger man, maybe just 18 or 19, who looked me up and down as soon as I entered. I gave him a slight smile and was greeted with "What's up Baby?!" It was obvious, he had no idea I was not quite a baby, but I was fine with it. His compliment gave me a bit more confidence as I found the aisle with the candy bars in it. Looking slowly at the selection I stood with my tight back to him, standing on one leg and crossing the other in front of it to try to show off a bit of an hourglass figure, before determining what candy bar I was going to buy. Step two of the Mommy and Mistresses’s challenge was to select a candy bar from the bottom shelf, step three was to get it. Step three should have been easy, but there was a serious caveat to it, I would have to bend over with my knees straight and my feet together giving the young clerk an unadulterated view of, well, just about everything! I prayed that I would not hear him scream as thoughts of my caged clitty jumping out from between my legs filled my mind. Bracing myself with one hand, in case I fell or needed to run, I slowly leaned forward until the candy bar was within my easy grasp.




I heard a mumbled "Woah!" from behind me.




Obviously, he hadn't been greeted by my anatomy and instead enjoyed the eyeful of stocking-clad legs and tight butt he got to see. I walked to the register and gave him another smile as I put two dollars and the candy bar on the counter.







"Thanks for that baby!" He said winking, obviously turned on by my slutty display.




I panicked at that point. While I could pass, at least as far as this kid was concerned, we'd never worked on my voice! The last thing I wanted was to ruin this moment with the crackling voice of a pubescent boy! Rather than speak I pursed my lips touching my right index finger to them as I made a kissing sound, then I reached over the counter pressing my finger to his lips before giving him a wink. I felt the heat of his lips on my finger as he kissed it. Not knowing what to do next, I turned and walked out barely remembering to keep my small clutch in my hand but leaving out the candy bar and the money for it on the counter. I all but dove into the backseat of the car to a howling Mommy Aurora and Mistress Olivia who quickly pulled out of the parking lot before I would’ve been followed. Their laughter only intensified when I told them I'd left the candy bar and money on the counter and what I'd done to distract him from my not wanting to speak!




"Oh, If not already, I think he's definitely going to be jerking off to you later Lexi!" Mistress Olivia blurted between laughs.




"Think so?!" I asked suddenly shocked at the thought that a guy would want to jerk off while thinking of me and wondering why I wasn't disgusted or conflicted about that in the least.




"Does that excite you honeybun?" Mommy Aurora asked all of a sudden sounding a bit serious.




"Yes Mommy… it actually does," I replied hesitantly. "I heard his reaction when I bent over," I continued, "he was checking me out and was liking what he saw."




"I told you that you were totally fuckable Lexi!" Mistress Olivia literally almost shouted while carefully wiping tears from her eyes while continuing to giggle.




"Ready for the next challenge number sweetie?" Mommy Aurora asked.




"Yes, I am Mommy!" I replied now feeling full of confidence.




"Good," she replied eyes wide as they looked at me in the rearview mirror, "If you thought that guy was good, just wait until we get to the next stop baby girl, you’re going to love it!"




Before I could think about it too much, the plug in my ass now went all the way up filling me once again with its most intense vibrations. I sat back into the seat loving what I'd just experienced as well as the plug filling me with its buzzing. Instead of contemplating what was possibly coming next, I relaxed back and thought about the young clerk running out back of the store to rewind the security tape and watch me flash him my ass again and again on loop while he stroked his long, throbbing, fat cock. I shook my head for a moment wondering why I was so intrigued by this idea, why I was thinking about him having a long, throbbing fat cock. Just then we hit a bump, the plug moved a little more inside me, and I no longer cared why I was thinking about him playing with his meat to my ass. What better thing for him to jerk off to than me?! My mind raced to an image of me, hidden behind the counter on my knees stroking him while he tried to appear normal to the customers he was helping. My body trembled at the idea of jerking the clerk off! I'd never felt like this before, it was new and scary at the same time but so very exhilarating! My mind had started to wonder how much different his cock tasted from the rubber dildos I'd been sucking all night when we stopped once again. Across the street, I could see a fairly large pink neon sign with the words ‘Blissful Bouncing Bunny’ and a cartoon rabbit with a high-top hat and a cane. Whatever it was, we were here.




