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Chapter 1

I asked Mary out on Thursday, right as my shift ended and her shift started.

I went shopping on Thursday afternoon, Mary’s rejection fresh in my mind. It might have been ‘retail therapy,’ but mainly I made a conscious decision to buy some nice, new clothes and try and go out and meet a girl.

What better place to shop for clothes than an upscale department store selling $100 dollar shirts?

Shopping gave me a chance to clear my mind, though, and it did not take me long to notice several beautiful, wealthy women also shop at expensive, high-end department stores.

I found a nice, form-fitting shirt that I thought might help me look at least a little bit attractive. I winced at the price, and the thought of spending my entire clothing budget on one item, but it was a good-looking shirt.

I pulled a shirt off the rack to compare sizes and barely noticed the woman standing next to me. I smelled her perfume, a deep scent with a faint floral undertone that smelled fresh and clean.

“That’s a nice shirt,” she said.

“Yeah, I thought it might look good, I'm just trying to find the right size,” I said, smiling at her.

“I can help you,” she said, pointing to her name tag.

Her name tag said ‘Jana,’ and she was smiling and sexy. Her dark, colorful dress complemented her tan skin. I do not usually stare at women’s lips, but her bright red lipstick caught my attention.

“I’m Jana,” she said.

“Thanks Jana. I’m Evan. I like this shirt but I’m trying to find the right size.”

She found a good size and suggested I try it on, leading me to the dressing room.

I’m not sure if it was the way she stood outside of the stall or something about her tone, but once I had the shirt on I wanted to see what she would think of it.

I stepped out of the dressing room and she was there, watching.

I held my arms out and spun as she looked me up and down.

“That’s the right size and it looks really good on you,” she said.

I laughed, blushing.

“You say that to all the customers, but that’s very nice of you.”

“Oh please,” she said, rolling her eyes. “I only say that if there is an obvious up-sell. Or if it’s true. In your case, it’s true.”

I laughed again, my blush heating my whole face.

“You don’t like me calling you cute?” she asked.

“Cute, now?” I said, trying desperately and failing miserably at being smooth.

“Definitely, and that shirt does fit you really well,” she nodded at me.

“Thank you, and I mean that,” I said, smiling.

“I’ll be at the register,” she said, pointing behind her. “I’m afraid if I wait here then you’ll end up spinning and blushing for a good hour.”

I laughed, blushed, and spun around to go back into the dressing room. Once I closed the door the full range of me doing exactly what she said made me laugh and blush again, silently, so as not to be heard and come off as completely crazy.

I had to ask her out, obviously.

I bunched up the shirt and then thought better of it and tried to fold it nicely.

I had to wait in line at her register, and soon several people were waiting behind me. Great, an audience. My nerves were vanishing.

When it was my turn, I handed her the shirt and told her that would be my only item. As she scanned it and I put my card in the machine, I decided to go with my pre-planned words.

“So, do you want to hang out some time?” I asked.

Well, I started to ask.

Her phone rang, right after the ‘S’ and before the ‘o.’

She repeated a practiced greeting as she ripped off my receipt and dropped it in the bag.

“I’m here until six tonight,” she said, looking at me.

Then, looking down, talking to the phone, she said, “No, we don’t get any more until next week.”

I nodded and half waved as I moved out of the way.

I was blushing and irritated with myself as I reached the front door. I would have to come back, in a week or two, and try again. I should have just asked her. Stupid line of people, they probably would not have even noticed.

At home I took the shirt out of the bag and found a pair of dark blue women’s panties under the shirt.

There were two possibilities, and both gave me a good reason to go back to the store. Either it was intentional, just like her mentioning that she would be working until six, and she was giving me a chance to ask her out.

Or it was accidental, in which case I could give the panties to her so that she would not get in trouble, and have a second chance to ask her out.

I arrived at the store and found her near the dressing room.

I smelled her soft perfume before she noticed me.

“Hey, Jana,” I said, waving the bag at her like it was some kind of present.

“Hey, Evan, right?” she said, smiling. “Yeah, look, I found something in my shopping bag and I didn’t want you to get in trouble or anything,” I held the bag out towards her.

She frowned and looked inside.

“Oh, I’m sorry, here, let’s go over to the register and I’ll fix it,” she said.

I smiled and followed her. This time, we were alone. I was going to get her number!

“Here,” she said, taking the panties out of the bag. “I don’t know why I gave you small, they must have been in the wrong spot.”

She put another pair in my bag.

“Um,” I said.

“Oh! Maybe you didn’t know. They’re free when you spend over a $100.”

I blushed again. Did she think I was gay?

Does that put me in the friend zone before I’ve even asked her out?

I stood, speechless, trying to determine what, exactly, was happening.

“I’m sorry, I guess I got carried away. I just figured how cute you would look in those. They’re your color, you know. And that style would fit you just right, I think,” she said.

“I’m not gay,” I told her.

“No, not the way I make you nervous!” she laughed.

I laughed, too, a little less tense than I was a few seconds ago.

“I don’t really know what’s going on,” I told her, my confusion leading me to be unusually blunt.

She laughed, enough to where I thought there must be a joke that I was missing.

“Evan, you’re just too damn cute, do you know that?”

I shook my head, “That’s nice, but I’m really not sure what message you’re sending.”

“Do you want to go out?” she asked.

“Well, yes, I do. Romantically!” I answered.

She laughed again, and then gave me her phone number.

“Can we meet tomorrow at the coffee place across the street?” she asked.

“Yes, that sounds fun,” I said, double and then triple checking that I typed her number correctly.

“But will you do one thing for me, Evan?” she asked.

“Sure, Jana, what do you want?”

“Will you wear those panties when you meet me?”

“Um,” I said, my mind racing.

“I promise, no one would know except me. I find it incredibly erotic. I think that’s something that you would like, right?”

A date with a hot girl while wearing something that she thinks is erotic?

“Alright, I sure as hell will. The blue ones?”

“Do you have more?”

I laughed and blushed again. Why did that make me blush?

“No!”

“I’ll see you tomorrow!” she said.

I drove home, excited, confused, and occasionally blushing just at the thought of it.


Chapter 2

After dinner, I sat on the couch thinking about tomorrow. I would have to wear my new shirt.

Then my gaze turned to the shopping bag with the panties.

I fought a sudden desire to put them on. They did look smooth, and they were a nice color. I pictured myself in the panties and the next thing I know I had taken my clothes off.

What the hell, I thought.

I slid them on and looked at myself in the mirror. The smooth fabric hugged my skin in a distinct line slightly below my waist. The bulge of my cock was evident but not over-stated. I turned and saw that the bottom line of the panties was just below halfway down my ass.

The fabric stretched across my round ass and I noticed a definite sexuality to it. A distinctly feminine sexuality. My ass looked like a something that I would jack off to.

I knelt down on the floor in front of the mirror, looking behind me as the panties defined the shape of my ass, moving now from sexual to erotic. Just like Jana had said.

My cock surged with pleasure as I watched myself in the mirror. I pulled the panties even higher, exposing more of my bouncing flesh.

A single spot of precum dotted the front of the panties where they pressed tight against my full erection.

I put my face on the ground so that I could use my hands on my cock. I saw my ass in the mirror again, sticking up, the thin women’s underwear the only thing covering me from being completely exposed in such a lewd pose.

I pulled the panties down, watching them slide across the rounded flesh of my ass.

My cock, free of its fabric restraint, bulged desperately for my attention.

I rocked my body back and forth as I rubbed my hands against my hard cock, pinning it against my stomach as I kept my face down and my ass up. I turned my head to watch in the mirror, to watch my naked, exposed body as I grew closer and closer to orgasm.

From the angle that I lay I could see my tight asshole, up and exposed and ready, it seemed, for anything. I pictured Jana then, inspecting me, watching me slide the panties off. Watching my hole, pushing into me and taking me, claiming my body from behind.

“Fuck,” I said, cum pulsing out of my straining cock, covering my stomach and my chest and dripping on the carpet.

I stood, my dick still hard as I picked up the slightly-used panties.

As my heart slowed and the pleasure faded, I thought of what I had just done. I thought of how much I liked it. I wanted more of it, already.

A locked door, a door I did not know even existed, had been opened.

I cleaned up after myself and sat on my bed, holding the panties that started this unexpected journey.

I had nothing left to do for the day, so I cleaned up my living room and bedroom. It may have been wishful thinking, but it is better to be prepared than caught with a messy apartment!

I finished cleaning and then began getting ready to go to sleep. I stared at the panties that were sitting on my dresser. I pictured them, under my slacks. In my pants as I unbuttoned. Sliding down off my ass as Jana watched.

I fought the images and made myself lay down in bed. Naked, I found myself desperately trying to stroke my cock or grind against the sheets. I did not want to cum again, not before my date tomorrow.

Were these thoughts all because of Jana? I knew what submission was, and I have seen pictures of female domination. I never spent much time thinking about any of it, however. But tonight, lying in bed, my mind drifting over sex scenes, intimate encounters, and tight blue panties, I found myself returning to a theme of Jana taking control of me and my body.

I slept dreadfully little.


Chapter 3

I woke up in the morning, groggy and somewhat disoriented. I had plenty of time to get ready, enough that I briefly considered taking a nap. But I decided that I would not be able to sleep, anyway.

I was nervous but also excited. Mostly excited. More excited than I had been for any date before.

I finished a few errands, bought some groceries, cleaned the apartment up a bit more, and generally tried to keep myself busy.

