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Chapter One

In my wildest dreams, I never thought I'd be standing here, heart racing, cuddling Ms. Stratford's silky smooth panties. As I cradled the sensuous fabric, I wanted nothing more than to peel my clothes off and put on a pair. I'd only fantasized about wearing panties, but I've never had the guts  or the opportunity to wear a pair, at least not yet. This was a golden opportunity.

My hands were shaking, my cock swelling in my pants, that little voice we all have begged me. "Eli, sissy's like you need panties on. Go on, who'll know? Your Mom and brothers are next door. Ms. Stratford is five hundred miles away; you're all alone. Please do it. It'll feel so good on your hips, caressing your pathetic little cock."               

That thought was the first step toward losing my masculinity in front of two hundred or more people, becoming an amateur porn star, and releasing the girl who desperately wanted out.

It seemed like an innocent act. Maybe even a manly deed when I put them to my nose and inhaled, trying to catch any lingering scent of my fantasy woman, Ms. Stratford.

Ms. Stratford, our neighbor and an English professor at the local community college I attended. Ms. Stratford, the ultimate MILF, was fit and toned, about my height and weight, unmarried, and innocent, or so everyone thought. She had no boyfriend or one that called on her; I knew because I spied on her constantly.

Her single-story house in our quiet upper-middle-class neighborhood was feet from my bedroom window.  I heard nothing of interest; I listened and watched for any signs of competition. There didn't seem to be any, but who knew? I had a secret. Maybe Ms. Stratford did too.   

 Like a machine, Ms. Stratford left at the same time every morning, day-in-day-out. I signed up for afternoon classes so that I could watch her leave her house in tight yoga pants outlining her toned bottom at exactly seven AM. Her sports bra firmly gripped her succulent tits. Her bare nipples were always swollen and perky. Funny, lately, I'd wished I had a pair of tits like hers, an ass like hers. If I did, I sure wouldn't be a virgin. I'd be fucking, and sucking every cock I could get my hands on. But I'm a guy, at least in the name.

I stripped and locked my bedroom door minutes before seven to watch her warmup for her daily five-mile run. I loved being naked, being exposed, being watched. I wanted to open my blinds and stand naked, my cock in my hand and show Ms. Stratford how much I loved her.

I set the alarm on my phone for six thirty, stripped so I'd be ready. Like my fantasy, I had a routine. I was a machine, day-in-day-out. The best way to cum right when she stretched was to start jacking off three minutes forty-nine seconds before seven.

I had a good collection of pictures of her in various poses on my phone to get me started. These got me hard and right to the brink of an orgasm. It kept me occupied before the main event. The timing was crucial to shoot my load right when she bent over, showing me her ass when she did her toe touches, my favorite position.

When she bent over to touch her toes, her ass always faced me; it was too much. My cock throbbed in my hand, staring at her sweet ass swaying before me. It was as if she knew what I was doing in my bedroom, a mere ten feet away, and wanted to put on a show. I wanted to put on a show, dress in girly clothes, and dance for her.

She bent over and grabbed her ankles, thrusting her ass out at me, daring me to let go of my cock. Run outside and bang her right there in the driveway. How could she know a twenty-one-year-old pervert was frantically stroking his cock, hoping he'd shoot his load before she started her run. I wanted to masturbate in front of her, let her watch.

She'd never go for something so kinky. She was super conservative, or so I heard. She didn't even date, or so everyone thought. Rumor had it that Ms. Stratford was a virgin, a real ball buster. As I did every day, I came and waited for the second show imagining what a forty-three-year-old virgin's house might look like inside.

That's my routine. My first orgasm was when she ran. The second go-round was when she left for class in her tight black pencil skirt, white blouse, and black pumps. As her hips swayed, I tried to imagine what color panties she wore under her tight dress. When she slid into her car, I hoped to glimpse her panties when she lifted her long, slender, toned legs. All I got was a pleasant view of her delicious thighs. But no panty shot, ever.

One day last week, while mowing the yard, Ms. Stratford approached me, smiling. My first thought was that she'd busted me. How I'd explain my perverse habit was all I could think of as her enticing hips swayed.

I considered the conversation. "You fucking perverted little virgin. You've been spying on me, nasty boy."

But when she stood before me, hands on hips, her intoxicating beauty delighted me with possibilities. As I waited for her to humiliate me for being a pervert, the thought of being humiliated caused a sudden surge of blood that pulsed through my veins, down to my cock, causing one hell of a hard-on. I had to position my arousal between her and the mower handle so she'd not notice the little tent pole in my shorts.