"Alright sweetie," Mommy Aurora turned in her seat to face me, "This place has something called, an alternative lifestyle night every month, which just so happens to be tonight." I nodded unable to take my eyes off the neon pink winking bunny. "There are people inside who are accepting of genetic males who dress up in lingerie and heels," she touched my leg with her hand pulling my eyes to her, "this is a very safe space for girls like you honeybun, so there will be no problem when we go in there provided you are brave enough to do it." She no longer referred to me as a man since a real man would not dress like how I was, in her mind all sissies were just genetically males and not men, it was a wonderful reinforcement. "But, if you are brave enough to go in there," she continued, "there are rules you will have to follow, understand?!" I nodded and whispered my consent. "Back in college, Olivia and I would go to a fun club like this because we could dance and not worry about getting hit on all night," Mommy Aurora said squeezing my stocking-clad thighs, "it was always a lot of fun sweetie." I nodded again. "With that in mind," Mommy Aurora continued, "if we go in there you can expect that you'll be asked to dance by a man, at least a few." My eyes shot to hers as all I could picture was slow dancing with a huge man grabbing my ass in this tight dress. "And you don't get to say no either," Mommy Aurora said looking playfully deep into my eyes, "unless they try to get inappropriate."




"Inappropriate?!" I stammered.




"Yes," she said calmly, "like if they try to reach up your skirt or something."




"Or invite you back to their place." Mistress Olivia added with a chuckle. "I did mean it when I said you were totally fuckable sweetie!"




"Thank you, Mistress" I replied wondering if the sentiments of the guys inside the Blissful Bouncing Bunny would be the same as Mistress Olivia's.




"So, what do you say Lexi?" Mommy Aurora asked with energy. "Did we all get dressed up for nothing or are we going out for a fun girl's night of clubbing?!"




I swallowed hard, my mind was racing. It was a humongous step for me, I was going to be literally ‘Out’ as Lexi and not just for a quick trip to the mall. This was a night out with the ‘girls’, I'd be dancing with guys who liked… well, guys!




"Yes," I said softly, nodding almost automatically in spite of my reservations.




"Great!" Mommy Aurora beamed with a smile while she quickly turned to shut off the car and Mistress Olivia was already getting out.

They were moving quickly, and in an instant, I was out of the car as well. Three sets of heels sounded like cannons as we crossed the tarmac. The neon pink bunny kept getting closer and closer as I was seemingly on autopilot with my arms locked in theirs, side by side. Mistress Olivia opened the door while Mommy Aurora slipped her arm from mine and pressed her hand on my lower back to push me inside the opened door. I all but almost fell into the dimly lit doorway as Mistress Olivia now took my arm in hers and led me further inside and I was soon standing in front of a rather buff-looking tall man. He had on black pants and a black shirt with several buttons undone showing off a deep tan beneath.




"IDs please ladies." He said in a deep voice while looking us up and down.




I reached into my clutch, panicking. I didn't have an ID that had Lexi on it, my ID was me with a bit of facial scruff, a work shirt, and a tie. Would he even allow me in?! My fingers trembled as I took out my driver's license and handed it to him. My fingers trembled as I pulled my driver's license and handed it to him. By this point, Mommy Aurora and Mistress Olivia had already given him their IDs and gotten them back. He surveyed me as I finally handed over my license to him.




"You do clean up nice," He said with a wink as he handed me my license back, "I think I prefer you this way more, enjoy your evening ladies."




"Thank you." I could feel my face and chest turning red.




They quickly ushered me inside and I began to wonder, was the doorman hitting on me? How many more men would prefer this look to the scruffy-faced look of my driver's license? Nowhere in my line of questioning was I wondering why I wanted to be considered as attractive as Lexi or why I was okay with being hit on by men! I followed Mommy Aurora and Mistress Olivia to a pub table where I was given the tall chair closest to the outside while they sat against the wall. The thumping music only added to the plug vibrating deep inside me. When the waitress came Mommy ordered the drinks, a few minutes later I had a shot glass with pink liquid and a dollop of whipped cream on the top as well as a margarita glass filled with icy pink liquid with a swirly straw and an umbrella.