Eventually, I dressed for the date. I did not want to wear my new shirt, not to an afternoon coffee date. I slid on the panties and stopped to look at myself in the mirror, again. Interesting.

I pulled my jeans on next. They fit tight, and I wriggled my hips as I pulled them up to my waist. I stopped for a second, wondering if I had ever put on jeans like that before. Wriggling my hips, the way I had seen girls fit their jeans on. I always enjoyed watching girls pull pants on or off, watching the fabric slide across their sexy, fleshy asses.

Just like I had done today and like I had watched myself do last night.

I finished getting dressed and was soon pulling out of the apartment complex.

The drive to the coffee place was only a few minutes, but in that time my mind began to wander. My thoughts centered on Jana and whether this may be some type of elaborate trick. Or perhaps I was attaching a lot of significance to a cup of coffee that she would view as a brief conversation on her way to work. Or maybe she’s crazy.

As the various scenarios worked through my mind, I began doubting that she would even show up for coffee.

That way, when she didn’t show, I would feel less disappointed.

The flaw in that approach proved to be my obvious excitement when she did show up.

I arrived early and had a table and a coffee before she walked in. I waved, smiling, happy and surprised and shameless in my joy.

“Hi Evan, I’ll be right there, but let me order, okay?” she said, walking to the line.

I nodded and sat, first staring at her and then making myself watch everything in the room except her.

She came over to the table with a small coffee.

We greeted one another and then made small talk. She asked about my day, I asked how she was doing. We both sipped our coffee and chatted generally about nothing.

“How long have you worked at the store?” I asked her.

“Just a few months. I do it seasonally. Partially, I enjoy clothes and shopping, and also it’s good to have a bit of extra seasonal cash.”

“That’s cool, do you have an apartment around here?”

“No, not exactly. There are some things I want to be able to tell you and share with you, but I’m honestly a bit more cautious than that,” she said.

Frowning, I asked her what kind of secrets she wanted to keep.

“There’s not really a secret, but there are things that I don’t generally open up about on the first date,” she said.

“Fair point,” I answered. “I have an apartment nearby.”

“Well, that’s convenient! Your work is nearby?”

“Yes, and I take some classes at the campus, too. So being in this part of town has been nice for me.”

The conversation continued for an hour that passed in mere minutes. We both enjoyed talking to the other and for the first time since we had planned the date I felt at ease.

“So, did you wear them?” she asked as the conversation lulled.

It felt like a switch flipped in my brain. The mood turned much more sexual and my automatic response to what she said became quiet and submissive.

I blushed, smiling, and said, “Yes, I do. I did, I mean.”

She nodded, sitting back in her chair.

“You’re acting like there’s much more to what you have done than just putting on underwear,” she said.

I nodded, my face hot with shame and lust and submission.

“You wore them somewhere else too, didn’t you?” she asked, angling her head as she watched my expression closely.

“Yes,” I said, nearly adding a ma’am on the end. What had gotten into me?

“Oh, there’s more too!”

I remained silent, attentive to her.

“You’re so fucking cute,” she said.

“Thank you,” I murmured.

“Will you show me your apartment?” she asked.

“Yes, definitely, yes. Now?” I asked, my excitement bubbling over.

She laughed, “Lead the way!”

She followed me to my apartment. My mind was racing with thoughts of what she might do. I had to calm myself. I thought that perhaps this was some elaborate set up. She couldn’t rob me. I knew where she worked, and I had her phone number. She might take explicit pictures and blackmail me? For what, 20 bucks a month?

Still, I would have to be careful. If things were too good to be true, then what was going on here?

I opened the door, smiling as I showed Jana the clean apartment. I walked her through the main area and the bedroom in just a couple of minutes. We concluded the brief tour and she sat on a stool between the kitchen and living room.

She was facing me as I leaned against the back of the couch.

“Pleasantries aside, then, you wore those sexy panties?”

I coughed, surprised at bluntness. I was not used to the direct approach, not then.

“I did, but I have a few concerns,” I told her.

“Naive and cute?” she asked.

“Well, I’ll leave that to you, but it’s just that this is all happening so fast,” I told her.

“You’d rather buy me dinner before I ask to see your underwear?”

“Now who’s the cute one?” I answered.

She laughed and then said, “Okay, look. Are you worried that I’ll put this on your profile or something?”

“That’s one possibility. Blackmail is another,” I said, smiling at the outlandish notion.

She laughed, deep-throated and full-bodied. She clutched her stomach through the pain of her non-stop laughter.

I stared at her, tapping my foot.

“I’m sorry,” she said, and then burst into another gale of laughter.

“No, I don’t have anything worth your time, I get it,” I said, exaggerating my poutiness.

“You don’t have to try and be cute.”

“I’m not, I just don’t understand!” I answered with a louder tone.

She held back another round of laughter. Was she being evasive?

“I forget that not everyone sees things the way I do, and I’m sorry to leave you in the dark,” she said.

“It’s okay, I’m just confused a bit,” I answered.

“Look, you’re cute. I like you. I want to see your body in the underwear because I want to have that image in my head. I want you to be sexy and cute. How’s that for a start?” she asked.

“That’s a fantastic start! You’re not going to take any pictures?” I asked.

“Only if you want me to.”

“I don’t,” I said.

“Then, no.”

“Okay! Good!” I said, nodding and smiling.

“Anything else?” she asked.

“Oh! Actually, yes. Um,” I paused, unsure how to proceed.

“Just ask,” she said.

“Well, I know you like me in these panties, and that’s fine, honestly. Are you, um, everything that you appear to be?” I asked.

“Are you asking if I'm crossdressing or if I’m a woman?” she said.

“Well, yeah,” I answered.

“I don’t have a cock. Does that answer your question?” she said with a smile.

“Yes, it does!”

“Good, anything else?” she asked.

“No, I think that’s it. So, just, now?” I answered.

She mock-sighed as she climbed off the stool and stepped to me.

She touched my waistline, her fingers reaching into my pants, feeling the soft fabric of the panties.

She pressed forward, into me, her lips meeting mine in a soft kiss. Her hands moved across my hips, feeling the panties snug against my skin.

I moved to put my arms around her, and she grabbed my head, pulling my mouth deeper into hers. She french kissed me, her tongue pushing into my surprised mouth.

She pushed me back against the couch, her aggressive approach taking me by surprise. Her sweet scent, subtly floral and clean, filled my nose and then my mind.

Jana unbuttoned my pants as I watched her, arms by my side, unprepared for her directness.

She moaned, licked her lips, and then looked at me watching her.

“You tried these on already, didn’t you?”

She opened my pants, running her finger against the blue fabric as she spoke.

“Yes,” I said, my voice tense with nerves.

Her finger traced against the head of my cock as it strained against the underwear, hard and throbbing.

She reached her other hand up to my neck.

“Are you a virgin?” she asked.

“No,” I answered, “but I've never worn panties, not like this,” I answered.

“Will you take your pants off?” she asked.

I slid them down, easily and immediately.

She smiled and stepped back, eyeing me up and down.

“Very nice.”

I blushed, standing in front of her wearing only my shirt and the panties she chose for me.

She stepped back and then sat in the stool, appraising me.

“Will you turn around, please? I want to see your ass.”

She was so direct! I blushed and turned, still not entirely convinced that she really liked my body the way she seemed to.

“Are you always submissive?” she asked.

“No!” I answered with a sudden flare of irritation at her quick, easy diagnosis.

A strong feeling of doubt came over me. I turned back around, half expecting to see her with a camera.

She was watching me, appraising me.

“There’s nothing to be ashamed of,” she said.

Blushing, I answered angrily, “I’m not ashamed!”

She came back to me, her face somber and sympathetic.

My cock, representing my mood with a blatant obviousness, had returned to its less confident, normal size.

A thought passed through my mind of how the slight bulge looked nice in the panties.

“Evan,” she said, taking my hand, “I know this is all new for you. I’m not trying to lead you anywhere you don’t want to go. If you tell me to leave, I'll get out, right now. I like this, you dressed like this, you showing me your body. It’s sexy to me. I think, if you relax, it’ll be sexy for you, too. But you have to trust me. Maybe it’s too soon for that.”

My shoulders slumped as tension drained.

“It’s okay. You’re right, this is new. I’m excited, I think it’s sexy, too. I like you looking at me,” I answered.

“Tell me what happened when you wore the panties earlier,” she said.

I blushed again, remembering my fantasy.

“I thought they looked good on me, that I could maybe understand what you liked about them,” I said.

She touched my cock, gently, making her presence known.

“Did it arouse you?”

“Yes,” I answered, my cock immediately responding to her touch and my thoughts.

She ran her hand up and down the shaft of my cock.

“Did you cum in your panties?” she asked, her voice low.

“No, I took them off before I came,” I answered with immediate honesty.

“What did you think of, when you came?” she asked.

“You.”

“What position were you in?”

I stopped, hesitating. She stroked my cock, her firm touch leading me to a deep, burning need for more.

“Bent over, my face down and my ass up,” I answered, timid at first but more confident as I continued. “I pictured you taking me, you’re so confident, and you know what you want, and you know how to take my body,” I said, fantasy and reality blurring as my thoughts revolved only around her and her hand on my cock.

“Sexy, very fucking sexy,” she said, her hand moving faster up and down my clothed cock. Her fingers touched the head of my dick, the wet precum evidence of my need for more.

I melted into her reward, her firm touch.

She pushed me back against the couch again, her hand reaching up my shirt and brushing against my nipple.

