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Chapter 1

	THE PROM QUEEN

	 

	[image: Image]h my goodness. Nate, is that who I think it is?"

	My brother quickly glanced over his shoulder, and with his instant look of recognition I knew it was true. "Is that Lisa Sanders, our high school prom queen?" he gasped.

	As she strode into the cafe, exuding effortless confidence and grace, I was in awe. Her golden, tousled waves framed her face perfectly, catching the sunlight like a halo as she removed her oversized sunglasses, revealing her sharp blue eyes. Her camel-coloured coat, long and tailored, flowed behind her like a cape, commanding attention With every step. Beneath, her sleek black leather pants matched neatly with a fitted black top, giving her a look of power and dominance.

	Her black stilettos clicked against the floor and she turned the heads of every man she passed effortlessly. She radiated an aura of class and mystery, and knowing her past, I felt like I had the lone key to unlocking her.

	"It most certainly is Nate, and I think I have a nerve to finally talk to her," I breathed out, trying hard not to stare.

	"You do remember what she and her jock friends used to say about you, right? Do you think she would [image: Image]remember you, let alone care to talk to you?"

	"Perhaps not, but I'm a different man now and with age comes confidence and experience. No longer am I the nerdy boy that I was in school. Now I'm strong, successful, and sophisticated."

	Nate took one more glance at Lisa then began gathering his coffee. "Well, this I need to see," he said as he scurried over to a neighbouring table, an amused look plastered across his face.

	I rolled my eyes at him then shifted my attention to Lisa who was just approaching the counter. With a quick wave of my hand I caught her attention. "Lisa? Lisa Sanders?" I asked with a smile.

	She squinted at me for a moment before her eyes lit up. "Freddy Kane? Is that really you?" she said in astonishment.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image] I can't believe she actually remembers me. This is already going better than expected!

	My body trembled with a nervous excitement, but I managed to stand up and offer her a hug. To my delight she accepted, squeezing her generous breasts against me, a feeling that I would have paid anything for back in my school days.

	"It's so good to see you again. Please won't you take a seat and join me? I would love to catch up," I squeaked.

	I pulled out a chair and Lisa sat down. As I returned to my seat I had to fight the urge to shake as my nerves continued to escalate. Everything was going so well, Out now that she had joined me I needed to figure out what to say and how to make my move.

	"So how have you been? What are you up to these days?" I decided to start.[image: Image]

	"Oh, I'm sure you've heard the gossip from all our old schoolmates," she answered, waving off the question. "I'm recently divorced, but at least I still have my fashion consulting business."

	I suddenly grew worried about my outfit, wondering if my suit would still be considered modern and [image: Image]stylish by someone of her tastes and beauty. At the same time, hearing that she was single perked my attention.

	"Oh, well I'm sorry to hear that, but it's funny you should mention your work... l, uhh, I have been thinking about hiring a consultant like you myself. I would love it if you would check out my wardrobe sometime." I couldn't believe what I had just said. Me, inviting the prom queen over to my house. What was I thinking?

	Why would she ever be interested in me?

	"Really?" she let out, a surprised expression taking her beautiful face as her eyes examined my outfit. "You look rather well dressed. Much better than you did in high school."

	Her words made me feel flush. I couldn't believe that she was complementing me. "Well it's just that, Lisa. Work is easy enough to dress for, out it's outside of work when I want to be more casual, to be more free and really express myself. That's when I struggle."

	Lisa's glared at me as if trying to read me. It was no doubt that someone as stunning as her had been [image: Image]misled and invited to a man's house under false pretences before; it was no wonder she had her guard up with me just as she would any other man.

	"You finally want to learn to be yourself?" she said softly as she nodded. "There was always a special side of you in high school, something that I found quite intriguing."[image: Image]

	I had no idea what she meant, but I just smiled and nodded, hoping that she would say yes.

	"Alright, I think I understand what you mean. Why not? It will give us a chance to catch up at the least." She pulled out her phone and began to swipe the screen. "Actually, it appears that I'm free tonight. Does that work?"

	My eyes Widened, shocked that my impromptu plan had worked so well and so quickly. "l, uhh, yes. That should be fine."

	[image: Image]She smiled at me and slipped me her business card from her purse. "Text me your address and let's plan to meet at seven."