Instead, the unthinkable happened. Ms. Stratford asked me if I wanted to water her plants, feed her cat, and ensure everything was safe and sound while she ran the Boston Marathon. She'd be gone for a few days. Now her frequent road trips made sense; she was a runner and ran marathons.

I couldn't have been happier.


Chapter Two




I did as instructed on the first day, keeping as far away from her bedroom as possible. It wasn't easy. Even though the bedroom had no plants, and the cat hung out in the living room. The compulsion to slip into her bedroom was almost too much. To enter, open her dresser drawers and glance at her panties. Just a glimpse was all I wanted. Who'd know? What kind did she wear? Thongs? I couldn't picture Ms. Stratford in thongs; probably, she wore those unflattering white briefs and bloomers. But what if she didn't? Maybe she had a secret life, like me. 

The next day I couldn't help myself and violated the sanctity of my duties and entered her bedroom. Her bedroom was immaculate, with a large queen-sized four-poster bed. There was a desk, two dressers, a vanity table, a door to a closet, and a bathroom. Laid out on the bed was a single pair of panties. Pink. It was so out of place. Why was it there? It was almost as if it had been placed there. It was positioned so efficiently I didn't want to disturb it because I'd never get it back in the same position.              

Instead, I headed for the dresser against the back wall. The first drawer was of no interest to me, so I closed it and tried the second. The second drawer was filled with a king's ransom, panties, and bras of all shapes and types. They weren't virgin MILF panties, big bulky white briefs. Most were thongs, V-strings, and sexy garters. The bras were lacy, soft, and pretty.

Four months ago, I familiarized myself with female underwear after starting my kinky journey—a perverted adventure into all things female, especially women's intimates. After admiring women's intimates on several online stores, I considered ordering a package, maybe two. But living with two studly brothers and one that spent weekends at home, all I needed was for them to open my parcel before I got to it or, worse, catch me prancing around my room in girls' underwear.

My second option was discarded just as quickly, going to the store and buying a pair or two. What if someone from school or the neighborhood caught me? Or a friend of one of my brothers. If one of Mom's friends caught me, she'd have a heart attack, and Dad would toss me out on my ass.

I stared at the cherished contents for an eternity, wondering what they might feel like. Not just in my hands but on my hips, snuggling my cock. Powerless to resist the charm of the panties, before I knew it, I found myself naked, standing in front of the mirror, admiring my delicate features and smooth complexion. I'd always been teased about my looks, which were more feminine than I wanted them to be.

I had no luck with the ladies. It wasn't that they didn't like me. They did, but as a friend, not the way they wanted my older brothers, especially Mason. Mason, the star quarterback of the university in town, was the lady's man. Even my two younger brothers did well with the ladies. I'm pretty sure Dad did, too, at least in the long distant past. A family of studs naturally muscular and macho.

Somedays, I wondered if Mom had an affair and got pregnant. But as I reflected upon my appearance, the angular curve of my feminine jaw, long graceful neck, full bottom lip, and delicate nose were Mom's features. Mom was a beauty queen once; I guess I got her looks. Maybe, I could be a beauty queen someday.

Why not? I had no luck with the ladies.

Girls didn't go for me like they did my brothers, which gave my brothers an excuse to tease me, like everyone else, except for Ms. Stratford. Ms. Stratford was always pleasant to me.

As I stared at my naked body, my cock quivered for its only lover, my hand. Any hope of getting it on with Ms. Stratford was out of the question if she ever caught or found out I was naked in her bedroom, contemplating putting her intimates on, or that I'd been masturbating secretly, taking pictures from my bedroom window for the last three years.  

As I fantasized about what would happen between Ms. Stratford and me, my cock dribbled some precum. Like a man possessed, in a daze, I pulled out a pink pair of panties, holding them in my hand, thinking back to the porn video that gave me the idea to consider slipping into them. A very nasty act. That video put me on the path to a strange fetish, nagging at me night and day. Today it was about to go from fantasy to reality.

Before I watched that video that day, my fantasies were normal, I think. Guy fucks girl, type stuff. Then one day, I pulled up a crossdresser video. This twink was dressed in girls' clothes, and except for his massive dick, he'd have fooled me about his gender. The degree of effort this femboy put into transforming herself astonished me. I remember watching that video and thinking about how I could, with some effort, look as good as he did. I decided that day that I'd look that good someday. I just needed some practice doing makeup and a place to do it. I would get there somehow.

But how?