I gasped, the tingling excitement an unexpected sensation.

“Do you want to try again, now, and tell me if you’re always submissive?” she asked.

“Yes, submissive,” I answered. My broken thoughts and my voice trailed off into a moan as she pinched my nipple with one hand and rubbed the thumb of her other hand across the swollen head of my cock.

“Good,” she said. “Do you want to be sexy for me?”

“Yes,” I said, her grip increasing as she toyed with my body and my nerves, leading me towards an orgasm using only a few of her fingers.

“I want you to be sexy for me,” she said.

“Yes, please,” I replied, my eyes closed as my senses were overwhelmed with her expert touch.

“Are you going to cum?”

“I want to,” I said, my body trembling at her touch.

“Kneel down here,” she said as she helped me lower myself to the ground.

I was on my hands and knees. She knelt down behind me.

“Put your face down, just like you imagined,” she said.

I did, reenacting my pose from last night. My face was down on the ground, my ass was up as she knelt behind me.

“Take them off, slowly, tease me,” she said, staring at my ass.

I reached behind and began lowering the panties, stretching the fabric across my round, upturned ass.

I turned my head back to watch her, her instead of the mirror like last night. I saw her lick her lips as she moaned, watching me expose myself to her.

“Good,” she said, so quiet I barely heard her. I do not think she was talking to me.

She reached her hand forward, between my legs, and gripped the hard shaft of my naked cock.

I moaned, immediately on the edge of an orgasm as her warm hand wrapped around my dick. Without even being stroked, I was ready to cum.

“You’re submissive and sexy and cute,” she said, stroking my cock as she watched me moving against her tight grip.

Her hand slid up and down my cock as I rocked against her, timing my movement like I was fucking her hand.

“I want you to cum into your sexy little panties,” she said.

I grabbed them, holding them over the edge of my cock as she jerked me off.

Moaning, I wanted to tell her how close I was to cumming. How badly I wanted to cum. How much I needed her to take my body. My ass, presented for her, begging for her. I was wrapped around her pleasure tighter than her grip on my cock.

“Please,” I said, unsure if I should ask to cum, unsure if I even was asking to cum.

“Cum, cum for me,” she said, her thumb rubbing the head of my cock as the panties pressed against it, held in place as I thought of how I would catch my cum and degrade myself, begging her for more, to show her that I would do anything.

I came, moaning, my head spinning, warm jets pulsing into the wadded panties.

I fell forward, off her hand as she looked down on me, smiling, leaning back against the couch.

“That was fucking sexy,” she said.

I nodded, words still a distant concept.

“Do you still think this is some kind of trick?” she asked.

“No,” I said, shaking my head.

She put one hand on my shoulder and rolled me over onto my back. She moved forward, straddling me, sitting over my spent cock.

I looked up at her, panties still wadded in my hand.

She leaned forward, her face inches from mine.

“Do you want to please me?” she whispered.

I nodded, speechless.

“Do you know what I want to do to your body?”

“No,” I said, shaking my head.

She put her hand, wet with cum, over my mouth as she lowered her lips to my ear.

I smelled my cum and my cock, the wetness pressing against my covered lips.

“I’m going to dress you all sexy and tight. I’m going to watch you tease me, showing me your body before I take you, as mine,” she punctuated the last part by grabbing the used panties from my hand.

She pushed the panties against my lip.

“You’re going to be good and take everything I give you, aren’t you?”

I nodded, opening my mouth as she pushed the used panties in.

I shifted my hips beneath her, my cock responding to her domination with an obvious desire for more.

She kissed me, her mouth pressing into my cum-covered lips and her tongue pushing the panties the rest of the way into my open, willing mouth.

I moved to put my arms around her, an automatic response to my increasing arousal.

She grabbed my wrists in her hands and pinned my arms over my head. I yielded without a fight. I could overpower her. Surely. Easily. Physically, at least. Mentally, how could I possibly defy her? She was so powerful.

My cock was fully hard, pressing against her tight pants. She felt it and ground her hips into me, rubbing her clothed pussy over my cock.

Her mouth was open in pleasure as she looked down at me, gagged and pinned, her body taking mine.

“Good, very good. I knew you would be just what I needed,” she said.

I nodded as she ground against my cock. I slid between her pussy lips, pressing her tight pants against her swelling clit.

She moved against me, using the hardness of my cock to pleasure herself, riding me. She put both of my wrists into one of her hands and used the other to grab her nipple as she grinded on me.

“You’re going to learn to use your tongue to please me,” she said, her voice just above a whisper.

She moved faster, rocking on my pinned, hard cock as she brought herself closer to an orgasm. I lay beneath her, unmoving and unquestioning.

“You’re going to lick me, to lick my pussy and my ass, aren’t you?”

I nodded, wanting to smell her and taste her, right now.

“Fuck,” she hissed, grinding, her face frowning as she focused deep inside her body.

She leaned back and took both of her hands to her nipples, pulling and twisting through her shirt. I held my hands still and stretched as I lay beneath her, unmoving.

She squeezed my thighs with her legs as she came, a low moan escaping her slightly parted lips.

She leaned back, off my still-hard cock, watching me.

I held still, unsure what to do.

She climbed off and lay beside me. She stopped me when I reached down to pull the panties out of my mouth.

I looked at her, my mouth still stuffed and my hard cock pointing nearly upright.

"You were everything I had hoped. And then some,” she whispered as she held my head in one hand.

“I need to leave now; I don’t want to be late. I want you to keep those panties in your mouth until you cum. Can you do that for me?”

I nodded, watching her, willing to do anything.

“You’ll wait an hour though, won’t you?” she asked.

I winced as I nodded, my response immediate.

She rubbed her hand across my head.

“Good, so good. I think you deserve a reward.”

She stood up next to me and slid her pants off. I saw her red panties, bright and skimpy and sexy. She slid them down and I saw the glistening wetness of her pussy, just above me, her tight slit ready for my throbbing cock.

She pulled her panties off and dropped them on my face.

She pulled her pants back on and then knelt next to me.

She rubbed the wetness of her panties on my face and under my nose.

My cock was throbbing in time to my heartbeat, full and ready. I could cum in seconds, at just the touch of her hand.

“You keep that pair, you can smell them every time you cum this week, how does that sound?”

I nodded thanking her with a pleased moan.

She ran her hand down my body, across my chest. She stopped next to my cock, so close.

“I want your skin soft and smooth, it will be so fucking sexy like that,” she said as she ran her finger over my pubic hair.

“All of it, I want your whole body smooth for me,” she said, looking me up and down.

Easy enough, I would figure that out. Definitely.

“So fucking sexy,” she said as she stood up and stepped over me.

I watched her as she walked to the front door. Her red panties rested on my face, just below my eyes. Mine were still in my mouth, full of cum.

“Come back to the store next week, same day and same time. We’ll find some new items for you,” she said with a wink.

She closed the door and then left.

I moaned as I reached down and grabbed my throbbing cock.

With my other hand I held her panties to my face, breathing in the scent of her arousal. Her musk spun my head in a storm of desire and need.

I rubbed my cock slow, breathing her in, not wanting to cum right away. I did cum though, right away, my thoughts and my hands operating only on need, my mind’s call for calm unheard.


Chapter 4

I thought, at one point, that I might wake up the next day and snap out of Jana’s spell. I didn’t, though. Nor the next day. We shared messages back and forth as I went through the following days in a state of lasting bliss that I had never felt before.

My first order of business was preparing my body for her. At first, the idea of shaving my body hair had seemed extreme. But as I thought about it, it really was pretty minor. I could be well-groomed and smooth, easy enough. And I was not wearing this on my sleeve, anyway. Just like the underwear, I could dress and groom to appeal to Jana and still maintain the same outward appearance.

The day after our “date,” I decided to work on removing my body hair. I knew it would be more difficult than running an electric razor over my skin, but I had no idea how many steps were actually involved, or how different my body would feel after.

Jana’s forthright explanation of what she liked and what she wanted helped me immensely. She sent me a few thoughts, as well, on how she could not wait to feel my skin, tamed to her touch. I knew her desire and realized that my own desire was potentially closer to hers than I ever thought. She was sexy, and funny, and she had already taught me something about myself.

An evening trip to the drug store provided all the essentials. I trimmed and shaved, used hair removal cream and skin care products, and paid meticulous attention to detail.

I continued communicating with Jana throughout the week. Between messages, a couple of brief phone calls, and a ton of imagining, I had some thought or interaction with her every day and almost, really, every hour.

She told me, again, that she would explain fully on our next date, that she wanted to get to know me better before she opened up completely. I agreed, knowing that the opportunity to learn more about her could not cause many problems. I worried, of course, about what she was not telling me.

But she made clear, and I thought, too, that we did not really know each other. We had been on only one date, but she liked me, and I liked her.

Once I was physically prepared, I noticed my mental approach to Jana, and to women and relationships in general, had shifted considerably. I would listen to her, please her. I would earn her approval and appeal to her.

By the third day after our date, I began fantasizing strictly about our next date. I still had her underwear, but her scent had faded. That gave me an excuse to wash them, which gave me an excuse to wear them.

Hers were smaller than mine, tighter and skimpier. As I slid them on and watched the mirror, I found myself thinking, for the first time, that someone might see my ass and want to fuck it, to bend me over and fill me.

When I sent her a message that I was glad she left her underwear, she asked for a picture of her “hostage panties.” I laughed and posed in her underwear in the mirror. I left my face out of the picture and centered it on my barely covered ass.