	As I accepted the card she placed her hand over mine and gave it a squeeze. Her soft touch made me [image: Image]tremble as she gazed into my eyes.

	"I'm so glad that you're finally ready to embrace your true self," she added. With that she patted my hand and stood up. "I'll see you later."

	I felt flabbergasted by her choice of words, but was too frozen from her touch to remark on it. Glancing at the table next to mine I saw Nate looking just as shocked as I was which filled me with pride.

	I had done it. I had asked out the prom queen. And she had said yes.



	
Chapter 2

	THE ARRIVAL

	 

	[image: Image]hat night I had everything ready for Lisa's visit. The mood lighting was set, glasses were filled with an exotic wine, and I was dressed in my finest casual wear. I had also fulfilled Lisa's instructions for [image: Image]me despite their odd nature.

	When I had sent her my address and confirmed our appointment, I was shocked when she replied with a simple yet peculiar demand: to make sure I had a fresh shave of my body. I wasn't sure why she would've thought that was a normal thing I did, but so enamoured with the idea of having the prom queen visit my [image: Image]house I didn't even consider asking or pushing back.

	I simply did as I was told.

	It was strange feeling my bare skin brush against my clothes, but it was also liberating and sensual in a [image: Image]strange way. Not only that, but every sensation I felt gave me more hope that she would want to see my shaved body. That of course meaning that she would see me naked.

	When the doorbell finally rang, I nearly jumped out of my skin, my body overcome with nervous shaking.

	This is it. Lisa Sanders is actually on my doorstep. She's actually about to come into my house to see

	I took deep breaths as I slowly made my way to the door, trying to relax myself. Despite my efforts, the second I opened the door and saw her every nerve in my body fired with a lust filled anticipation that reminded me of being a teenage boy all over again.

	"What a lovely place you have," Lisa said as she glanced over my shoulder eagerly.

	"Not as lovely as you are," I muttered, taken aback by her exquisite look.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]She smiled at me, a slight trace of a blush on her cheeks as she accepted my compliment and played with her curly blonde hair. I was frozen, too in awe of her beauty to look away. Her makeup was done to perfection With her lips looking plump and juicy, painted with a sensual scarlet lipstick. Even in the darkness of the rainy night, she shined like an angel.

	"May I come in?" she giggled, breaking me from my gaze.

	"Oh, I'm so sorry. Yes, of course," I stammered as I stepped aside and gestured for her to enter.[image: Image]

	I couldn't help but watch her as she entered, her long, slender heels clicking against the hardwood floor as her long coat tailed behind her. From her shoulder I noticed a large black duffel bag hanging which she set down just inside.

	Don't mess this up. Play it cool![image: Image]

	"May I take your jacket?" I asked, trying to be suave.

	[image: Image]Lisa smiled at me over her shoulder as she shrugged off her coat. As it slipped down her body it revealed her exquisite red dress that hugged every curve of her body perfectly. Seeing her bare shoulders and her low cut v-neck dress made me quiver with desire as I imagined how it would feel to touch her.

	She handed me her coat and purse, and I swiftly hung them up then offered her a glass of wine. She accepted it and took a sip, her eyes occasionally glancing back at me as she took in the decor of my house.

	"Just you in this big house?" she asked softly as she took another sip. 

	"Yeah," I sighed. "I'm divorced myself."

	She nodded as she walked towards the hallway and continued looking around. "So, Where's your Bedroom?" she breathed out.

	I took a deep swig of my wine, needing a second hand to control my nervous shaking.

	I can't believe I'm about to have her in my room!

	"l am here to help with your wardrobe after all, right?" she added.

	"O-of course," I croaked. "Please, follow me."

	Lisa picked up her bag and followed me down the hall. Each step we made towards my bedroom made my heart race faster, still unable to comprehend the situation at hand.

	As I entered my room I approached my closet and opened it, nervously debuting my clothes. "Here it is. Do you want me to explain how it's organized?"

	"No, that won't be necessary," Lisa said as she set down her large bag on my bed. She approached my clothes and gently ran her fingers over each garment, a slow and deliberate touch that made me yearn to [image: Image]feel the same. "You have good tastes, but already I can see what you're lacking. You have a hole in your [image: Image]life. Don't you, Freddy?"

