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feminized by the landlady

What. The. Fuck.

Money had been tight for a long while, and I’m sure my landlady had felt the consequences of my occasional missed payments, but to put my rent up by 40%? This was ridiculous! Surely it had to be illegal?

I sighed and tossed the letter onto the coffee table before flopping onto the couch. What was I gonna do? My job barely covered bills and rent as it was…

After a few minutes, I picked the letter back up and reread it carefully. The change would come into effect with my next payment – in two weeks time – and would apparently be “subject to further increases after a period of three months or after one failed payment.” My eyes traveled over the letter again and again, searching for anything that could be of use, and I eventually noticed something: she had signed the letter with her name and her apartment number. It was the unit next to mine, weirdly. Surely I could somehow convince her to go easy on me?

A few hours later, after a slog of boring data entry work done from my couch, I heard the key turn next door. It’s now or never.

I got ready as best I could: a crisp and freshly ironed white button down, a blue suit, a matching tie, and brown leather shoes. I combed my hair, and hoped that I would look professional despite the fact that I’d neglected to get a haircut in a while and it was now down to my shoulders. Lastly, I sprayed myself with cologne, took a deep breath, and headed next door.

“Come in,” a woman exclaimed after I’d knocked thrice on the door.

Does she normally leave her door unlocked?

I entered the apartment nervously, and saw her sitting on her couch and facing me directly. It was intimidating to say the least.

Before I could find my voice, she broke the silence. “Good evening, Kyle.” She sounded like she was teasing me a little, like she knew something that I wasn’t privy to. I hated it.

“Hi, Mrs. Thorne,” I replied lamely.

“Miss Thorne, Kyle. And you can call me Angela. Why are you here?” She had a glass of wine in her hand – a dark red that matched her couch and her lipstick – and she took a sip as she watched me.

“I can’t pay what you’re asking,” I said and raised my eyes to meet hers, trying to create a facade of confidence. I held the letter up and pointed to it to show her specifically what I was referring to.

“I see.” She stared right into my eyes, and I couldn’t help but look away first, my cheeks beginning to burn. “And what are you going to do about that?”

I stuttered a little, a little floored by her question if I was honest with myself. “I work three jobs already, Miss Th– Angela. And that barely pays my rent as it is! I can’t afford this… If I could work more I would, but there’s just not enough hours in a day.” I wanted to say more, to ramble her into giving in, but her gaze had become disapproving. Not that I wanted her approval or anything…

She took a sip of wine. “So move somewhere else,” she said plainly.

“I can’t!” I exclaimed, and was astonished at the volume and high pitch that I had reached. I was a man, so why did my voice come out like that? It happened sometimes when I was frustrated, I just wish it hadn’t happened now. This was important. “I can’t. You know I can’t. Everywhere else in this stupid city is even more expensive! I would guess that’s why you live here instead of in some fancy penthouse.”

Angela nodded. “I see.” She looked into her glass and swirled her wine, taking another sip before continuing. “You’re smart, Kyle, I can see that. Do you think you could do something for me, make up the extra money that way?”

Sighing, I replied, “Like I say, I can’t work more than I already do. I’m stretched as thin as I can go, please just reconsider.”

“You misunderstand me,” she said, sitting forward in her seat. “It wouldn’t be work, per se, Kyle. More like a kind of favor.”

“What is it?”

“You’ll find out.”

“What’s the favor?” I asked again, firmer this time.

“I have some clothes that need modeling,” she said, obviously choosing her words very deliberately.

“And you want me for it?” This confused me. I hardly had the best looking body for a guy. In fact, some people had even made fun of me over how feminine it is.

“Well… I did ask you.”

“Right. Are you sure?”

“Yes, Kyle, I’m sure.”

“Huh. Then, yeah, okay, I’ll do it,” I say, and offer her a smile.

“That’s excellent news,” she replied, smiling back. “I’ll come and get you tomorrow morning, okay?”

“Yes, Miss Thorne… Angela.”

What had I gotten myself into?

She knocked on my door at 8am precisely. I know it wouldn’t have been hard to manage, considering she lived next door, but the exactness was intimidating.

I opened the door and immediately felt her eyes examining my body. I bristled with discomfort, already on edge at the mystery of the whole day.