It was easy to picture Jana, sexy and dominant, wearing a strap on dildo and bending me over to fuck me.

I wanted to ask her about that, if that’s what she wanted to do, but I struggled to send it or approach it directly. I sent her the image, wondering if it would make her want to fuck me.

I thought of our relationship and how much control I would have over anything that happened. I could always say “no,” obviously, and we could work out something that I would enjoy more.

But she knew me, had awakened this pleasure to me, and I was going to see where she took me.

She sent me pictures, sometimes videos, of men dressing as women. She told me how sexy those videos were, how she pictured me dressed like those sissies, sexy and feminine and cute. She wanted me, and she used those videos to think of me while she was waiting for our next date.

I watched the videos, slightly confused, somewhat aroused, and definitely surprised at the number of dicks involved. She told me to focus on the sexy part and ignore the rest. Easy enough, considering seeing a man in panties reminded me of her standing over me, or sitting on top of me, or stroking me.

The videos fit well with my desire to wear her panties, though, and I settled into an easy pattern of watching the sexy videos while wearing her underwear, imagining her watching me and touching me.

Finally, after what felt like a month, it was time for me to meet Jana at the department store.

I wore her underwear, red and skimpy and tight, beneath my clothes.

I walked in and saw her, in the men’s section. Slightly ironic.

She smiled as I approached, obviously happy to see me. Which was good, because I was ecstatic to see her.

“Good afternoon, can I help you find something? Perhaps something for your girlfriend?” she laughed.

I laughed, too.

“Hi Jana, how are you doing?”

“Doing great, I thought maybe we could meet at the sports bar across the street when I get off,” she said.

“That sounds good, what time do you get off?” I asked.

“In two hours. But let me show you something!”

She led me to her register and pulled out a shopping bag. I leaned in to take the bag from her, close enough to smell her perfume.

“This is for you. Most of it is for later, not for the bar,” she said, laughing again.

I rolled my eyes. Then I smiled.

“So, my place after the bar, then?”

“If you can handle it,” she winked.

I rolled my eyes, again.

“Are you trying to look cute?” she asked.

I blushed, then rolled my eyes, then laughed.

Jana shook her head.

“Listen, we have some inventory stuff going on, so I have to get back to the stock room.”

“Okay, I’ll see you in a couple hours, at the bar!” I waved the bag at her.

“Oh, that reminds me. Don’t open the boxes. They’re for later.”

How much did she buy!?

I could not wait until I got home to look through the clothes. I paused, shaking my head, at the realization that I was excited about clothes.

Then I hurriedly looked inside.

A pair of blue jeans, transparent blue panties, and a black t-shirt. The boxes were wrapped and taped. I would have to remain curious about those. And I would, too.

I got home and dressed. My cock bulged against the underwear as soon as I put them on. The jeans were tight and flared at the bottom, but they stretched a bit to fit me. The shirt was even tighter, hugging my skin enough to see the nubs of my nipples.

These were definitely not clothes that I would have picked out myself, but it was plain to see that they accented the best parts of my body.

I looked in the mirror, wondering if these pants were actually made to go over panties. I killed time for a bit and then it was time to leave.

I arrived at the bar first and found a table in the corner for us.

She walked in and saw me, waving as she approached.

We chatted for a few minutes, about work and her inventory and the weather.

I had decided at one point, doubtless while I was wearing her underwear, that I would have to work on my ability to communicate directly. Jana did it so well, and it was the least I could do. She spoke her mind, clear and straight, and if I were to ask questions then I would likely get straightforward answers.

“So tonight, you’re dressing me, both in public and in private,” I said.

She smiled, “That’s right. Does that make you uncomfortable?”

“No, not uncomfortable. But I wonder, and think you mentioned that you would tell me, what exactly is this all about.”

She nodded, sipping her drink.

“Later,” she said, “I’ll show you.”

We continued our date through dinner and a couple of drinks. But I was more than ready to get back to my apartment.

Finally, we finished eating. I paid the bill – I was in clothes she bought me, after all.

Within minutes, we were in my apartment.

“Will you try the skirt on?” she asked.

“You think it’s sexy?” I hesitated, unsure.

“Evan, hell yes. I want to see your sexy ass in that skirt. Now put it on!”

She sat in the stool again, overlooking the living room.

I took a half-step towards the bedroom and stopped.

She smiled as I unbuttoned my pants. Her hands were on her knees as she watched in anticipation.

I slid the pants down, working my hips side-to-side because the material was so tight.

“Turn around,” she said.

I did, following her wish without a thought. I felt the pants slide off my ass and she moaned as she watched.

“Here,” she said, tossing me the skirt from the bag.

I slid it on, much easier than the pants. It was short, barely below my thigh.

“Walk, go around the couch.”

I did, the material stretching with each step. The size forced me to take small steps. My hips swung as I measured my steps.

“Very, very good,” she said as she slid off the stool and approached me.

I was standing next to the arm of the couch. She put her hands on my shoulders when she reached me and guided me to a turn, then pushed me forward to bend me over the couch.

I fell forward over the arm of the couch as her hands roamed over the small of my back, then my ass, then my bare thighs.

I locked my arms beneath me, turning to watch her.

“So fucking sexy,” she said. “Your tight little skirt and your sexy ass.”

I released my arms, bending fully over the arm of the couch as I yielded to her exploration of my body.

My cock was pressing against the confines of the tight underwear. I shifted my body but could not get into a position that would allow it to grow.

The tightness turned me on further as I shifted on the arm of the couch, struggling against her forceful domination.

“Hold still!” she said, pushing me forward and off my balance.

She lifted the skirt, exposing my ass in the lacey panties.

“Let’s see how you did,” she said, pulling the panties to the side and exposing my shaved asshole.

“Good, very, very good! Look at your tight, pink little hole,” she said as she ran her finger over my ass.

I gasped; her probing touch more direct than I was expecting. I should have known better, by now.

“You got your hole nice and ready for me, didn’t you?” she asked as she pushed her finger against me, pushing into me.

She pulled the lacey underwear further to the side, exposing my cock.

I moaned as the freedom gave my cock room to grow, desire racing through my body.

“You like it when I touch your tight little hole, don’t you?” she asked.

I moaned, my body rocking in pleasure at her penetrating touch.

She smacked my ass with her other hand, eliciting an unexpected yelp.

“Don’t you?” she asked.

“Yes, yes I like it when you touch my tight little hole,” I answered as her finger pushed into me.

“Good, show me, spread your ass and show me how ready your hole is.”

I reached behind me and held my ass open, my submission to her complete as my hard cock pushed against the arm of the couch.

“That’s so sexy! Hold it open, I’m going to take a picture of your cute little asshole,” she said.

I moaned, again, grinding my hard, throbbing cock into the arm of the couch.

I heard the click of Jana’s phone as she took picture after picture.

“These are the before shots,” she said as she took pictures of herself fingering my asshole.

“We’ll take some more after we’ve stuffed it,” she said.

I almost came as I ground my cock against the couch, thoughts of Jana stuffing my ass and taking pictures as I held myself open and exposed.

“Get down here on the floor, let’s do this in your favorite position,” she said.

I got on the floor on my knees, putting my head down and keeping my ass in the air.

She wrapped her hand around my cock, just like she had done last time. I was rock-hard and dripping precum.

“You want to fuck my pussy, don’t you?” she asked.

“Yes!” I said, “yes.”

“You’re going to have to prove a few things, first,” she said.

“Anything,” I answered, desperate and willing.

“Good,” she said, stroking my cock.

“You’re so hard! I can tell what turns you on, can’t I?” she asked.

“Yes,” I answered.

She released my cock. I thrust against her, trying to reach her hand.

“Are you sure?” she asked.

“Yes, yes you can tell, I’m sure!” I answered.

She stroked me again, slow and firm. I rocked against her hand, moaning.

“You like dressing up for me, don’t you?” she asked.

“Yes, I do, yes,” I said, positive.

“Don’t you think you should thank me?”

“Yes, I like dressing up for you, thank you Jana!” I said.

“Did you like shaving your tight little hole?” she asked, accenting her question by tracing the smooth skin with her finger.

“Yes, thank you, Jana, for helping me shave my hole.”

“You liked bending over and opening your hole, didn’t you?”

“Yes, thank you, Jana, for letting me open my hole for you!” I answered.

“You want me to fuck your hole, don’t you?”

“Yes, please Jana, please fuck my hole!” I said.

“You want me to put a cock in your tight little hole?” she asked.

“Please, Jana, please put a cock in my tight little hole!”

“Do you want to fuck my pussy?” she asked.

“Yes, please, I want to fuck your pussy so bad!” I said, shaking and thrusting into her, begging for release with my body.

She slowed her stroking of my cock, her hand moving slow over my skin, in time to my thrusts, preventing me from fucking her hand despite my best efforts.

“If you fuck my pussy, I’m going to cage your cock to use it only when I approve. Do you still want to?”

“Yes, please, yes, Jana, please!” I said, trying desperately to fuck her hand.

“You’ll do anything I say?” she asked.

“Yes, yes, Jana, yes please, I will!”

“Good, so good. Turn your sexy little ass over, I’m going to watch you beg me to cum,” she said.

I turned over and she laid me flat on my back. Jana stood up and stripped, quickly, as I watched. My hard, glistening cock throbbed for more.

I watched her, desperate for her to sit on my cock.

She knelt over me, my cock pressed between her wet pussy lips. It was the same pose from our first time, but now she was naked. I was so close. I could feel the heat from her pussy, the warm and wet opening pressing against my cock.