	"How do you mean?" I asked in confusion.

	She grinned as she approached me, her hips swaying hypnotically with each strut. "You always were a curious kid in school. The way you always looked at me, it wasn't like the other boys did. I could tell that you wanted something different from me."

	My throat was dry as I tried to summon a response. "O-oh?"

	Suddenly her hands were on me, grabbing my waist and pulling me towards her. A silent moan rippled out of my throat as our bodies touched for the first time and I felt her grip tighten around me.

	"Don't worry," she whispered in my ear. "I'm here for you and I know exactly what you need."

	"Oh?" was still all I could mutter as my cock began to swell up, making me nervous that she might feel it with her body pressed against mine.

	[image: Image]If she could, she didn't say.

	"Did you shave your body for me?" 

	I nodded my answer.[image: Image] "Good," she let out, her breath sending shivers down my spine. "In my bag I have everything I need to transform you into how you really want to look. Are you ready, Freddy?"

	I gulped, still trying to summon the courage to answer. I wasn't sure what she meant, but there was no way I wasn't going to find out. "Y-yes."

	"Fantastic." She bit my earlobe and giggled before stepping back several steps. As she crossed her arms and grinned wildly at me, I had a feeling that things were about to take a drastic turn.

	"Then let's begin. Get naked."



	




	Chapter 3

	THE REVEAL

	 

	[image: Image]xcuse me?" I exclaimed in shock.

	Lisa scoffed at me, her lips pursing as she glared into my eyes. "How do you expect me to help you with your wardrobe if you don't try some clothes on?"

	I thought about her question then shrugged, admitting that her reasoning made sense. But as I started to unbutton my shirt I realized what I was doing and felt my nerves returning.

	Holy shit! Am I really getting naked in front of her?

	Slowly I disrobed, an increasing sense of vulnerability growing within me. When I was left in nothing but my boxers I hesitated and looked at her, seeing her curling lips give me the answer that I was most nervous for.

	"That's right. Take off everything," she insisted. "l have something much better suited for you to wear."

	Closing my eyes, I let out a deep breath and then let my boxers drop to the floor, my hands quickly sweeping in front to cover myself.

	I can't believe I actually did it!

	Lisa chuckled as she reached for her tag and unzipped it. She began searching inside as she watched me trembling in my naked and vulnerable state. "Ah, yes. This will be perfect."

	From out of the bag came a bright coloured fabric, a dazzling shade of pink unlike anything that I owned. She held it out towards me, gesturing as if she wanted me to wear it.

	As I accepted I realized what it was, a small pair of lacy frilly panties.

	"You want me to wear these?" I gasped.

	"Of course," Lisa purred as she stepped closer to me. "This shade of pink will complement your brown hair so perfectly. At least what's left of your hair."

	My jaw dropped in astonishment. My mind felt broken as I struggled to decide what to do.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Don't be so shy, Freddy. I know you want to put them on. Go ahead, feel the soft lace on your smooth skin."

	Her sensual tone teased me and I suddenly found myself wanting to obey her. Never before had I considered wearing women's underwear, but now I couldn't think of anything else.

	Awkwardly, I lowered the panties down, still trying to hide my manhood as I slipped them on. up they went, softly gliding over my hairless legs until they moved into place, the thong sliding between my cheeks with a feeling that was pleasantly surprising. I looked down at the pink panties and thought they looked a little silly with my bulge on display, but I couldn't deny that I liked them.

	"Allow me to help," Lisa said, her voice low and sweet.

	She stepped closer until I felt her cool touch on my flesh. Her hands started at my waist and slowly [image: Image]trickled down my body. A hot moan escaped me as her hand suddenly slipped beneath my panties and found my cock.

	"It will fit—and look—much better if you tuck this pesky little thing and get it out of the way," she murmured.

	I could feel my cock growing from her touch and she gave it a playful stroke of acknowledgement, giggling at my reaction.

	"If you're good, maybe I will let you feel some more."

	My penis pulsed in my panties, growing in its new position between my legs as she pulled her hand away. I didn't want her to stop, but I now knew a path to more.

	"O-okay," I squeaked, committing myself to whatever her plan was.

	She turned and sauntered back to her bag, her movements filling me with desire as I watched. From in[image: Image]side she pulled out another garment, this time a bra.