“I hope this is okay,” I said, and gestured to my outfit. I’d only put on a white t-shirt and plain jeans as I knew I would need to change soon anyway. “If you want me to wear something else, I can?”

“You’ll be wearing something else soon enough,” she told me, smiling with a wicked glint in her eye. I swallowed hard. “Now, come on.”

I followed her, and she took me into her apartment. I was surprised – I thought she would want to go to a photo studio or something if I was modeling, not her living room…

“The clothes are on a rack in my bedroom. I’ll just go and get them for you,” she told me. “Wait here.”

I waited, stood next to her couch, and let my eyes examine her apartment properly for the first time. She had some… Interesting art on her walls: a framed black-and-white photo of a woman posed in thigh high socks, and it looked like the photo was taken in Angela’s living room; a close-up of a cock in a chastity cage; and one with two mouths open to each other, tongues touching. Both people in the last photo were wearing lipstick, but one had the faintest five o’clock shadow…

My thoughts were disturbed when Angela returned to the room and snapped her fingers at me to get my attention.

“Kyle,” she said pointedly. When I looked over to her, she continued talking. “I’ll leave these with you, and you can put on your favorite pieces. I’ll be in the other room. Call me when you’re ready, okay?”

I nodded and took the clothes from her, quickly beginning to examine them. She did as she said and went to the bedroom again, and I heard the door click shut. I breathed a sigh of relief and it surprised me – I didn’t know I had been so tense.

The clothes weren’t exactly my style. They were colorful and soft, and were definitely on the more feminine side of unisex. At least, I assumed they were unisex if she was asking me to wear them.

I pulled my jeans down, kicked them aside and pulled up some denim shorts in their place. They were a bit hard to pull over my ass (which had always been embarrassingly big) but I managed. The only problem was, my boxer shorts were longer than the denim shorts and I couldn’t tuck them in. Could I run back to mine and get something shorter? In the corner of my eye however, I saw some shorter underwear. The only issue? They were lacy black panties.

I figured that some underwear was better than no underwear, especially against a zipper, so I undressed my bottom half again and hesitantly put the panties on. It felt surprisingly good to wear them, to feel them drag over my skin, to pull the band up to sit on my hips. I did have to adjust myself though, as they were probably far too small to cover a pussy properly, let alone my cock.

Soon, I was finished dressing. I’d put the shorts back on (which were much easier to do up with tight panties on) and also picked out a blouse. When I’d chosen it, I’d realized that these clothes really weren’t unisex: the blouse came in at the waist, was tight at the shoulders, and had a large cutout on the back, exposing my skin. Bundled in the middle of the pile of clothes she’d handed over was a pair of black high heels, but I didn’t put them on. Sure, I could go along with underwear, but heels?

“Angela,” I called, “I’m ready now.” I stood awkwardly as I waited for her to come back in, and she smirked when she saw me. But then, she looked down to my feet and her face fell.

“Kyle, I gave those to you for a reason,” she said, sighing. “And the stockings.”

Truth be told, I hadn’t even noticed the stockings.

“I’m sorry, I just don’t know if I want to…” I replied, blushing a little.

“Do you want to make rent, hm?” she asked. Her tone had turned sour. I swallowed hard and nodded. “Put them on then.”

I rummaged around for the stockings and sat on the couch to put them on. I pulled them up as high as they would go – they reached just over my knee – and had to admit they felt pretty good. I hesitated once more at the heels, my nerve faltering.

“Go ahead,” Angela encouraged, firmly.

I closed my eyes for a moment, steeling myself, and reached for the left shoe. I slipped my foot in, and weirdly they were my size. I struggled with the straps and buckles, but eventually managed to get it on, and I repeated the process with the right foot. They felt heavy and weird to wear, and I wasn’t even walking in them yet. That didn’t last long though. Angela walked over and held her hand out to me. I quickly reached for it, and I was beginning to accept that the sooner I did what she asked, the sooner everything would be over. She pulled, I jerked forward, and suddenly I was standing.

“You’re a fast learner,” Angela said, and moved my hand to her lips. She pressed a kiss to the back of my hand, leaving the faintest lipstick mark. “But there’s still a way to go. Come to the bedroom with me.”