"The shot’s called a blowjob," Mistress Olivia told me, "no hands baby girl!"




Reluctantly I stood, placing my hands behind my back, before taking the shot glass into my mouth and flinging my head back. It was delicious and the few cheers I received from the nearby tables didn't hurt my ego much.




"That should help in more ways than one!" Mistress Olivia said as she took a sip of her cocktail while I looked quizzically at her. "Well, aside from the shot," Mistress Olivia said putting her drink down with one hand while stroking my legs with the other, "when you tilted your head back like that, you flashed your Adam's apple to the guys who cheered, your secret is out honeybun!"




I would have said something about my outing myself like that but, by the time it hit me, I felt a tap on my shoulder.




"Would you like to dance darling?" A rather good-looking big-built man in his late forties asked as he extended his hand.




"Umm, yes please," I replied seeing the delight in his.




This was going to be a long night I told myself as I took his big extended hand. Once on the floor, my dance partner pulled me toward him by grabbing my hips and positioning his right leg between mine he held me tight while slowly grinding into me. The blowjob shot, the buzzing plug, the vibrations of the thumping bass on the dance floor, and a day full of teasing had made this far more enjoyable than I had ever imagined. Damn!




◆◆◆




Mistress notes:




Once you understand them sissies are rather easy to manipulate and control. It's just a matter of finding which buttons are the ones that need to be pressed and when to press them. Lexi has a weakness for lingerie, heels, and humiliation. Additionally, she was very easily brought to her knees at the promise of an orgasm. Getting dressed up for the club was step one, her seeing us dressed was another, and then came the humiliation of having gay men hitting on her. Add to that the promise that "Lexi if you do a good job tonight, you may get to cum!" It was a sure-shot recipe for success, all I needed to do was simply stir from time to time.




Lexi’s Mistress & Mommy ~ Aurora




◆◆◆

I'd been on the dance floor for six straight songs and had 4 different dance partners. One of them was kind enough to bring some rather fruity drink with an umbrella out to me. It made it hard to say no, of course, I wasn't allowed to say no so that was beside the point. As I took a sip from the drink the song changed to a slow one. I wanted to run! My dance partner seized the opportunity to make sure that wasn't an option either. He pulled me tightly to him, his right hand dangerously low on my back with his left gripping my right hip. I put both of my arms over his shoulders taking a long pull off my straw and draining my drink. No sooner had I finished it than Mommy Aurora appeared with another giving me a knowing wink as she swapped my empty glass for my now full one.




"What is your name baby girl?" He asked just loud enough for me to hear over the music.




"My name is Lexi," I replied as I watched Mommy Aurora lead Mistress Olivia to the dance floor nearby not yet realizing I'd just been called baby girl by a total stranger.




"My name is Tony," he replied letting his right hand move further down my back, "I haven't seen you here before have I?"




"No, it's my first time here," I replied watching Mistress Olivia softly kiss Mommy Aurora on the lips, "I uh, haven't been out like this before."




I took another long pull on my straw realizing that Mommy Aurora's hand was rubbing the side of Mistress Olivia's breast! My cage suddenly got very tight. Tony's hand was now halfway down my butt as well! I reminded myself I couldn't protest to his advances and pulled on my straw again. Then I felt it. It was him. Tony. His manhood was growing, and I could feel it, him, pressing against me. Another long pull on the straw was needed.




"So, you're a virgin then huh?" He asked.




"Well, I mean I've used a few toys and my Mistress has a strapon," I replied then realized I wasn't really answering his question! I felt my face burn bright red as he just smiled at me gripping me tighter with his left hand. "Yes, it's my very first time here and dancing with a handsome man," I swallowed hard trying to regain some semblance of composure, "so I'm a virgin."