Another thing that came to me that day as I watched the sissy crossdresser suck cock was that as I jacked off, I fantasized about being the sissy faggot down on her knees, sucking cock, and not getting my cock sucked. After I came, I realized that even when I watched straight porn, my orgasm exploded more intensely when I imagined myself being the girl, sucking cock, or getting fucked. Being the guy, getting his cock serviced just didn't do it for me.

After watching that video, when I spied on Ms. Stratford, that was the first day I daydreamed about what Ms. Stratford's panties might feel like on me. On several occasions, I even considered sliding into her open bedroom window and stealing a pair. Her runs lasted between forty-eight minutes and fifty-nine minutes.  After that day, wearing her panties or any female underwear became an unquenchable obsession, which would only be fulfilled by wearing female clothes, and here was my chance.

My cock was rock hard as I held the pink thong. What do I do now? I lifted them to my face and inhaled what I hoped would be a lingering scent of Ms. Stratford's arousal. Did her pussy get wet? Or was she a ball-breaker, as everyone said? 

What I got was the herbal scent of laundry detergent. I was disappointed. There wasn't an ounce of disappointment when I wrapped the fabric around my cock that usually covered Ms. Stratford's shaved pussy. I'm not sure why I thought her pussy was shaved, but if it wasn't, it was trimmed. No way this tiny silky material would cover a full bush. With the luxurious fabric cradling my tiny cock, I stroked the little guy, fantasizing about what kind of sex Ms. Stratford liked. 

Did she even like sex? Rumor had it she didn't even like sex. Or she was a lesbian. I imagined her coming home early, catching me in her panties, and stripping down to her underwear without saying a word. As my fantasy ran wild, I snatched another pair of panties out of the drawer, a light blue, frilly pair. I stroked my cock with them wrapped around my cock and imagined her in them, standing before me, her tongue dipping between her full plump lips. Her tits under her lacy light blue bra swelled with each lustful breath.

Her shapely hips...

The unthinkable happened. I tried to stop it from happening. I strained with every ounce of my mind and body to fight the oncoming rush that built inside me.

It was useless; I shot my load and coated her panties with semen. The force behind the explosion blew like a hurricane, and half of it shot  into the drawer filled with panties.

Oh my god!

I grabbed handfuls of panties one after the other, sifting through the neatly folded intimates. I had a handful of cum soaked panties, surprised at my expression of lust and perversion. I dressed, stuffed the soiled panties in my pocket, down my pants, and left.

I realized how idiotic my plan had been when I reached our front door. Semen had soaked through my jeans, the tops of my panties were sticking out of my pockets, and under my jeans, it looked like I had a giant cock in my pants. I ran up the stairs to the bathroom, praying no one caught me. When at the bathroom door, hoping no one was using it, I entered, showered, wrapped the soiled panties in a towel, and stuffed them under my mattress. 

Safe for now, I went to class, spent, and pleasured, my legs feeling like jelly. I heard not a word from every single class. When I got home, exhausted and pleased, I fell asleep dreaming of the soiled panties under my bed.


Chapter Three




The next day, I got up, missing my regular morning routine: watching Ms. Stratford's stretching, then running. I couldn't wait for her to come home. I didn't have a class that day, so I had nothing to do but homework, study, and fantasize. Instead of doing what I was supposed to, I spent it dreaming of the panties under my bed. They called out to me, lighting my body with a burning, urgent need to wear them.

Hours passed, staring into my books opened and getting nothing accomplished. I could only think about Ms. Stratford dressed in her killer MILF outfit. I opened my phone three times, pulled a pair of panties from under my bed, and jacked off to my photos of her. Each time adding another load of cum to the already-soaked panties leaving me satisfied for only a half hour or so. Then back to obsessing about Ms. Stratford.

An epiphany happened; Ms. Stratford was obsessive-compulsive; anyone that took her class knew this. Oh my god, she'd miss the panties under my mattress.

How many were under my bed?

Six?

Seven?

The cum had dried, probably stained them permanently, and four had an additional deposit I made today. I couldn't just put them back soiled, stained with my cum. I had to wash and return them. But how to do it safely? What would my explanation be if Mom caught me tossing panties into the wash?

After Mom discovered the panties and realized the little things weren't hers. Mom wore big white underwear. I looked on several occasions. But I never had the guts to try them on. 

I said. "There, my girlfriends, Mom." But I had no girlfriend, and Mom was very privy to all the teasing my brothers laid down on me. So, it was an unbelievable lie. 