I immediately felt my cheeks burn red – her bedroom? Did she want me to have sex with her? Dressed as a girl?

She walked ahead of me, our hands now apart, and turned to watch me. This would be my first time walking in heels, and if she was getting off on my humiliation then this moment would be the pièce de résistance.

I could feel my legs shaking just a little as I took that first step. The step made me wobble, and I saw her face flash with amusement and a little bit of worry. The next few steps were tricky too, but when I reached Angela again I was definitely stable on my feet, even if I wasn’t walking gracefully.

“Good girl,” she murmured huskily, and my heart fell.

“What?” I replied incredulously, recoiling from her ever so slightly.

She looked a little shocked herself and reached for my hand again. “Come on, Kyle,” she said, soft and kind, and walked me into her bedroom. There was a collection of wigs on shelves in her room, and I immediately knew that one of those was going to go on my head pretty soon. She also had a vanity covered in make-up and brushes and sponges, and similarly I knew exactly what she had in mind.

I was incredibly nervous as I sat down in the plush chair at the vanity. I could barely bring myself to look at my reflection, and when I did I couldn’t recognise the person staring back at me. I knew that that’s me, but he already looked so feminine and so uncomfortable.

Angela stood behind me, put one hand on my shoulder and kissed the crown of my head. I felt myself tense even more at this intimate action.

She reached for a hairbrush on the vanity, and began to brush my hair. She was gentle with the tangles, and let the bristles rub into my scalp a little. I subconsciously tilted my head back, enjoying the pleasurable sensation. I glanced up in the mirror and saw her smirking. Shit.

Soon she moved on. She spun my chair a little, put baby pink clips in my hair to keep it out of my face, and began to apply make-up to my skin.

The textures were all new, and I was startled by how cold the foundation felt on my face. Being brushed, painted, is a weird experience too: almost as though I’m not me anymore, but a canvas for Angela to use.

She leaned in breathtakingly close when it came to the finer details, and I swallowed thickly. She was practically in my lap, her lips so close to my body, her eyes raking over every inch of my face in detail. My breathing was definitely heavier, and I’m fairly sure she noticed it too. She, meanwhile, seemed completely fine, as though she did this every day (which, for all I know, she did), and her movements were calm and confident.

“Stay still,” she muttered quietly. If I didn’t know better I would say she was growing lustful right now. She held a spiky brush up to my eye, and quite frankly it scared the shit out of me. She noticed and laughed, putting a hand on my shoulder to ease my worries. “Just blink into it, okay?” And I did.

There were a few more touches she added to me: eyebrows, white highlights on my cheeks, the bimbo-blonde wig, and mascara. And then it came to the last, final touch. Lipstick.

“What shade, sweetheart?” she asked, and held up to lipsticks. “This one is more classic. It’s a deep red, very rich, and it’ll make you look irresistible.” I nodded, showing I was paying attention. “And this is a dusky pink. It’s quite subtle. It gives the illusion of your lips being warm and hungry, but it also might imply that you’ve been kissing or… Performing ther oral activities.” She made sure that our eyes were meeting at this moment, and she grinned at my embarrassment. “So, which one?”

“Red,” I spluttered, not wanting to entertain her implications.

“Good choice,” she told me, suggestively popping the cap off the lipstick and slowly beginning to twist the base. Quieter and closer, she provoked me even more. “Although… There’s no point trying to pretend you’re not a filthy little slut. You’re going to show me sooner or later.”

That was my final straw. I jumped up, and I had to shove her a little to get to my feet.

“Ladies don’t push,” she told me sternly.

“Stop!” I yelled at her. “I’m not a lady! I’m not a woman! And I’m not into your weird girly shit you have going on. I… I don't know how I’ll do it but I’ll get the money to live somewhere else. Fuck this.”

She looked down, eyes fixed between my legs. She glanced back up at me and raised an eyebrow. “Tell that to her,” she said, and her smugness dripped off of every syllable.

My hands darted immediately to my crotch and covered my surprisingly prominent erection. Weirdly, I had hardly noticed. I knew I was feeling something down there, but I thought it was a semi at most. It’s hard to tell in these shorts, they’re so damn tight… But no, I was rock fucking hard and embarrassingly needy. There was even a tiny damp spot, where I can only assume I’ve been leaking over my landlady putting fucking make-up on me. Shit.