"Relax baby," he said cupping and squeezing my ass while pulling me into him with his left hand, so I could practically feel the veins of his raging cock, "we all pop our cherry eventually!"




"Thank you," I replied unable to think of another way to reply.




At the end of the song, Mommy Aurora signaled for me to follow her as she and Mistress Olivia returned to the table. This time I was guided to a table closer to the wall rather than sitting closest to the crowd, it was only then that I realized Tony had joined us. I blushed deeply once again as he pulled out the seat for me and then sat so close, his leg was touching mine all throughout. His hand landed on my stocking-clad leg, slipping up slightly until his palm touched the lace of my stocking tops. Mommy Aurora leaned forward, giving me a view of her amazing cleavage, while Mistress Olivia started to rub her leg against mine and the plug inside me kept my insides vibrating. My sissy clitty ached at the confines of my cage from all the sensory overload I was experiencing. I was too wound up to concentrate on the conversation that was going on around me but Tony, Mistress Olivia, and Mommy Aurora were already deeply involved in it.




The sensation of Mistress Olivia's leg rubbing against mine, Tony's hand feeling me up on my upper thigh, and staring at Mommy Aurora's leather-covered cleavage was all too much for me. I could feel precum all but pouring out of my caged clitty. What was worse was that I also needed to pee. Thoughts ran through my head as rapidly as they could, where, how, and with whom? I couldn't go to the men's room dressed like this, I'd be walking into the lion's den like that! Could I go to the lady's room?! What would they do with me in there?! Surely, they wouldn't approve! Would they?!  I'd had two, maybe three drinks plus a couple of shots since getting here, plus the drinks at home. My tight little dress wasn't meant for that kind of consumption.




"Lexi, all okay baby?" Tony said letting his hand drift just a bit further up my thigh.




"I need to go to the ladies' room sweetie," I replied wondering why I was calling this strange man sweetie.




"Well I'll let you handle that," he said looking over at Mommy Aurora, "then I'll meet you on the dance floor!"




Before I knew it, Tony had given me a kiss on the cheek! I wondered if he could feel how flush my face was when his lips touched me! As soon as he left my two Dommes led me quickly to the lady's room. I didn't resist them. They made sure the room was clear before leading me inside and pushing me into a stall.




"Hurry up honeybun," Mommy Aurora said as she closed the stall door, "you’ve got a date on the dance floor!"




"Yes Mommy" I replied over the wall.




I had been right; my hot pink thong absolutely was saturated with precum. I was lucky my dress was black as it was wet too. I managed to pee and then made my way back out of the stall where Mistress Olivia was fixing her makeup.







"It seems you made a friend," Mistress Olivia said as she fixed her lipstick, "he seems nice and quite strong."




"He is Mommy," I replied taking my own lipstick from my clutch and putting it on, "his hands are big too."




"Big enough to cover half your ass with one of them!" Mommy Aurora said as she gave my butt a playful smack. "You know I was thinking Lexi," Mommy Aurora said as she leaned into the window to check her makeup, "Seeing Olivia and I will be occupied in my bed tonight, maybe you should have a friend over too baby girl!" I could feel my face go pale at the suggestion but my clitty seemed to surge at the idea. "Tony appears to be enamored with you," Mommy Aurora said, turning to me and slipping her hand up the front of my skirt, "and you seem to have feelings as well." She moved her head to look past me as she continued, "Just like I said she would be Olivia!"




Mistress Olivia's hand quickly joined Mommy Aurora's under my skirt as they both cupped my bikini-clad crotch. "Well you really are soaked aren't you Lexi?"




"Yes, I am Mommy" I replied sheepishly.




"Don't worry honeybun," Mistress Olivia whispered in my ear so close I could feel her breath, "we won't tell the boyfriend of yours he's made you horny!" she continued playing with my caged clitty and aching balls.




I wanted to protest that it wasn't just him. After all, they'd been touching each other all night as well as teasing me, I had a vibrating plug in my ass that was still buzzing at least at half speed, and I'd been felt up by a rather attractive man with strong hands the size of a small state! I had to wonder where the last part of that came from.