She moved her body forward and back over my cock. It slid easily against her wet skin.

“Please,” I said.

She leaned forward, close to my face.

“You submit your cock to me?”

“Yes!” I answered, impatiently.

“And your asshole?”

“Yes!”

She was rocking on me, my cock tight against her skin.

“I’m going to watch you get fucked, do you know that? I’m going to tie you down and turn your hole into a pussy for men to fuck!”

I gasped, moaning, her pussy so close.

“Please,” I said.

“I’m going to send those pictures of your pussy to my husband, and I’m going to watch him fuck your tight little sissy pussy,” she said, low and commanding.

She lowered herself down, my cock filling her pussy as she sat all the way down in one move.

“Oh!” I moaned, lost, delirious with pleasure and confusion.

“As soon as you cum inside of me, you’re mine. Do you understand? Mine!”

I moaned as she rocked on my cock, her pussy gripping my hard dick as she rode me.

“I’m going to listen to you beg him to fill your little pussy, and I’m going to cum when he pumps his load inside of you!”

“Fuck!” I said, her wet pussy drawing an orgasm out of me.

My body was wracked with pleasure, my focus singular on the head of my cock that was swallowed by her tight, hot pussy.

I reached up to grab her nipples, to pinch and squeeze the hard little nubs.

She grabbed my arms, quick and decisive, pinning them on each side.

I turned my head from side to side, fighting the complete domination with what little willpower I had left.

“Submit to me. Give me your cute little pussy. Give me your body. Let me make you sexy. You’re going to earn so much cum!” she said.

“Please, thank you, please,” I said.

The line between fantasy and reality was blurred, foggy. I heard her, her voice so strong and commanding. So sexual. She wanted me, my body and my mind. I gave them both to her, both visions combining into one complete submission as I begged her to let me cum, to take my mental and physical submission as total and complete.

“Yes, good girl, cum for me, sexy good girl!”

My hips were shaking, rocking in convulsive pleasure as I turned my head up and exhaled a grateful, pleasured, submissive scream.

My cock pumped inside her, the pleasure focusing on the tight, swollen head of my pulsing cock.

She squeezed me, her hands on my arms digging in as her pussy took my cum deep into her.

She lay beside me on her back, her breathing heavy. I lay still, unmoving and unknowing.

Quiet and still, resting, my body slowly began returning to a calm, relaxed state. My cock returned to normal, eventually, though it was still wet with our cum.

She leaned over and rummaged through her purse. She returned to my semi-naked form, the skirt pulled up and the panties to the side.

She touched my sensitive cock and smiled at me.

“Your cage,” she said, showing me what she held.

It was metal, small and solid and intimidating.

I lay still as she affixed it to my cock. I heard the click of the lock as she confined me to chastity, the cock cage secure. I felt the weight of it pressing against my exhausted thighs.

“Um,” I said, hesitant.

“Shh,” she motioned me for silence.

“Your husband?” I asked, smirking, wondering what she meant.

“It’s true,” she said, moving to a sitting position.

“What?” I asked, frowning.

She moved onto all fours, her body over mine.

“You’re perfect, such a cute, good little sissy. We’re going to have so much fun,” she said.

She crawled forward until her pussy was over my face.

“But,” I began.

“Now now, you promised. This is what you wanted, isn’t it? We’re going to give you what you need, dirty little sex fiend,” she said as she put her legs over my arms.

“Go on, now, take all of the cum,” she said, leaning back, lowering her pussy over my face.

I saw the white cum just before she sat all the way down, blocking my vision with her sexy legs.

“Lick it all, suck it clean.”

I moaned as the wet cum covered my face. I licked her pussy as she sat back onto me, covering me. I tasted the strong flavor of cum, salty and powerful as it covered my face and filled my mouth.

I sucked the wetness off her body, tasting more of it, more of her and of me. The taste filled my senses with every movement of my tongue and every breath.

“Good girl,” she said, her hands clutching my head as she slid her pussy up and down my mouth.

“Get all of it.”

I licked faster, sucking and tasting her. I swallowed the mouth full that I had and felt the warm cum coating my throat.

“Good girl,” she said when she heard me swallow.

She moved off my face and sat down next to me, then put her hand in my hair.

“You’ve come so far, I’m very proud of your progress,” she said.

“I’m going to give you some time to think about everything. I know that this has been a lot. You’re so cute, I really hope we get to spend more time together. Like, a lot,” she said.

I nodded at her, thinking that she was right, that I needed time to think about everything. What just happened?

She stood up and put her clothes on, except her underwear. She left that on the floor.

“Keep them. I hope you’ll wear them for me again, though,” she said.

She walked to the door. I sat up to watch her, wondering what else she might say.

“Text me, okay? If you’re upset, then I can hopefully help explain. If you want the key, then I’ll give it to you. And I’ll know that I was wrong about you.”

I nodded, even more to think about.

“Bye, Evan,” she said.

I waved at her as she left.


Chapter 5

It took me several days to fully process our second date. Was it a date, if she was married? Apparently, it was, since her husband approved. And wanted to even help me participate.

Concern about Jana would have topped the list, except I did not know anymore whether I was straight or gay. I wanted everything Jana said, completely. Not because she had my cock in her hand, not because I wanted to fuck her, and not because I needed to cum. I wanted it all, and that was something that I found possible to admit.

I was a sissy, something that Jana recognized and, what, cultivated?

Jana, Jana, Jana! She, herself, was a serious concern. She had misled me, at least in some fashion. Not completely, but enough to warrant some concern.

Sexually, however, she had been completely honest. Eye-opening, even. She introduced me to something that she recognized within me, and that warranted a second chance, either way.

If, that is, this was a path I truly wanted to go down.

The next day, I was less sure of my concerns. The erotic videos, the erotic pictures, it all added up. But I was the catalyst.

I had to go back to work, and I knew that would be a different experience. It was difficult, at first, moving around, the cock cage tight in my clothes.

I made it through the workday, distracted, getting snapped at only twice.

That evening, I decided I would have to contact Jana. She was not being forceful or putting any pressure on me, which helped.

I did not know what to say, however. I asked about her day. We messaged about work a few times. I stopped.

Eventually, I got through several questions and answers. Jana said that she had never done this before, at least not this far. She had told her husband that she found me and was hoping that I would approve of what she wanted to do, but she had not shown him my pictures yet. She knew he would love the pictures she had, that regardless of what I decided the pictures were damn sexy.

The next day, three days after Jana had locked me in the cage, my perspective on everything felt slightly different. I was more sympathetic, more willing to do what was needed.

I kept thinking of the incredibly powerful orgasm Jana had given me. It was, without a doubt, the most mind-blowing sensation I had ever felt. It was mental and physical, submissive and grateful. She rewarded me with it, her ownership of my body so complete that she gave me what came from within.

I wanted so bad to cum, again, thinking about it. My cock strained against the cage, the relentless metal keeping me distantly aroused. Satisfaction and pleasure, teasing me from just outside of my reach.

I watched another video, another sissy locked in a cage, cumming as she was fucked in her shaved pussy. I wanted it, just like that. Jana knew that I would. I could have it, too, thanks to her. I could have another orgasm, just like the first, stronger, even, and she was just a message away.

Four days after our date, I accepted my role as a sissy. I went to work and I was quiet and respectful and the day was smooth and easy. No one frustrated me. Mary was there and I was so disinterested in her that she came to me, asking what I was up to, fishing for attention.

What was I thinking, asking her out? I would be so lost if she had said yes!

That was the realization that made my submission total and complete. Jana was happiness and pleasure. She had misled me, even maybe deceived me. But she knew me better than I knew myself. I owed her the chance, at least, to see if that would be ultimate pleasure.

I texted Jana before work was even finished.

“Can we meet tonight?”

“Yes, absolutely!” she answered.

I had to stand up and walk around. I told my boss I felt horrible, figured I may as well just leave. I was too excited to stay.

I waved at Mary as I left. That was too damn close!


Chapter 6

Jana had agreed to meet at my house.

I paced the floor, dressed already in my lacey blue panties, tight shirt, and short skirt. The cage rattled as I walked. I remembered everything that Jana had done to me, to my body. From the first night when I came into the panties I was wearing, to the last time I saw her several days ago.

I sat on the couch. I stood and paced. I thought over and over of ways to please her. Of how she led me to sexual satisfaction.

I froze when I heard the knock on my door.

Then I jumped into action, a skip-step as I hurried to the door.

I opened the door to Jana, smiling and happy and sexy and everything I had been wishing to find.

She looked me up and down, smiling broadly.

“Sexy,” she said with a wink.

I invited her into the apartment, and she sat at her usual place, on the stool.

“How have you been, Evan?” she asked.

“Better, now. I wanted to thank you for showing me this side of myself. I’ll admit there was an element of frustration at first. But I have moved past that. I’m grateful, now. Everything you said, everything you said you would do to me, please, yes, please do it. All of it,” I said, smiling at her.

“I’m so glad to hear that! I’m glad you came around to this way of thinking. I haven’t stopped thinking about you, about what we’ve done and about the things we can do, together!” she said.

“Thank you, Jana, for guiding me and for accepting me,” I said.

“You still have your cage on?” she asked.

“Yes, certainly.”

“You haven’t cum at all, have you?”

“No, I have not,” I answered.

“Do you want to cum?”

“Yes, if I can earn it,” I said.

“Good girl, that’s exactly right! You’re going to be such a good, sexy sissy!”