Knowing Mom, she'd scrutinize the panties soiled with cum. She might call it my perverted secretion, dried and staining the fabric.

Then what?

I had to get them to Ms. Stratford's house, wash them and return them to where I'd gotten them. So, I stuffed all of them in my pocket and down my pants, a bulge clearly showing.

Mom was downstairs cleaning the living room, which I had to pass through to reach the only viable exit. I could go out the backdoor, but she'd hear me and call out, suspecting one of her boys was up to no good. There was only one viable option, put them on.

I stripped and slid the soft fabric over my hips. I put a thong on first, wanting the thin material to split my ass cheeks, barely covering my butthole. I realized how good women's panties felt on me. They felt right, like I was born to be a girl. What was even freakier was that the dried cum felt right too. One after the other, I put on eight pairs of panties, dried cum plastered on them.

I walked past Mom.

She said, "Goodbye. You going to feed Ms. Stratford's cat?"

"Yeah, I'll be back in a while."

"I'm proud of you, son. You're such a good boy."

She wouldn't think so if she knew what I was wearing or what I had done to Ms. Stratford's underwear. I left with my mom, not suspecting her son was wearing the next-door neighbor's panties he'd stolen and that he was about to take things a step further, moving closer to becoming at least a part-time girl.

When I got to Ms. Stratford's front door, my cock was hard. I opened the door, fed the cat, watered the pants, and headed for the laundry room. I stripped, holding the panties over the sizeable empty washing machine tub; I decided it might be better to wash them by hand. I had an idea; since I'm here, why not try on some of Ms. Stratford's other things? I'd already had four orgasms today, so the accident from yesterday was unlikely to happen.

I'd wear her clothes, wash her panties while I wore a sexy tight black pencil skirt like Ms. Stratford, and then go home. No jacking off this time. Just wear her clothes, walk around the house like I was Ms. Stratford, all sexy. Maybe even some pantyhose.

Yes, I'd wash the soiled panties, be a girl for the day and go home. I walked toward the bedroom, naked free from prying eyes at last. Free to walk like a girl, swinging my hips. In the bedroom, I slid into a matching bra and panty.

God, it felt good.

I stood in front of the mirror, pinching my nipples. As I teased my nipples, they hardened along with my cock. I massaged my male chest, imagining they were tits, big ripe mounds of flesh in Ms. Stratford's tender hands.

My cock throbbed, and my painfully stiff cock oozed precum. Fantasizing my hand was Ms. Stratford's, my hand acting as hers might; I slowly trailed down my smooth, firm stomach and made a fist around my shaft through the panties. I began to move back and forth. More fluid leaked out of the tip.

I stopped. I can't cum, not yet. I wanted to be a girl for the day. I breathed, fought the urge to cum again, and opened the closet door.

Her wardrobe, white blouses, black pencil skirts, and black high heels were lined up and spaced perfectly. On the floor, a clear plastic container contained a variety of sex toys. I stifled a hungry groan and turned around in Ms. Startford's bra and panty. The tiny throbbing tent had soaked the light blue panties with precum. I had another pair of panties to wash now.

I grabbed the box, walked to the desk, put it down, and opened it. There were several dildos, vibrators, butt plugs, and smaller devices. 

My pulse raced with forbidden longing. A longing that would put me on a new path. A path to becoming a sissy crossdresser. I'd never experienced anything up my ass; here was my chance. I couldn't pass it up. I'd take one of the butt plugs and ram it up my ass.

I'd experimented a couple of times playing with my butthole, so I knew it would feel good. Through experimentation, I discovered massaging my hole created an explosive orgasm, more so than even when I watched Ms. Stratford. With the panties on and these newfound toys, I couldn't help myself.


Chapter Four




In the box was a small tube of lube. I bent over and pulled the fabric covering my pink butthole to the side, wanting to keep my cock nestled in the front of the thong. It felt so good. I squirted a little on my finger and rubbed my butthole. Tenderly at first, coating it, loosening it for the grand finale, when I violated my ass for the first time.

My ass was tight, so I had to do lots of work and add several more lube drops before my first finger slid past my tight muscles. I pushed and pulled until I got in a good rhythm. Then two fingers, three fingers were fucking my ass. It was time.

As I finger fucked my ass, I considered where Ms. Stratford had put these toys. Had they been in her pussy? In her ass? The images of her straddling one of these dildos flooded my mind. I fucked my ass harder and faster as I pulled them out one at a time. I skimmed through the container of sex toys, examining each keeping my other hand busy violating my ass.