"Olivia," Mommy Aurora said in a soft voice, "I think I'd like you without a bra for the rest of the night."




"If that's what you want baby." Mistress Olivia cooed as she deftly removed her bra from her sleeveless dress. "Oh yesss," she continued as she arched her back pushing her chest outward, "that's so much better!"




"Lexi, are Mistress Olivia's nipples hard honeybun?" Mommy Aurora asked with a smirk.




"They look like they are Mommy" I replied unable to take my eyes off her amazing chest.




"Why don't you make sure." Mommy Aurora suggested with a seductively mischievous look.




I felt my face flush with red once again, I had a massive crush on Mistress Olivia since the moment I'd met her years back and had been all but ogling her gorgeous chest all day as she tanned outside, and now was being ordered to touch them. Managing to look up at her face I saw Mistress Olivia lift an eyebrow at me as if she were asking why I hadn't done as I'd been told yet. My hands shot to her chest like a clumsy virgin teenager trying to feel up the popular girl under the bleachers. I softly massaged her breasts, hearing Mistress Olivia moan at my touch, squeezing her rubber hard nipples between my index and middle fingers.




"So, are they hard Lexi?" Mommy Aurora cooed standing so close I could feel her press against my back.




"Yes, they are Mommy," I replied softly.




"Good," she pulled my hands back at the elbows pinning them to my body leaving Mistress Olivia's succulent breasts just out of reach, "Olivia, is Lexi's clitty erect baby?"




Mistress Olivia reached under my skirt cupping my crotch with both hands before she started rubbing me. Arching my back, I moaned as she squeezed and rubbed my very swollen balls.




"Well she's hard," Mistress Olivia giggled, "but I wouldn't say erect." Mistress Olivia gave me a hard squeeze. "I can't exactly say I've had smaller," her eyes caught mine as she laughed, "but I've definitely had bigger, no wonder you're dressed as a sexy girl getting felt up by a hot gay guy!" I blushed at what she was saying but it honestly didn't matter to me because she was massaging my crotch so wonderfully.




"How did it feel to have your ass in another man's hands while he caressed it, Lexi?" Just as Mommy Aurora finished asking the question Mistress Olivia's finger pressed against my sissy pussy while Mommy squeezed my caged clitty causing me to groan. "I take it by your slutty little moan that you enjoyed it then," Mommy Aurora giggled, "well let's not keep him waiting then!"




Before I could even wrap my head around what happened, I was being led out of the lady's room again. There at the table was Tony, who had brought a friend, and a round of drinks. The seat I'd started in was now occupied by Tony's friend, Mistress Olivia, and Mommy Aurora quickly took the others leaving me to stand between Tony and His friend. Tony handed me a drink, which had fruit and an umbrella, and introduced his friend Harvey. Harvey was kind enough to give me a kiss on the cheek while his hand wrapped around my inner thigh and Tony's found my ass again. Between the recent trip to the bathroom and now having two different hands on my body, I could feel my clitty tingling and leaking like a tap. Was it the attention? The endless teasing of the day? The toys? Or was I actually attracted to Tony and Harvey? Did it really matter though? No, not at all I was enjoying it far more than I could even admit. I didn't have that long to contemplate what would be expected of me cause Harvey soon led me to the bass-thumping dancefloor. He and Tony took turns dancing with me, whether fast or slow, it didn't matter as their hands were seldom off me. For the last part of the night, I was even sandwiched between them for a whole song! Dancing in heels while drunk was one thing, dancing in them while drunk and being all but felt up was something completely different! When the lights finally came back up, I had Harvey's throbbing hardon pressed against my ass in the back and Tony's against my abdomen in the front. They kindly walked me back to the table where I was finally able to sit.




"Say goodnight to your new friends Lexi," Mommy Aurora instructed, "and don't forget to thank them honeybun."




"Thank you for such a great evening," I said lightly taking Tony's hand.




I don't know what came over me but suddenly, I leaned forward and gave Tony a kiss on his cheek.




"You are very welcome angel," he said rubbing the outside of my left thigh almost all the way up to my hip.