	"What was it you told me earlier? You want to feel free? To express yourself?" Lisa said as she held out the bra before me. "I'm going to make you feel that and more. I'm going to make you feel beautiful and sexy—just like I know you've always wanted to feel."

	I let my arms through the straps and thought about her words as she pulled and hooked the bra behind m, running her delicate fingers along the straps to adjust them.

	Is this something that I've always wanted?

	It seemed so farfetched and outlandish, but as I stood before her wearing a bra and panties, I could tell that it was what I wanted in this moment.

	Again she reached into her bag, this time pulling out a lacy garment with several straps. She hooked it around my waist and let the straps fall over my legs before going back for more. As she pulled up the first stocking I wasn't surprised by her choice, but I was surprised by how good it felt.

	[image: Image]Lisa pulled a stocking up each leg, their silky sheerness making my legs look even smoother and more feminine. She connected the straps to each thigh high, one on the front and one tightly down the back, stretching tightly over my cheeks. As she ran her fingers along the inside of each band my cock throbbed [image: Image]wildly with arousal.

	What is happening? Why does this feel so good?[image: Image]

	The sensations were becoming overwhelming, the sexiness of the lingerie, the arousal of her sensual touches. I wasn't sure how much more I could take.

	"Mmm," she let out as she admired me. "You look absolutely ravishing." "I-I do?" I stammered, taken aback by her words.

	She grabbed my hand and pulled me towards a mirror, letting myself see my transformation. From the neck down I was surprised to see how good I looked—almost as good as I felt. Above that however I could [image: Image]still see myself, a sight that felt confusing.

	[image: Image]Lisa swept behind me and grabbed me, her hands groping over my body. Her touches filled me with lust and made me long to turn around and grab her just the same. But between my reflection and her exploring fingers, I was too entranced to act.

	"Don't you feel better already? Don't you love how sexy you feel when you break down your walls and explore your truth."

	I gulped as I considered what to say. Already this night had gone completely away from my hopes and dreams, but I knew that there was still a promise of pleasure if I played my cards right.

	"Is this how you feel all the time? So sexy? So desired?" I breathed out.

	"Mmm, yes," she moaned. "All day I see men and women staring at me, lust boiling in their eyes. I can [image: Image]only imagine what they want to do with me, how they would ravage my body if I allowed them. I imagine their hands on me like this, slowly tracing down my body and between my legs."

	As she spoke she acted out her words, her fingers finding the lace of my panties.

	"l imagine them rubbing me, touching me with their big, powerful hands and flooding my senses with [image: Image]pleasure."

	Her hands worked my shaft, making it surge into an erection.

	"l imagine them throwing me down on the bed and fucking me. So raw, so hard, so passionate."

	With that she grabbed me and threw me onto my bed. I gasped as she jumped on top, holding herself above me on all fours with a wild look in her eyes. "Is that what you want?" she growled. "Do you want me to take you? To make you feel so desired?"

	My chest was heaving With lust, my lips dying to taste her. "Yes!" I cried out, hoping I would finally get to feel her.

	She lowered herself down and gave me a soft kiss on the lips, just enough to feel the plumpness of hers. "l want that, too," she grinned. "But we're not ready yet."

	 


Chapter 4

	THE MAKEOVER

	 

	[image: Image]s Lisa crawled off the bed I began to feel empty. For a brief moment I had felt so fulfilled, so excited for What was happening, but then it suddenly disappeared. I could still feel her lips on mine, however, and I could still taste her sweetness.

	[image: Image] I just need to do whatever she says. I need to let this all play out to see where it goes.

	I followed her into my bathroom where she sat me down in front of a mirror. She set out a small bag on the counter and opened it up to reveal a full supply of makeup, sparking a small fear within me as I realized what was next. Despite my apprehension to having her apply makeup, I stayed strong in my plan, telling [image: Image]myself that she could do as she pleased with me from now on.

	Lisa leaned down over my shoulder, looking at me through my reflection as if an artist sizing up their [image: Image]canvas. She picked through her makeup kit and set aside various vials and containers, occasionally holding them against my cheek to check colors.

	"Are you ready to begin?" Lisa asked.

	"l guess so," I shrugged nervously.