”It isn’t what you thi—” I began, but she cut me off.

“It’s exactly what I think, Kyle. We both know it.” She was harsher now, bordering on cold, and she guided me back to the chair. “By the way, Kyle is ever so… Masculine. We need to change that. I’ve been toying with the name Kyra. How does that sound, hm?”

I don’t know how I had enough blood in my body to fill my cock and my blushing cheeks. “Mhm,” is all I could get out. It was so much to process, and so quickly as well.

“Good girl,” she murmured, and now her lust was as blatant as my boner. Speaking of, I’m certain I twitched at that. This was not where I thought my day would be going.

I just stared at her, dumbfounded. I really had no clue what to say or how to react.

“Do you like being called a good girl, Kyra?” she asks, and closes the gap between us. “Do you like… Being a good girl?”

I felt like I was going to explode, both literally and sexually. Why was I into this?

“Yes,” I told her, stammering a little.

She tutted. “Yes, what?”

“Yes… Angela?” I tried.

Shaking her head, she leaned in and whispered into my ear. “Say ‘yes, Mistress.’” Her breath was warm on my ear, and I could smell her perfume. It wasn’t overpowering, and was a little citrus-y which endeared me to her even more.

I swallowed thickly. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good girl,” she cooed again, and I jumped as I felt her hand delicately brush against the denim around my thigh. “You’re such a pretty girl, you know that?”

“Th- thank you,” I said.

She swatted at my leg. “Thank you what?”

“Thank you Mistress.”

“Good. Don’t make that mistake again, okay?”

I nodded and my heart felt like it was going to burst out of my chest. What would she do to me?

I didn’t have much time to ponder that question, as she very confidently took my cheek in her hand and kissed me. I’d never kissed anyone like this before. It was so tender and soft, and it felt intimate despite her being my landlady who I’d only spoken to properly twice before yesterday. But I kissed her back and I moved my hands to wrap around her waist. When I did, she moved her arms to drape around my neck, and we slowly began moving backwards. I barely realized we were moving until suddenly the back of my legs felt something and I fell onto her bed. She fell on top of me and we laughed a little, before she began to kiss down my body.

She peppered kisses all over my jaw, and I could feel my hips begin to buck a little. When she began kissing and biting my neck I couldn’t control myself. I let out a little whimper and she bit harder, and I whimpered even more. At this point, I’m pretty sure she could’ve made me cum just by kissing my neck.

She eventually relented and soon reached the shorts.

“Someone’s eager, huh?” she teased, and began to kiss my bulge through the shorts.

“Yes, Mistress,” I whined pathetically.

“Good girl.”

She unzipped the shorts and began pulling them down my legs, and she looked up at me.

“You’re such a gorgeous girl, you know that Kyra?” she asked. “So pretty all marked up by me, with your cum ruining these little lacy panties…” Even I had to admit they were ruined, but she made no move to take them off. She simply pulled my cock out of them. And when her hand touched my cock for the first time, I moaned the loudest moan I’d ever moaned in my life.

“I knew you’d sound gorgeous,” she told me. “Such an eager slut, aren’t we?”

“Mhm, yes Mistress,” I gasped, and she began stroking my cock.

Her hands felt impossibly good, and she knew what she was doing with them too. I felt a little bit jealous knowing that her talents had to have been formed through practice. But why the fuck was I jealous?

My eyes rolled back as she rubbed her thumb over my tip. “Fuck, fuck, please…”

“You like my hand on your girl-cock?” she asked, and stroked faster as she waited for my answer.

“Yes Mistress, I- ah, I love it so much!”

I thought that when she got told what she wanted to hear, she would slow down again and let me catch my breath, but she kept going. Her hands were warm and soft (and wet from my excessive pre-cum) and I felt close already. She was fully in control of me at that moment.

“Your balls are twitching, darling,” she told me, and began to rub them with her other hand. I groaned and bucked hard into her hand. “You’re so pretty.”

“You’re prettier,” I managed to get out, panting and desperate.

And then my brain short-circuited.