"Thank you as well, Harvey," I replied kissing his cheek as well, "I had quite a lot of fun dancing with you." I flashed my teeth.




"I had fun as well," Harvey replied kissing my cheek and nuzzling my ear a bit, "I’m already looking forward to the next time."




Mommy Aurora said her goodbyes as well thanking them for ‘breaking my cherry’ so adeptly on the dance floor. I felt myself blush deeply as my stomach flipped slightly. The guys left after a bit of conversation while my mind continued to race.




"Lexi baby," Mommy Aurora said as she took Mistress Olivia by the hand, "you wait here, the two of us will be right back."




I was in no rush to get back onto my heels so waiting seemed like a wonderful idea. As I waited, another rather dashing older man walked over extending his hand to me.







"So, Miss," he said holding my hand lightly in his, "You do realize that we are closed right?"




"Oh yes Sir," I replied wondering if I should pull my hand back or leave it, "My Mistress and her friend are in the ladies’ room."




"I am sure they will not mind if I keep you company until they return then," he said taking the seat next to mine while not letting go of my hand, "A lovely girl like you shouldn't be left alone." he smiled, I blushed at his compliment. "Is this your first time at the club sweetheart?"




We exchanged small talk for quite a bit until Mommy Aurora and Mistress Olivia returned. During that time, I found out that Ben was actually the owner of the club, and while most nights it was a normal bar, Ben held special nights like tonight twice a month. Mommy Aurora assured him that I would be a regular from now.




"Ready to go now honeybun?" She said looking at me.




"Yes, Mommy!" I replied ready to head home.




Ben kissed the back of my hand before saying goodnight. On the way out to the car Mommy Aurora and Mistress Olivia walked with their arms interlocked talking in whispers while I followed closely behind. It was apparent they had something planned for me. The walk across the street was less scary this time, I'd already done it once and I was feeling the wonderful effects of all those fruity drinks. As we approached the car Mommy Aurora walked me to the passenger side holding the rear door open for me.




"You did wonderfully tonight Lexi," she said proudly, "you made quite a few friends as well, I'm proud of you."




"Thank you, Mommy" I replied feeling very proud of myself.




I settled into the back seat and waited. Mistress Olivia then slipped into the backseat next to me, which was unexpected, but I knew better than to question. Mommy Aurora got into the driver's seat, adjusting the mirror so she could see me.




"Just a little reward for you on the ride home Lexi," Mommy Aurora said starting the car, "do a good job now baby you've got a big reward coming later."




I felt Mistress Olivia's hand guiding mine up her leg. Higher and higher until I could feel her warmth as my fingers reached the crease of her leg. Her hand gripped my wrist while her other reached for my neck. I was so excited when she pulled me toward her crotch. I could hardly wait, I was going to bury my face between her legs! I licked my lips eagerly in anticipation.




◆◆◆
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Prepare to be captivated by a scorching multi-part tale that transcends boundaries and explores the intoxicating depths of desire. In this captivating series, follow the journey of a young white man who makes a daring choice that leads him into the embrace of his older billionaire black best friend. A pact is made for him to become a Blonde Bombshell Trophy Wife, a deal is struck, and an irresistible connection blossoms, igniting a steamy and romantic sissy story unlike any other.

As these two individuals navigate their way through a world of power dynamics and submission, their relationship evolves into something both profound and provocative. Amidst opulent settings and sensual encounters, the lines between love, dominance, and passion blur in a passionate dance of emotions.

Witness the blossoming of their unconventional romance, where a once-simple friendship transforms into a complex dance of intimacy, exploration, and devotion. As the young man embraces his role as a sissy trophy wife, he discovers the transformative power of surrendering to his desires to be feminized wife, guided by the experienced touch of his older billionaire black best friend.

With each installment, the series delves deeper into their journey, unraveling secrets, desires, and the profound connection that binds them. Embrace a world where love knows no boundaries, where the pursuit of pleasure intertwines with the complexities of the heart, and where surrender becomes a pathway to self-discovery.
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