	She stared at me with a disappointed look, shaking her head. "That's not What I wanted to hear. I want you to tell me how much you want it. How much you want me to show you how beautiful you can be once you accept yourself."

	I gritted my teeth as I looked at her, her blue eyes sparkling with a naughtiness that I longed to tap into. "Please make me beautiful," I let out.

	[image: Image]Lisa smiled then pulled back my chair, walking around until she towered over me. With a kick of her legs she was suddenly over me, Sitting down on my lap as her dress hiked up.

	I could feel her on me, her warmth radiating through my body. I couldn't resist reaching out and grabbing her, even if it was just to help keep her from falling. I never wanted her to leave.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]She began reaching behind herself and grabbing vials, delicately beginning to paint my face. Her eyes were focused as she worked and I could help but gaze into them, wondering why she was doing this to me. But as she worked I could tell she was growing awkward and uncomfortable and soon she stood up with an aura of annoyance.

	"This just isn't working. My dress just keeps bunching up," she grumbled. "I'm going to have to take it off. Help me with the zipper, won't you?"

	I stared wide eyed as she turned her back to me and swept her hair aside. Fumbling with the zipper, I pulled it down and watched as her bare flesh was revealed from beneath. She looked so soft, so delicate.

	How I yearned to feel her.

	Lisa stood up and let the dress fall to the floor, her confidence unwavering as she stood before me wearing nothing but a thin red teddy. She brushed her hair with her fingers as she shook her head, letting her [image: Image]golden locks fall over the thin shoulder straps and making her breasts bounce in her lacy lingerie.[image: Image]

	Again I could feel my cock pulsing, feeling unfairly teased by this goddess standing before me. But she wasn't standing for long. Once she was comfortable she reclaimed her seat on my lap, letting me feel her [image: Image]soft cheeks on my hairless thighs.[image: Image]

	As I regained my grip of her waist to hold her in place, I shivered at the touch of her teddy. From the very first time I saw her back in high school I had dreamed of feeling her so intimately—and now it was actually happening.

	She's so fucking sexy, and feels so fucking good... Can she really make me look as beautiful as her?

	Lisa arched her back as she returned to work on my makeup, her breasts heaving forward, practically in my face. My cock was so close to her and so ready to feel her. I wondered what would happen if it slipped out of my panties and touched her—would she allow me to feel more if she knew how badly I wanted her? She picked up a vial of lipstick, a dark ruby red, and held it in front of me. "Pout your lips out like this," she said as she puckered her lips.

	I obeyed I closed my eyes and awaited the strokes of lipstick on my lips, likely the final piece of my makeover. But several moments passed and I felt nothing. I opened my eyes to see what was happening just as she leaned forward and kissed me.

	I breathed a sigh of relief into her plump lips as we embraced. She scooted closer to me, pressing her body against mine as her arms wrapped around my neck and pulled me closer. As our lips collided her tongue met mine with a teasing curiosity, welcoming itself and exploring softly—leaving me hoping this was only the beginning of something far more lasting.

	She broke away, her breath heavy as she grinned mischievously at me. "Just a little reward for your good behavior so far," she giggled before picking the lipstick back up. "Now for the finishing touch."

	[image: Image]I puckered my lips for her again and this time she applied the lipstick, sending a surging thrill coursing through me.

	I wonder how I look now. I wonder if I look remotely as gorgeous as she does.

	She stood up from my lap with a pleased look on her face. "Close your eyes and don't peak yet. I have one final touch."

	I obeyed despite my desperation to see my new reflection and soon I felt her slip something over my head. I could feel strands tickling my neck and cheek and instantly knew what it was—a wig.

	"Okay, open your eyes."



	




	Chapter 5

	THE DRESS

	 

	[image: Image]s I opened my eyes, my mouth dropped. The image of my transformed self left me speechless.[image: Image]

	Lisa placed her hands on my shoulders and peered over them, her cheek touching mine as she beamed at my reflection. "Don't you love it? The new you. The beautiful, sexy you." The new me?

	I wasn't sure what to think. I could hardly recognize myself. Looking back at me wasn't the nerdy boy from high school or the sophisticated man I grew up to be. No, looking back to me was an image of femininity, a beautiful and complicated The new me.[image: Image]

	I touched my cheek to confirm I was looking at myself. I was.