She’d opened her gorgeous lips and had started to suck my cock. If I thought her hand felt good, fuck, her mouth felt divine. She made eye contact as her head bobbed up and down, and I could feel my chest flutter. This was like a wet dream, but it was real.

She’d quickly worked her way down to my base, and with every bob down her nose brushed against me. She was a pro at this, seriously.

When I started involuntarily bucking up into her throat, she nibbled a little on my cock and put her arm on my thigh, telling me to stop.

“Sorry, Mistress,” I whimpered. “I can’t help it, you feel so fucking good…”

She pulled her head back and seamlessly began jerking me off again. Taking a moment to catch her breath, she stroked me slowly now, and the change of pace was torture. I let out a long, loud, guttural moan.

“Come on then, Kyra,” she goaded. “Cum for your Mistress. Fuck your warm girl-cum into her throat. You can do that for me, right baby?”

I don’t know how I didn’t cum right then when hearing that.

“Yes, Mistress, I can definitely manage that,” I laughed.

“Good girl,” she said, before running her tongue over my tip, still pumping my cock with her hand furiously. “Let me know when you’re close.”

I nodded and was frozen, watching in awe as she masterfully pleasured me. One hand on my shaft, one on my balls, and her wonderful lips wrapped around my head. I was in heaven.

Her tongue rolled around my slit, making my legs shake with the most intense pleasure. “Please,” I panted. “I’m close, Mistress. I’m gonna cum, please don’t stop!”

She smirked and immediately took me down to the base again. I bucked involuntarily once more and she didn’t fight it, so I carried on doing so. She grabbed my wrist and put it on the back of her head, and I knew that she wanted me to push down on her so she could drink all of my cum.

I thrusted a few more times, and that was it. My grip on her head tightened and I balled her hair into my fist, but she didn’t seem to mind. I bucked and bucked and bucked some more as I came into her mouth. She didn’t stop pleasuring me either, it was like she needed all of the cum that she could get. I felt her throat swallow a couple of times, and it milked my tip even more.

Eventually she slowly started to come up, but she overstimulated my cock until I was whimpering for her to stop.

“You taste excellent,” was the first thing she said to me, and she was breathing even harder than I was.

“You feel excellent,” I told her.

“I did get the impression you enjoyed it,” she teased, and moved to kiss me. “See if you can taste your cum, Kyra.”

We kissed fiercely, and she pushed her tongue into my mouth. I tentatively met it with my own and I could definitely taste myself. It was a little salty, but not unpleasant, and the fact that I was kissing Angela made it a lot more palatable.

When we pulled apart, I couldn’t help but let out a little giggle at her own make-up. Her lipstick had been smeared by the sloppy blowjob and the kisses, and her mascara was smudged too.

“What are you laughing at, Kyra?” she asked, smiling.

“You’re a little messy,” I told her, and made a point of looking at her lips.

“I see,” she said. “Well that’s okay. You’re soon going to be messy too…”

For the thousandth time that day, Angela was smirking at me.

“How are you gonna arrange that?” I asked, now confident enough to tease her back.

A slap landed on my thigh again. “Be good.”

I winced, and her smile grew.

“You know exactly how I’m gonna do that, don’t you Kyra?” she asked me. “You’re going to be a good girl and make me cum with that pretty mouth of yours.”

I nodded eagerly and lay down on the bed. She moved up my body and put her knees either side of my head. She was wearing a skirt, and as she shuffled the last few inches to position herself correctly, I soon found myself face to face with her dripping panties. Hers were the exact same as mine, only she didn’t have to fit a cock into them. Lucky woman.

“Don’t be shy,” she said from above me. “Go on, make your Mistress feel good.”

I wriggled my arm and moved her panties to the side, keeping my fingers pressed into her skin to keep the underwear out of my way. I took a nervous breath and reached up a little to taste her for the first time.

She was hot and sweet. I’d eaten girls out before, but she was something special. Not to mention she had the wettest pussy I’d ever encountered, especially considering I hadn’t touched her yet. She was definitely going to make a mess of my make-up.

I heard Angela gasp a little as I gently placed my teeth over her clit, testing her sensitivity before replacing it with my eager and hungry tongue. I drew circles with it for a little bit, switching between clockwise and counter-clockwise and reveling in the attempts she made to stifle moans when I switched direction without warning.