“Thank you, ma’am,” I answered.

“Lady Jana,” she corrected.

“Thank you, Lady Jana,” I said.

“Excellent. Now, I have some plans I need to make. You need to begin some of your training. Are you ready to begin right now?” she asked.

“Yes, Lady Jana, I am.”

“I thought you might be, dressed in that sexy outfit,” she said as she looked me up and down with a predatory stare.

The way she looked at me made my heart race. I would do anything for her.

“Turn around and show me your tight little pussy.”

I turned around and bent forward.

“Lower,” she said.

I reached lower, my hands hanging near my feet.

“Hm, let’s work on your ‘fuck me’ pose. Get on your hands and knees.”

I dropped all the way to the ground, onto my hands and knees.

“Good, now arch your back and stick your pussy up.”

Jana moaned as she put her hands on my ass, slowly raising my skirt to expose the skimpy underwear.

She pulled the panties to the side and pushed her finger against me.

“Such a sexy little ass, and a tight little pussy. Fuck. Lucas and I are going to fight over your sexy pussy, I can see that already.”

I moaned as she pushed her finger into me.

“That’s his name, Lucas. You’ll call him ‘Daddy,’ do you understand?”

“Yes, Lady Jana,” I said, breathing heavy as she added a second finger to my tight hole.

“Keep your head up, I want the arch in your back to be obvious. The better the arch, the more obvious it is you need it. And you need it, don’t you, sexy sissy?”

“Yes, Lady Jana,” I arched my back and held my head up.

“Excellent. Spread your legs further apart.”

“Good, you look damn good like this,” she said as her hands roamed over my presented ass.

“Thank you, Lady Jana.”

“Good girl, now stay just like this. I’m going to take some pictures to tease Lucas with. Do you know why?”

“No, Lady Jana,” I said as she began circling me.

“I’m going to tease him with your body and keep you out of his reach. And then, when I finally let him have you, he’s going to ravage you.”

I gasped, the thought of being ravaged driving me wild. My cock strained against its cage, my body trembled to be filled.

“And you, do you know how I’m going to tease you?”

“No, Lady Jana,” I said.

“You stay caged and orgasm free until you earn your Daddy’s cum, do you understand?”

“Yes, Lady Jana,” I said, my eyes closed as I thought of how bad I would need it, of what I would do to earn his cum.

Jana knelt beside me after snapping a final picture. She put her hands on my ass, rubbing my pussy and down to my cock cage.

“You’re going to do anything to earn it, aren’t you?” she asked.

“Yes, Lady Jana,” I said with complete confidence.

“Good girl, I can’t wait to watch you get fucked by his big cock,” her voice was distant, dreamy.

Jana went to her bag and came back.

I felt a coldness press against me, larger than her fingers.

“Your first step in training is getting your pussy ready to take cock,” she emphasized cock with a grip on my ass, holding my pussy open.

She pushed a toy into me, stretching my pussy. My cock surged in an automatic response as her toy pushed into me, filling me with pleasure.

I moaned as she pushed the toy all the way in, my tight pussy stretching around a wide base.

“This is your training plug. I want you wearing this during the day, is that clear?”

“Yes, Lady Jana,” I said.

“Keep it in and send me pictures of your tight little pussy all stuffed and filled every two hours,” she said.

She worked the plug in and out as I knelt on the floor, holding my back arched and my head up.

“Sexy, I like watching your hole stretch around it. Fuck, you need it, don’t you?”

“Please,” I said.

She pulled the plug all the way out.

“This is your training cock. It’s a little bit smaller than your Daddy’s cock. I want you to take it all the way inside of your tight little fuck hole every night,” she said.

“Yes,” I began, but stopped as the dildo pushed into me, stretching me. I gasped, focusing intently on holding my position as the large, plastic cock impaled me.

I breathed heavily as the largest part of the cock slid in, but there was no relief as it drove into me, deeper and deeper.

At the same time, I felt the cock pressing against me, hitting me deep inside. It filled me, forcefully, taking me in a way I had never experienced. She was fucking me, slow, sliding it into me.

“Please,” I said, begging for more. I needed her cock, needed her inside me.

“Good girl, fuck this is even sexier than I thought!”

“Use your body, show me how you take it,” she said.

I moved back on it, the cock sliding deeper, stretching me and filling me and claiming me in every way. I shook my ass as I worked it in.

I moved forward, the cock stroking me from inside, stroking my pussy as I took it deep, the head of the cock hitting me deep inside as it fucked me.

My caged cock was throbbing, the pleasure from my fucking taking over my body and bending my mind the same way the cock stretched my hole. Being fucked like this, like Lady Jana’s sexy sissy, changed the way my body responded to sex. I understood it so clearly as her cock was sliding in and out, how badly I needed this. My submissive cock locked away, bound and untouched, my pleasure driven from being fucked in my stretched-out pussy.

I moved faster, the head of her cock stabbing into me, pounding me harder and deeper. It hammered an orgasm in my body, molding my pussy to its powerful shape.

“Yes,” I said, slamming back onto the cock.

“No,” Jana said.

I lowered my head, confused, still fucking, still taking it, the pleasure still filling me.

“Stop!” she said, smacking my ass.

I slowed and then stopped.

“Not yet. Don’t you dare cum until you get his cock inside you, do you understand?”

“Yes, Lady Jana.”

She pulled the dildo out, leaving me moaning.

“Look at that sexy little gape in your pussy. Fuck! Just imagine when that’s full of cum, you’re going to be such a sexy girl,” she said.

“Thank you, Lady Jana,” I said.

“I’m taking this cock; you can’t have it. We’ll let Daddy’s cock stretch you out again, just like that.”

“Thank you, Lady Jana.”

“Do you work tomorrow?” she asked.

“Yes, I do, but I’m off on Wednesday,” I answered.

“Excellent. I’ll pick you up after lunch. We’re going to finish feminizing you. Lucas is going to be dying to meet you, but we’ll wait until Thursday. He’ll want you so bad!” she said with a giggle.

“Thank you, Lady Jana,” I said.

We said our goodbyes, I thanked her again, and she left.

I meandered around my apartment, full of energy and excitement and I had no outlet. My caged cock was wet with my near orgasm from Jana’s intense fucking. I dared not use the plug because that would damn sure cause me to cum, hard.

I took a shower, planning at first on it being a cold shower but completely unable to follow through and eventually sitting down as the steaming hot water rained over me.

I leaned against the shower wall, picturing Lucas and Jana. Wondering what he would think of me. What if he didn’t like me? I needed to listen to Jana, to learn from her. She would not steer me wrong, I was sure of that.

Eventually, it was time to try and sleep. I failed. Miserably. I tossed and turned, my caged cock begging for release.

I tried a breathing exercise, slowly breathing in and then counting to ten. A quick exhale, and then another breath.

It reminded me of Jana’s dripping wet pussy covering my face, me licking as I held my breath and sucked the cum out of her.

Fuck.

As I finally dozed off my alarm went off and it was time for work. I slept for maybe two hours, intermittently.

It did not bother me in the least. I was tired, but as soon as I viewed the exhaustion as part of my submission then I was more than ready to face the day.

I dressed in my professional clothes with Jana’s undersized red panties pressing against my cock cage.

I bent over in front of the mirror, just to make sure that I would look good if I happened to see Jana. I pressed the plug into me, slowly, the width serving as a pale reminder of Jana’s cock filling me.

I pulled the plug out and then in again, moaning as it stretched my hole and filled me.

I watched it go in and out, filling my tight, pink hole.

“No,” I thought to myself. I had to stop!

Pushing the plug in one final time, I snapped a picture for Jana and then went to work.

The day passed as slowly as the night. I made it through the day though, burying myself in work to keep the thoughts of being fucked from driving me completely crazy.

My boss commended my work ethic, but I was paying little attention. I had to keep a precise schedule to ensure I sent pictures of my plugged pussy on time.

Finally, the day ended, and I drove home. I exchanged a few messages with Jana as we discussed my behavior and how desperately I needed to please her.

I had another restless night, this time taking two long, hot showers to try and pass the time. Jana sent me another video of a sissy working incredibly hard to please her man. I was more than ready, and more excited by the minute!


Chapter 7

Wednesday finally came around, and then moved incredibly slow throughout the morning.

Finally, around one, Jana arrived to get me more properly feminized.

She had me undress completely, naked except for the metal cage that locked my cock away.

Jana brought several wax strips that she used to remove any hair that I missed. She inspected me, thoroughly, over every inch of my body.

“You’re mine, and I have a lot invested in you,” she said.

I agreed, wholeheartedly, and thanked her.

She bought new clothes for me to wear, and she had me try them on for her.

The outfit was unbelievably sexy, and it fit me very well. Jana clearly knew what she was doing.

She snapped several pictures as I posed in the sexy outfit. I wore dark pantyhose that ended at the top of my thighs. The short, black skirt covered the hose but stopped right at the bottom of my thighs. I wore a white button-up, collared shirt with short sleeves and a short tie.

“You’re dressed as a professional secretary. Lucas has a fantasy where a secretary tries to blackmail him by recording him having sex with her, but he turns the tables on her. He makes her beg him to fuck her, makes her be a dirty girl, and then he keeps the video to blackmail her instead,” she said.

“And I get to be the secretary?” I asked with a desperate flood of desire and need.

Jana laughed, “Yes, you get to be the girl.”

“It seems complicated,” I said.

“Not really. You seduce him to try and take advantage of him, but he’s going to take you and fuck you. And you’re going to deserve it,” she said.