	"I-I don't know what to think," I admitted.

	Lisa pursed her lips as she considered my answer. "Perhaps that means we need to keep going. You haven't seen enough," she murmured.

	She popped up and turned back to her bag on the bed, once again digging through. The sight made my heart race as I wondered what would be next for me.

	When she turned back I gasped at the sultry black cocktail dress, short and shimmering. "Let's make you gorgeous and elegant, the complete opposite of What you've been posing as all these years."

	I drew in a shaky breath at the thought of feeling the elegant dress on me. It looked so silky, so sexy. I imagined that it would feel amazing. Without thinking I accepted it, rubbing my fingers over the soft fabric as I embraced What was to come.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Sliding into the dress felt transformative, like stepping into a version of myself I'd only dreamed of. The silky black fabric skimmed over my body with a whisper of elegance, its plunging neckline daring yet sophisticated, drawing attention without effort. The short length revealed just enough to tease, flooding my senses with an overwhelming naughtiness. The thin, delicate straps rested lightly on my shoulders, making the dress feel almost weightless, as if it were an extension of me. The way it hugged my body filled me with confidence and grace.[image: Image]

	"How does it feel?" Lisa asked, her voice low and husky.

	I looked down at the little black dress, slowly running my hands down its bodice. The silk material was smooth as it shimmered in the light, and as my fingers explored the fabric I felt it embrace my flesh, sending a rush of excitement through me, a magnetic arousal coursing through me.

	I can't believe how I feel in this or how much I like it.

	When I didn't answer Lisa swarmed me, her hands taking over for mine. Her touches radiated warmth through me, letting me really feel the dress, letting me feel truly sexy and desired. "You look phenomenal," she whispered.

	She pulled me back to the mirror to let me see for myself and standing before my reflection, fully transformed, I couldn't help but admire how it made me feel—empowered, bold, and utterly unforgettable.

	"l do... I really do."

	Lisa laughed wickedly beside me, clearly pleased by what she had done to me. "Finally, you've accepted your true self."

	I bit my lip as I continued to adore my reflection, slowly moving my body to feel the dress swish over me. My cock throbbed in my panties, a seemingly unnatural arousal taking over me as I yearned to touch myself, to grab my chest and feel the breasts created by my bra, to slip my hand between my legs and feel the soft lace over my straining length.

	Most of all I wanted Lisa. I wanted to feel her again, to taste her again. To have her.

	I turned to face her and put my hands on her. My heart was racing uncontrollably as I touched her and knew that I wasn't ready to stop there. I had let her do so much to me, transforming me as she pleased.[image: Image]

	Now it was my turn to work on her.

	Pulling her closer I made my move, leaning in to kiss her once more—but she quickly dodged my efforts and planted her index finger over my lips.

	"Not so fast, lover girl," she laughed playfully. "You don't want to smear your lipstick, do you?" "l do," I moaned, my body trembling with desire. "For you I would do anything. I always would." She raised an amused brow as she smirked at me. "Anything?" she purred.

	The straining in my panties told me the answer. "Yes," I whimpered as I traced my fingers along the lace of her teddy.

	Wrapping her arms around me she grabbed my ass, squeezing my cheeks fiercely and slightly spreading them open. "That's what I like to hear," she whispered.

	I gasped at the sensation, finding myself wanting her even more after her rejection. I began walking her towards my bed. Step by step she let me move her, Out just as we arrived she caught me off guard and threw me down.

	I didn't mind however, I was in bed and she was standing over me, and from the look in her eyes I could tell something was finally about to happen. Pushing myself back in the bed, I gestured for her to join me.[image: Image]

	"Ready for more, are you?" Lisa chuckled as she reached back for her       "Don't worry, dear. You are [image: Image]about to get everything that you desire and more."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]She pulled out some harnesses and quickly positioned them around her hips, tightening them as she smiled wickedly at me. They were leather with lots of buckles and a solid panel that covered her pussy like a thick pair of panties.

	How are we going to have sex with that thing getting in the way?

	Again she was in the bag, but this time to my shock she pulled out something even more unexpected. Out from the bag came a large dildo, moulded to look just like a real cock.