Soon, she’d buried one of her hands in my hair, and had lowered down so that I was supporting some of her weight instead of her knees doing all the work. I couldn’t move over her pussy as much, but she could now buck her hips and ride my face, using me like I was a sex toy.

Angela groaned as she began to ride my face, and I kept my tongue moving to show her that I could be a good girl for her. She was so frantic and strong in her movements that with every jut forward her clit rubbed against my nose, and it made her moan each time.

I used my free arm to reach up her body and blindly felt for her tits. She grabbed my hand and guided it to one of her breasts and I instantly began to grope her. I rubbed and stroked her breast, and after debating it for a moment I slipped my hand under her bra cup and pinched her nipple. She whined and her hip movements faltered, so I pinched again and she doubled over.

“Fuck, Kyra,” she moaned, and began moving again. “My nipples have always been my most sensitive area… Maybe I’ll let you suck on them later, if you’re good.”

I was embarrassed at the little moan that came out of me as I heard that. She giggled a little and kept fucking my face, now with both of her hands in my hair and tugging a little.

She soon became close, and at this point I was rock hard and leaking pre-cum again. Thankfully she was facing the other way so had no idea — I didn’t need her knowing just how much of a whore I was.

Angela kept riding my face aggressively, and I felt her tense up. Her thighs clamped around my head, and I couldn’t breathe for half a minute as she wailed and gasped and moaned expletives above me.

Eventually she relaxed again and I gasped for breath. She flopped onto the bed next to me, panting, and I saw that her face was flushed and sweaty. I smiled a little, knowing that I could pleasure a woman like that, let alone a woman as sexy as Angela.

She, through deep breaths and hazy eyes, snapped at me when I went to wipe my face of her juices. “Don’t you dare. I wanna see just how dirty you got for me, okay?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I obeyed, and pulled my hand down. I also moved to hide my erection, attempting to tuck it between my thighs as she began to sit up.

“Oh, Kyra,” she cooed, and took my face in her hands. “You’re so beautiful like this, all sloppy and wet for your Mistress. You did me proud. Good girl.” I smile at her. “You can clean up now.”

I nodded and reached my hand up again.

“No, no,” she scolded. “Go to the bathroom, do it properly!”

I could feel my cheeks burn immediately. “I can’t,” i told her pathetically.

“Why not? What’s wrong?”

“I, er… Can’t tell you.”

“So don’t tell me, just go clean up.”

I groaned. “Just don’t look, okay?”

“Okay…” she agreed, her voice full of intrigue.

She covered her eyes with her hands and I awkwardly stood up. As soon as I took a step, I heard her voice and I blushed even harder.

“Oh, poor baby!” Angela teased. “Come on, let Mistress make you feel good again.”

Embarrassed, I moved back and sat on the bed next to her. “Are you sure?” I asked.

“Very sure. Just give me a second, okay?”

She got up and returned quickly with a damp washcloth and a small black case. She used the washcloth on my face to clean her juices off of me, and she washed me surprisingly tenderly.

When she finished, I saw her truly nervous for the first time. “Can I… try something?” she asked.

“We’ve tried a lot today,” I laughed. “Why not one more thing?”

She nodded and opened the case next to her. My eyes widened as I saw what’s inside: a massive pink dildo. There was a harness next to it in the case, and a large bottle of lube as well. Does she want to use it on me? Do I want her to?

“Are you up for it, Kyra?” she asked me softly.

I nodded. “I’ve never… Y’know, though.”

“That’s okay,” she told me. “We can go slowly. As slow as you like. As slow as you need.”

I swallowed hard and nodded. “Okay. Yes. Please.”

“Good girl,” she praised me. “Lie back for me, and spread your legs.”

I complied, and shyly opened my legs.

“Wider, Kyra,” Angela demanded. “Prove you’re Mistress’s good girl. Her good little whore.”

I covered my face and pulled them apart more, my feet planted on the mattress and my knees bent so she could reach my asshole.

She picked the lube bottle up, and uncapped it. I’d heard the noise plenty of times before, but never had I ever thought I’d be the one waiting for it to be fucked into me. She squeezed some onto the palm of her hand, and rolled the index finger of her other hand in it. She then wiped the rest onto my asshole rather unceremoniously.