“Are we really going to video it?” I asked.

“Do you want to?”

“Yes!” I said.

“Fuck,” Jana said.

She slid her hand into the front of her pants, biting her lip as she watched me.

“Ask me, ask nicely,” she said.

“Lady Jana, please, can we video it?” I said.

She shook her head.

“Lady Jana, will you please video your husband fucking me while I beg for his cum to fill my pussy?”

She moaned, fingering her pussy, and unbuttoned her pants.

She stepped out of her pants and her underwear.

“Come here, in front of me,” she said, pointing at the ground.

I knelt in front of her, her pussy just inches from my face.

“I want you to show me how you’re going to suck Lucas’ cock. Show me how you’ll please him.”

I leaned forward and licked, slowly, up the side of her pussy.

“Look at me while you do it,” she said.

I looked up at her as I licked, eyes wide in blatant submission.

“Good, remember that cum is the reward. Are you going to do everything you can to earn it? Are you dependent on it?” she asked.

I nodded as I licked, faster, burying my mouth in her wet pussy. I smelled her, strong and feminine and wet, and then I put my nose against her clit and moved my whole face into her wet warmth.

“Good, show me how bad you need it,” she said.

I licked and sucked, smelling her and filling my mouth with her taste. I moaned as I licked and then looked up, my attention going back to her face as I sought to bring her pleasure through my submissive tongue.

She rubbed her fingers over her clit as I licked and swallowed. I sucked the end of her fingers, tasting her on them and using my tongue as I watched her fingers.

She pushed my face into her with her other hand, moaning, her orgasm pushing aside all patience and instruction.

“You stick your pussy up and you beg him to fuck you,” she said.

“Yes, Lady Jana,” I murmured into her pussy, not stopping to enunciate the words and instead using my tone to acknowledge her.

“He’s going to fill your tight little pussy and you’re going to beg him,” she said, her eyes closed and her head back.

“Thank you, Lady Jana,” I said.

She moaned and pulled me into her as she began cumming, her wet pussy covering my entire face.

“Good girl, good fucking girl,” she said.

We checked my clothes to make sure there were no stains, and then she had me change to the tight jeans she bought me.

“Soon, we’ll take our sexy little sissy out in public. But not yet, not today,” she said as she got into her car.

We drove to a hair salon and Jana led me inside. She knew the stylist and had apparently discussed her plan already.

“We’ll be doing a pixie cut today,” the stylist said. “Once your hair grows a bit longer, we’ll have a few more options.”

I agreed, nervously, and ended up quite satisfied with the results.

“One more stop today, and then we’ll be ready for the big day tomorrow,” Jana said.

She drove me to strip mall with a makeup store and we went in with a pre-scheduled appointment.

“I know you’re probably nervous, I was nervous the first time I had this done, and I’m a girl! It’s okay though, I’m here and we’ll do it together, okay?” she said.

I agreed, shy and quietly, and followed her in.

I received a lesson on applying makeup and what types I needed to apply in what order. It felt strange, from the first application to when I checked in the mirror. I deferred completely to Jana, who gave me moral support and helped me choose the best style at every step.

After the makeup and the haircut, we returned to my apartment. Jana had me dress in the secretary outfit again. I thanked her for not making me go out in those clothes, despite the places we went. I did not think I was ready for that, and she was sympathetic.

Jana took several pictures as she had me pose seductively in various stages of undress.

“You look so fucking sexy,” she said.

“Like a girl?” I asked.

“Better, like a sissy,” she said.

“I was worried the shirt wouldn’t fit, but it’s just right. Lucas is going to go wild for you, no doubt. I showed him some of your sexy pictures. I’ve been teasing him for several days. I hope you’re ready,” she smiled.

“I’m ready, Lady Jana, I think,” I answered.

She laughed, “Trust me, you’ll be fine.”

I nodded, trusting her.

“Tomorrow, we’re going to do this at my house, okay? I’ll pick you up at four. Do you really want it on video?” she asked.

“If it’s sexy,” I said.

“You don’t know how sexy you are, but maybe when you see the video you’ll understand,” she said.

I laughed, some of my nerves calming down.

“Okay, let’s video it, yes,” I said.

“Do you have any ideas on how to seduce him?” she asked.

“I think so, I’ve watched a few videos. I remember what you’ve taught me,” I said.

Jana laughed and said, “You’ll do fine, I’m sure of that.”

She left, promising to see me at four tomorrow.


Chapter 8

Thursday was one of the longest days of my life. Entire weeks passed before four o’ clock finally arrived.

I was dressed in the sexy secretary outfit with the dark pantyhose, black skirt, and business shirt. The short tie had red stripes. I wore black flats.

The dark highlights in my hair accented the feminine cut and matched the color of my eyeshadow. The bright, vivid red lipstick contrasted the dark colors and screamed for attention.

Jana arrived just before four. She wanted to look over my outfit and make sure everything was in place. She gave me a pair of black lace panties and a garter belt to connect to my pantyhose.

She helped me adjust my tie and told me that I could probably go to any club in town and seduce any man of my choosing.

I laughed, appreciating the compliment, but reminded her that’s not what I wanted.

She smiled and kissed my cheek.

I blushed at her genuine affection.

I smoothed my skirt as we drove, trying to avoid touching my face or messing up my shirt.

We turned off the road and traveled down a long, winding driveway.

At the end of the drive, a large brick house stood alone in a wide-open field.

“This is where you live?” I asked, surprised.

“Yes,” Jana said.

“It’s very nice,” I said.

“It’s pretty decent. A little secluded, more than most people, but we’re still normal. Well, maybe not normal,” Jana said and then laughed.

I laughed too, but my laugh was distinctly nervous sounding.

We pulled in front of the house and Jana walked me to the front door.

“We’re running a bit late, so I don’t have as much time to show you around as I had hoped. I’ll take you to the home office. He’ll be home in about ten minutes,” she said.

We walked through an arched entrance and into the house.

“Here’s the study,” she said, showing me into the room.

A large wooden desk sat in front of windows that ran from the floor to the ceiling. Bookcases lined the walls. Leather chairs and wooden tables were placed around the room.

“Wow,” I said.

“This is my second favorite room in the house,” she said.

“What’s first?”

“You should see the master bedroom!” she said.

“Are you ready to seduce my husband?” she asked.

“Yes, Lady Jana, I am,” I answered.

I heard a car arrive and my hear skipped a beat.

Jana smiled at me again.

“I’ll be in the other room, until the time is right. There’s a camera in the corner and on that wall,” she said, pointing as she spoke.

Jana left and closed the door behind her.

I leaned against the desk, facing the door, taking deep breaths.

The door opened and Lucas walked in. He wore a black, tailored business suit with a pastel blue shirt and colorful tie. His broad shoulders strained the fabric of his tight jacket. His black hair was thick and immaculate. His powerful jaw stood out on his clean-shaven face.

He was obviously strong and confident, and the grim look on his face told me that he was going to have his way with me, no matter what.

I submitted to him before he even closed the door.

He approached me and his face softened into a relaxed smile.

“You haven’t left yet?” he asked.

“No, I waited here for you,” I answered as I stepped towards him.

My heart was pounding in my chest. I was excited and nervous and ready, so damn ready for him.

He stepped towards me, closing the gap between us in one smooth stride.

“You’re so strong,” I told him with honest admiration.

He laughed and put his arms on my shoulders.

“Show me what you want,” he said.

His arms guided me down as I knelt in front of him. I unbuckled his belt and looked up at him, showing him my wide-eyed appreciation for his powerful male body.

I watched his face as I unzipped his pants. I felt his cock, hard and long and ready, pressing against his underwear.

I pulled his pants and underwear down and his cock sprang free, its tip less than an inch from my face. I looked at it, mesmerized.

I could smell him, the masculine scent of his hard cock as it pointed at me, beckoning me.

I grabbed his cock with my hand. It was bigger than mine, bigger than the dildo that Jana had used on me. It was warm and throbbing, the swollen head of his hard dick so close that I could feel the heat from it.

I pressed his cock against my face, feeling its head as I breathed in his scent. I touched his balls with my other hand, felt their fullness and the ecstasy they held. The cock cage pressed tight against me as I responded to his manhood with a desperate need.

“You want to fuck me, don’t you?” I asked him as I tightened my grip on his long cock.

He smiled down at me, a knowing, victorious smile.

“I’m going to fuck you,” he said.

“But you’re my boss!” I said.

“If you want to keep your job, you’ll take my dick in your mouth right fucking now,” he said as he reached down and grabbed his cock in his hand.

I looked up at him, trying to appear nervous but looking like there was nothing I wanted to do more than take his cock.

He put his other hand on the back of my head and pulled me towards his hard cock.

I opened my mouth and took him in, licking the wet head of his cock with my tongue. I tasted him, heat and salt and power. He moved my head forward and back, guiding the blowjob.

I put my hands on his hips, pushing back against him as he pulled me onto his cock.

“Suck it,” he said through a clenched jaw.

I sucked his cock, licking and tasting him. His balls pressed against my chin as I took him deep, his hard shaft filling my mouth.

I looked up at him as his cock was buried in my mouth. He held me against him, held his cock in my mouth. I pushed on his hips, pretending not to want it. Not to need it. I sucked and tasted him, wanting him and needing him.

He pulled me off his cock and I sat back, staring up at him. I watched him as he lowered his pants and stepped out of them, naked from the waist down. His wet cock was full and hard, threatening me with its size. I wanted him to throw himself on me, to smother me in his cock. To fuck me and fill me and scream into my body as he stretched my hole and shaped it to his hard, powerful, huge cock.