	My eyes watched as she wielded the cock like a weapon, positioning it between her legs and attaching it to her harness. As her hands drifted away and the dildo remained, dangling like it was a real appendage, I [image: Image]suddenly realized what she had planned for me. She wants to fuck me!



	




	CHAPTER 6

	THE FEELINGS

	 

	[image: Image]isa's first knee was on the bed, then the second. She began crawling towards me, her large cock dangling from between her legs as fear washed over me.

	I couldn't possibly let her do this to me, could l?

	I didn't know What to do. I desperately wanted to be intimate with her, but had never considered that she would be the one fucking me.

	"I'm going to make you feel like you've never felt before," she said, her words caressing the air as she climbed over me.

	I braced myself, the thought of her giving me such feelings making my pulse quicken. As I gazed up at her I felt more powerless than I had ever felt in my life, completely and utterly at her mercy.

	"Y-you are?"

	"Oh yes," she purred. Her hands wrapped around my wrists and pinned me down, her grip stronger than expected. "But don't you worry. I'll be gentle... at first."

	She leaned down and licked my lips, laughing wickedly at the control she had over me. A wave of anxiety [image: Image]washed over me as she pulled one of my arms across my body, Willing me to rollover. Feeling helplessly under her spell, I gave in, flipping onto my stomach so that my face was buried in a pillow and my backside was presented to her.

	I felt her slide down, her fingers sneaking into my dress and pulling it up until I could feel the cool air on my cheeks. There was no doubt what she meant to do to me yet I didn't fight it. Feeling her on top of me, her hands groping my flesh as she teased me with her dominance—I knew I wanted to feel it; I wanted to feel her and I wanted to feel everything she had for me.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Her fingernails gripped my cheeks as she laughed, tickled by what she was about to do. She groped me, moulding my soft flesh to her will before spreading me open and presenting my hole to her. I closed my eyes to brace myself as my hands wrapped tightly around the bedding.

	Something brushed against me and made me shiver, then I felt a strong pressure. Lisa growled and I gasped as she penetrated me, her cock surging inside as new feelings blossomed within me.

	"Oh, fuck!" I cried out, the sensations growing as she pushed in further.[image: Image]

	"Mmm, yes. I'm going to fuck you good," Lisa cooed. "I'll make a woman out of you yet."

	I gritted my teeth at the feelings, a mixture of pleasure and pain. It was unlike anything I had ever felt before and the swelling of my cock told me that I liked it.

	Lisa pulled back before pushing in further, filling me deeper with her cock. Again and again she continued, each thrust harder and deeper. Each thrust furthering my arousal.

	"How do you like it? How do you like having my big cock in you?" she snarled.

	I opened my mouth but only moans crept out, "Ohhh!"

	Her hands slid up my body, her chest pressing against my back as she nuzzled her lips near my ear. I could hear her heavy breathing coming from every thrust, her passion exuding itself. Her touches continued up my arms, gripping my wrists once more as she completely took over me.

	"Doesn't it feel liberating? Don't you feel like you were meant be dressed like a slut to take cock?" She [image: Image]plunged herself in deeper with each question, filling my body and mind with her naughtiness. "You look so beautiful, so sexy. Women Will be jealous of you. Men will long to fuck you, just like this."

	With each thrust she ground my body against the bed, rubbing my aching cock against the mattress. Everything was feeling so good; I yearned for more—to feel her even deeper.

	"Yes!" I cried out. "l need more!"

	She began to slow down, releasing my wrist as she brushed my hair aside and nipped at my ear. "Then thank me. Thank me for what I've done to you and maybe I'll let you have it."

	"Thank you! Thank you!" I moaned as I started humping the bed to keep my pleasure growing "Don't stop. Please, fuck me!"

	"You're welcome," Lisa giggled as she started fucking me harder. "Because your gratitude, I won't stop until you've experience your true pleasure."[image: Image]

	She pushed herself up higher, leveraging herself so she could penetrate me even deeper while exploding the sensations within me. Her soft, feminine legs brushed against my silky thigh highs and her hands pressed into my tack as she worked me, submitting me to her forceful fucking.

	My cock was pulsing with pleasure, my arousal soaring to unimaginable heights. Lisa continued to plunge her length inside me, filling me fully until I felt her skin slapping against mine as our sweat mingled together.