“Just relax,” she told me, and I took a deep breath to try and calm myself down.

I jumped when I felt her finger push at my hole. She stroked my thigh to assure me and slowly slid in. I could feel myself tense reflexively, and had to force myself to try and accept her into me.

When she had managed to push down to her knuckle, she curled her finger inside of me and I moaned without thinking. I’d never felt anything like that before — the pleasure was almost indescribable. I looked up to see her smile, and she slowly started pushing in and out, her finger rolling and stroking my insides every other second.

I didn’t even realize she was pushing another finger in until she made that curling motion again, but this time it was twice as good. I whined and I couldn’t form words for how good it felt, but I desperately wanted to let her know.

“Who knew you’d be such an anal slut?” Angela teased, fingering me roughly for a few seconds. That move made me melt, and I threw my head back in ecstasy.

“Please,” I whined.

“Please what?” she asked devilishly.

“Please more.”

“You think you’re ready for my big cock, baby girl?” she husked, curling her fingers against my prostate. “You ready to give me your pretty little sissy pussy?”

I felt my cock twitch as she titillated me with her words. “Yes, Mistress,” I moaned. “Please take my virgin hole.”

“Such a good girl,” she smiled. and slowly pulled her fingers out of me. My hole clenched around the air, longing to be filled even though it had been mere seconds since she was inside me. “I’m still going to go slow, okay?”

I nodded and readjusted my position, leaning my head against the headboard and moving the pillows under my lower back.

Meanwhile, Angela had picked up the dildo. It was larger than it looked inside the case: 8 inches minimum, veiny, and thick. A lot larger than my own, and I wasn’t even that small. Did she expect me to take all of it now? Part of me wanted her to make me.

She generously lubed it up and my mouth watered as it glistened in her hand. I was somehow drooling at the thought of my landlady destroying my asshole with her huge pink cock. Who was I becoming, and why did I love it?

Angela unzipped her skirt and tossed it onto the bed so she could wear the strap-on properly. I glanced between her and the skirt, and thought about how dirty it would feel to wear it whilst she fucked me. I reached for it, and saw her grin as I did so.

“My my, we are a girly girl,” she teased as she quickly pulled the harness up her legs and tightened the straps around her beautiful thighs. “Wear it if you want. It’s hot.”

I nodded and moved so I could pull the skirt up my legs. I fumbled with the zipper at the back, and had to get Angela to help. She zipped the skirt up, and then pushed at my lower back so my face was forced into the pillows and my ass was exposed to her. She slapped my ass cheeks hard, a few times on each side, and I yelped a little at the sudden aggression and the tantalizing pain.

“You’re already turning pink,” she told me, gleefully. “What a pretty ass…”

I felt her fingers at my hole again, and she fingered me for a minute or so. And then I felt the tip of that huge cock at my entrance. My breathing was hard and I felt my heart thud against my chest. This was it.

I groaned in a masochistic mix of pain and pleasure as the cock entered me. She stopped as soon as she got the first inch or so in, and I had no idea how I would take any more or how I would take being pounded if even this was overwhelming me.

“Are you okay?” she asked, rubbing my back.

I hummed an affirmation and took a few deep breaths, bracing myself. “I’m ready for more.”

She acknowledged me and, still stroking my back, pushed into me even more. She had now definitely gone further than her fingers had gone, and when I hissed in pain she stopped moving.

“I’m okay,” I told her. “Just one second.”

“You’re doing really well,” she praised. “I’m about four inches inside of you. Doesn’t that feel good, knowing you’re taking your Mistress’s cock in your pussy like a real girl?”

I moaned and nodded. “Push all the way in,” I asked her. “The waiting is the worst part.”

She took a moment, clearly doubting me, but then she held my hips and thrusted forward so her thighs met with my ass cheeks.

I groaned and felt my legs tremble. “Fuck,” I breathed. Then, amused, I asked, “Are you… Are you balls deep?”

She laughed too. “Yes, Kyra, I am,” she replied. “You’re such a good girl, taking all of my cock like this on your first go. Who knew you’d be such a perfect whore?”