“It’s so big!” I said, wanting it so bad. I would not admit it, though. I would not give him the satisfaction.

“Show me your pussy,” he said.

I opened my mouth in surprise, not needing to pretend that the bluntness of his direct command left me with no response.

I moved back, away from him. He towered over me. I fell into a sitting position as he looked down at me. His cock, harder now than it was, pointing out and up like it would fuck me to pieces, hovered above me.

I held my hand up at him, playing defenseless and scared. An easy emotion to express when I was, ultimately, defenseless and completely at his mercy.

He grabbed my arm and pulled me up, easily, with one hand.

He turned me around and pushed me forward, over the desk.

I reached behind to block him, and he grabbed my arm, pulling it up behind my back, holding me tight and locking me down.

His tight grip drove me deep into a blissful, submissive, sissy state. I needed him, bad, and I could not pretend not to anymore.

“You think you can fucking stop me?” he asked.

“Please,” I said, desperate for him.

“Please what?” he asked, less angry.

“Please, I need you, I need you so bad,” I answered, unable to stop myself.

“Good girl!” he said, tightening his grip.

He lifted me by releasing my arm.

“Come here,” he said, guiding me to the other side of the room

He stopped with me right in front of where Jana showed me the camera.

He brought a table to where I stood, dragging it with one arm.

“Get on the table, on your hands and knees,” he said.

I remembered Jana’s lesson and climbed onto the table. He had me face the camera. I arched my back. At the height of the table, my ass was lined up directly with his hard cock.

Lucas lifted my skirt.

“Arch your back. When I tell you to show me your fucking pussy, you get up on the table and show me your fucking pussy!” he said.

“Yes, sir,” I said.

The lacey black underwear and garter covered a small part of my ass. With the skirt lifted I was mostly exposed to him.

When he spanked my bare ass, I yelped in surprise.

“I’m not your fucking sir!” he said, punctuating each word with another spank on my ass.

“Yes, yes, Daddy,” I said, hesitating only for one split second.

That was too long for him.

“Say it again!” he said, spanking me repeatedly, not stopping, his powerful arm swinging into my ass as he dominated me physically and mentally with his large masculine hands.

“Yes, Daddy, please take my pussy!” I yelled to be heard over the noise of his spanking.

He stopped, his hand rubbing me instead.

“Sexy, good girl. Keep your back arched,” he said.

“Thank you, Daddy,” I said.

He ripped the garter off and then ripped my panties off.

I was panting with desire, my red ass screaming for him to fuck me. Please, fuck, I needed him right now so bad inside me!

He spread my ass open, exposing my tight hole.

“What do you need?” he asked.

“Your cock, Daddy, please I need your cock in my pussy!”

“That’s all?” he asked.

“Please, Daddy, your cock and your cum. Daddy will you please fuck me until you fill my pussy with your cum? Please, I’ll do anything for your cum,” I said.

“Put your face down and spread your pussy open,” he said as he took his hands off my ass.

I put my face onto the table and reached behind me, pulling my hole open as much as I could.

“Tell me what you are,” he said.

“I’m a dirty sissy who needs her Daddy to stretch her pussy out and fill it with cum,” I said, desperate for him.

He put his finger in my hole and pulled down, opening me until my pussy was gaping for him.

He spit in my gaping hole.

“What do you say?” he asked.

“Thank you, Daddy, thank you for spitting in my pussy!”

“Don’t move,” he said with a laugh.

He spun the table around. The heavy wooden table with my weight added to it spun on the floor like it was nothing.

My pussy was right in front of the camera.

“Spread your pussy for the camera,” he said.

I held it wide, my pussy dripping from him.

“You thought I wouldn’t know about these cameras?” he asked.

I whimpered, “Please, Daddy,” I said.

He spanked me again, asserting himself, showing his dominance in every view, from every angle.

“Beg,” he said.

“Please, Daddy, please stuff your big cock into me, please, I need it in my pussy so I can earn your cum, please Daddy, I need you, please!” I said, desperate for his cock. It was all so true and so honest.

“Get on the ground and stick your pussy up as high as you can, show me how bad you need it,” he said.

I jumped off the table, moving quickly, sticking my ass up and spreading my pussy open.

He stood over me, his legs on each side of my bent form.

He rubbed the swollen tip of his big cock against my wet hole.

“Are you a grateful little sissy?” he asked.

“Please, yes, thank you, Daddy,” I said.

He pushed his cock into me, slow, his powerful dick stretching my hole deeper and wider than I could have dreamed.

“Thank you, thank you, Daddy, thank you,” I said.

His cock filled me, stretching me with every inch. He pushed in quickly, filling me.

“Thank you, Daddy, thank you, Daddy,” I said, over and over, grateful and thrilled and begging for more, for his approval and his acceptance and his hard cock.

“Good girl,” he said, his cock reaching all the way into me.

Stretched and filled, I moaned in pleasure as his cock reached into me and kindled my desperate orgasm.

I felt it, the head of his cock igniting the heat inside me, pleasure and submission and power, all radiating out from his iron-hard dick.

My words broke into pieces as I continued thanking him, moaning and grateful and desperate for more.

“Use your pussy,” he said.

I moved immediately, pulling my ass open as I rocked fast onto his cock, moving until he was almost completely out of me and then rocking on him and taking his cock all the way inside me.

Stroke after stroke, using the entire length of his big cock, I milked him with my pussy as the head of his hard dick sent sparks of pleasure that turned to explosions as I moaned and cried for more, please, more.

He fucked me then, hard, like I had never been fucked. His balls slapped against my ass as he drove into me, over and over, his cock a relentless piston that drove me harder and faster until I was whimpering beneath him, begging for his cum.

I needed it, the deep passion and desire inside me like a crashing wave, pounded over and over, ready to wash over me. I held it off, though, waiting for him, for his cum. For his pleasure. I could not cum without him filling me, without his claim pushing the wave over my body.

I rocked back as he fucked me, holding my ass, open and begging.

“Put your hands down and lift your head. I want your back arched and your pussy up,” He said, not stopping his continued thrusting into me.

I put my hands down and arched my back the way Jana taught me. I held my head high and my ass up.

Lucas knelt behind me, his dick driving straight into me.

“Now, show me how you ride my cock,” he said.

With my arms on the ground I could move my entire body faster and farther, taking his entire cock in long, quick, powerful strokes. I was constantly moaning in pleasure as I rode his dick.

I felt his body pressing against me with each thrust. I pushed with my hands and my knees as his cock slid into my upturned pussy. He thrust into me each time I pushed back, the entire shaft of his cock impaling me with each deep stroke.

Lucas put both of his hands on me, pulling me back and pushing me forward with the strength of his huge fingers squeezing the round, reddened flesh of my ass.

His powerful grip pushed me to ride him faster and harder. He held me like a sexy possession, and I submitted to his domination with every moaning, desperate lunge of my body.

I saw Jana standing in the doorway, watching him take me.

My back was arched, my head high, and my pussy out.

Lucas reached forward and grabbed each side of my face. He pulled me back onto his cock with each powerful thrust. His fingers pulled at my lips and I moaned, open-mouthed and locked into position on his cock.

He pulled me onto his cock with such strength that my arms lifted off the ground as his cock reached deep into my body, deep enough that I was mounted on him. My cock was dripping in pleasure as I saw myself as his mounted sex toy, stuffed and stretched.

I whimpered, broken, begging him to fill me with his hot cum.

He growled, low and powerful, an animal taking its prey. I was pleading, submissive, broken sounds of need and pleasure as he claimed me, his cock pumping inside me, thrust after pulsating thrust shooting his load deeper into me.

His pleasure released me, broke the dam that held my orgasm and I came, my bouncing, swinging cock cage dripping my sissy cum as I whimpered, grateful and owned.


Prologue

Jana, Lucas, and I spent the rest of that day and the following day getting to know each other in every way. I feared that there would be tension between Lucas and I, but Jana had known best all along, as I had hoped. Lucas filled a need I did not know I had. I filled a need for both of them, as well.

I ended up moving out of my apartment within a couple months. Jana and Lucas welcomed me to their home and helped me explore my sexuality without judging or projecting. They encouraged me to try new things, and they were with me every step of the way.

Shortly after I moved in with Lucas and Jana, Lucas offered to hire me as his personal assistant. The job came with a pay raise and a fair amount of actual work. I kept things organized for Lucas, and always had his best interest in mind. Lucas was a strict disciplinarian, but we soon discovered how much that drove us wild. In fact, we had to come up with unique discipline since I enjoyed punishment and humiliation so much. But that’s a story for a different time.

Jana continued to work at the department store. She worked there for fun, that’s how much she enjoyed clothes and shopping. She helped me build quite a wardrobe in no time at all. Sometimes, Jana and I would dress in the same outfit and both be completely submissive to Lucas. We all enjoyed it so much that there was a rush of excitement every time she brought home new clothes.

As Lucas expanded his business, and Jana and I kept the household running smoothly, we decided to start a tradition of taking a vacation every six months. Together, the three of us traveled around the world. We went everywhere, from European cities to deserted tropical islands.

I never forgot the good fortune I had in running into Jana at the department store. One chance encounter changed my life in so many ways. In so many wonderful ways.


Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoyed it as much as I enjoyed writing it! If you did, consider joining my mailing list to receive a free short story!

Sign up here!
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