	Her hand slipped beneath me, stealing its way into my panties until it felt my true arousal. She began to thrust her hips in long fluid stride as she touched me, sliding her cool fingers up and down my length.

	"l can feel your excitement," she breathed out. "Most men don't give into me so easily, but not you. You were born for this. You were born to take my big cock."[image: Image]

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]I could feel my penis building up, my pleasure nearing its peak. Feeling desperate for more I began to push back against her, moving in sync with her so that she hit my sweet spot perfectly.

	"Yes," I groaned. "Yes. Give me more. Fuck me! Please!"

	Her soft fingers wrapped around my cock, working it delicately as she leaned over me. "Then cum for me, slut. Show me how much you love my cock."

	Her words washed over me like a sea of lust, her touches crashing into me like a tidal wave. My cock tightened and then released, an explosive orgasm filling my panties as she slammed her cock inside me. Lisa laughed wickedly above me, slowing down her thrusts until I was finally done. "Now I'm done with you."



	




	Chapter 7

	THE END

	 

	[image: Image]elting into the bed I sighed, embracing the euphoria that consumed me. "Holy fuck," I groaned as I tried to catch my breath.

	Lisa gave my ass a slap then came to sit on the side of the bed, beginning to unhook her harness—a true sign that she was done with me.

	I watched her as she began to put away her supplies: the strap on, the makeup, the extra garments. [image: Image] wondered if she would be asking for her dress back, or the lingerie that I wore beneath it. I hoped that she would leave me wearing it.

	"I'll send you an invoice for the outfit we picked out for you," she said casually as she pulled on her dress. “Perhaps I'll even find you a special occasion to wear it again."

	I pushed myself up in bed, feeling a pang of sorrow at her concluding words. "When will I see you again?" I let out, my tone soft and desperate.

	She turned around and I helped her with her zipper, already missing the touch of her body against mine. [image: Image]"You want more, do you?"

	I bit my lip as I felt my cock swelling up again, already hungry for more of her dominance. "Yes."

	[image: Image]Lisa squinted as she considered me, her finger lightly tapping her swollen lips. "l had only meant for this to be a one time thing, something fun to help me get over my divorce," she started thoughtfully. "But perhaps I could use a new plaything now that I'm single. Perhaps you could fill that role as my pretty little sissy toy."

	My body ignited with excitement, the possibility of seeing her again, of feeling this good again, filled me with hope and anticipation.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"I'll be anything for you," I begged.

	Her lips curled into a knowing grin, her arms crossing and making her look even more powerful. "l think you have already proven that, but either way I will only agree if you promise to be a very good girl for me. Completely and utterly obedient."

	My head nodded vigorously, my penis growing in my panties once more. "Yes, I promise!"

	She pulled her bag towards her and unzipped it as she eyed me. Her hands fumbled within until she found what she was looking for. "Take off your panties," she demanded.

	I quickly pulled my panties down, revealing my plump cock. After all she had done to me I no longer cared if she saw me naked, and she seemed unfazed by the sight as well. She swept down between my legs, quickly working my manhood and placing something around it.

	A small key entered and twisted and as it floated away with her hands I noticed a small pink cage encompassing my manhood.

	"What's this?" I asked as I fondled the strange device.

	"This will ensure that you're good for me and that you save yourself for me from now on," she explained, her voice exuding power and dominance. "I'm not sure when I'll want to use you next, but this will ensure that you will be ready when I am."

	I gulped at the thought, a sudden meekness overcoming me. When I had first seen her today I felt like I had grown up so much, that I had become strong and confident. But as I watched my former prom queen stare down at me I realized I was neither.

	I was whatever she wanted me to be.

	"Okay," I agreed, committing myself to her.

	She grinned as she tucked the small key away into her breasts, making me wonder when I might see it again. "Good, now be a good girl and fetch my coat. I still have more important things to do tonight."

	I quivered at her demands, beginning to feel like her helpless little servant. Rushing down the hall, I grabbed her jacket and returned to her, helping her put it on. She grabbed her bag then turned to me, her eyes surveying everything she had done. With a nod she smiled, approving her work, then learned in and gave me a soft kiss.

	"I think I'm going to have a lot of fun with you."[image: Image]
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