“Can I touch myself?” I asked shyly.

“You’re allowed thirty seconds,” she answered after a moment of thought. “But then I want to fuck you and make you cum like a girl: with a fat cock pleasuring your tight little hole.” I moaned. “Start touching your little clitty now, Kyra.”

I melted at her words, and reached for my clit immediately. I began stroking vigorously, wanting to use those thirty seconds as best I could. But they were over before I knew it, and Angela let me know by landing a very hard slap on my ass.

“Stop touching, Kyra.”

I reluctantly moved my hand away, and placed both of my hands above my head to support the position and remove temptation.

“Good girl,” she said, and slowly began fucking me. I don’t know which was worse: the feeling of her pulling out, or the ache as she pushed back in. Her dildo was massive and it felt like it was splitting me apart, but I couldn’t get enough of being impaled by her and having my sissy pussy stretched by my new Mistress’s cock.

Soon she had picked up the pace, and the pain had lessened dramatically. I could hear the wet sounds of my asshole pulling her cock in and the noises made me blush, but deep down I knew they were also turning me on.

As she fucked herself into me, I began bucking back into her, taking her cock as deep as possible and encouraging it to slam into my guts. I groaned over and over, almost overwhelmed by the sensation of being completely full and completely owned.

Angela pushed my back again as she fucked me, ramming my face into the bed even harder, like a cheap whore. I could feel her get more into it, more eager to abuse my hole, and more dominating over me. She was surrounding me and filling me up. She was the whole world at that moment: I could think of nothing but her, feel nothing but her, do nothing but belong to her.

And I could feel the pleasure building, my balls filling and aching as I became desperate to explode for her.

She clearly noticed my desperation too, as she grabbed my hips and rammed me harder.

“Your filthy sissy pussy is twitching around my cock, dirty girl,” she teased. “You’re close, aren’t you? Close to cumming like a pretty girl for your Mistress?”

I moaned an acknowledgment to her, and gripped onto the sheets as she somehow managed to pick the pace up even more. I already knew that my hole was going to ache for days after this, but I didn’t care: I loved being a cocksleeve for Angela, and I would’ve taken all the pain in the world to be her sissy slut.

Her hips began to roll as she coaxed me to my climax, and she dug her nails into my hips. I flinched at the sharp pain but let myself be overwhelmed by the sensations, moaning loudly all the while.

“Come on, Kyra,” she grunted. “Squirt your pretty girl-cum everywhere for me.”

And I did. I couldn’t hold back anymore, cumming all over her bed and my panties as she kept pleasuring my asshole with her huge cock. I honestly can’t remember having ever had an orgasm as powerful and as pleasurable, and I knew I was going to become addicted to women pleasuring my prostate even before the cum had finished spurting from the tip of my cock.

“Good girl,” Angela praised, and I bucked my hips involuntarily as she thrusted into me some more, milking al ofl the cum out of me that she could.

Eventually she stopped, and began to rub my back as she pulled out.

“This will feel a little strange,” she told me, and I braced myself.

Her cock almost popped out of me, and I missed it the second it left my hole.

“Thank you Mistress,” I panted, and collapsed onto the bed.

“Thank you Kyra,” she told me with a smile evident in her voice.

I lied on the bed, breathing heavily, and I heard Angela shuffling about. She was unbuckling the strap-on harness, and it thudded onto the floor a moment after. She got close to me and spooned me, wrapping her arm around my waist. She pressed a kiss to the back of my neck tenderly, and I couldn’t help but blush at the intimacy of it, even though she had just bottomed out inside me.

“You did such a good job, pretty girl,” she whispered.

“Thank you Mistress,” I replied.

“Soon you’re going to be even prettier…”

I squirmed at the implications, and smiled. If this was how I was going to have to pay the rent from now on, I would be more than happy to be the perfect tenant.

THE END


Thank you so much for reading!




All my love, Rose xo























































Thank you for reading one of my erotic shorts! I’m probably writing another one right now. Did you know that all my books are available to read for FREE if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? Plus, if you haven’t used it before, you can get two months for free. I use it all the time myself and I highly recommend it! So be sure to subscribe and then check out all my hot new releases, found on my Amazon Author Page.
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