 There was a long glass dildo that looked too intimidating for the first time. Oh my god, though, I thought as I kissed the dildo, smelled it, licked it, hoping for any lingering scent of Ms. Stratford's pussy. Was it in her pussy? Or another woman? Or her ass?

The next one was a dildo with a handle, which was at least ten inches long and thick. My mind drifted to Ms. Stratford with her legs propped up, her hands gripping the handle, ramming it viciously in her pussy. Moaning. Gyrating and screaming my name. "Eli, fuck me, Eli, with your big fucking cock."

That didn't do it for me. So, my fantasy switched gears. I was bent over the bed, her strong hands holding me down and shoving the dildo into my ass.

My fingers continued to grind my manhood down as I screamed in the best feminine voice I could manage. "Ms. Stratford, make me your bitch."

In Ms. Stratford's voice, I said and moaned. "I'm going to make you forget your name tonight, sissy. What I have planned for you, you will scream and beg for hours for me to turn you into a sissy. Only if you do exactly as I say."

My cock throbbed as I grabbed a dildo at least thirteen inches long with a big thick mushroom head on both ends. What the hell was she doing with this? I couldn't even imagine it, so I chose a black one about six inches long but with an intimidating curve.

After lubing up the thick plastic mushroom head and adding more lube to my hole, I bent over, put the cock in my hole, and braced myself with my other hand on the desk. I was staring right into the screen of Ms. Stratford's laptop.

As I pushed the dildo into my ass, my pulse for this taboo act quickened—the first push hurt. I grimaced but pushed on.

My lust overtook me as I twisted, pushed, and probed deeper. I said, "I wore these panties just for you, Ms. Stratford. I want to be your little fucktoy. I want you to fuck me so hard I can't walk home."

The rigid plastic shaft inched further into my ass. Even though this was the smallest dildo in her collection, it felt impossibly huge. My ass cheeks clenched. I needed a break.

I said, mimicking Ms. Stratford's voice, "I'm going to make you my bitch today, Eli. Take it as a slut should. Loosen up. Take it. You were made for my pleasure." I smacked my ass, nearly planting my face on the desk.

In Ms. Straford's voice, I said. "Open those legs. Let me into what's mine."

I replied in my best girly voice. "Make me your bitch, Ms. Stratford."

I fought back the pain that lanced through me, wanting to be Ms. Stratford's bitch, and pushed the cock further into my ass. I gasped as the invading thickness filled me up further.

Then no more than a moment of final pain and it was done. I reached around; I'd impaled the dildo in my ass. Nothing but the balls of the dildo was outside. I gripped the cock, pulled it out, and shoved it back in. I fucked myself, taking no pity on my virgin ass.

I wanted to cum, but I wanted to cum looking at Ms. Stratford's pictures. I stopped violating my ass and walked to my pants, where my cell phone was, with the dildo still impaled in my ass. Walking with it up my ass forced me to take small, feminine steps and swing my hips like a girl. 

I grabbed my phone and opened up to my pictures of Ms. Stratford. I set the phone on the desk and bent over. But they were small. I had an idea. I plugged the phone into a cord connected to her laptop and hit the return key, hoping Ms. Stratford didn't password-protect her computer. She didn't. I returned to ravaging my ass as the screen turned on.

When the screen came to life, what popped up was not what I expected. On the screen were numerous shots from inside Ms. Stratford's home—two in the living room, one in the kitchen, and one in the garage.

Then the screen changed, and four shots of the bedroom appeared. One from behind me, displaying my ass, impaled with a dildo, with a light blue thong resting on my hips. At first, it didn't register who might be watching me and that the images might have been recorded, a very embarrassing video of me. Caught up in the heat of the moment, I admired my ass and how good I looked in the thong and how sexy my ass looked with a dildo up it.

Two more shots from each side showed me bent over the desk, a tiny tent protruding from my spread-eagle position. The last one was a reverse image taken from the laptop camera. I'd forgotten why I'd turned on the laptop, and excitedly I returned to fucking myself. As the dildo ravaged my ass, I zoomed in on my ass. I watched as my butt cheeks quivered and trembled with each thrust. I focused on my face, flushed, eyes wide and full of desire.

Unable to control my urge to cum, I grabbed my cock. Then I stopped. What if this was recorded? I stood and closed the laptop on the verge of one of the most tremendous orgasms I'd ever experienced. I headed for my pants, grabbing them just as my phone rang. Damn, mom was probably wondering where I was.

But it wasn't. It was Ms. Stratford. I composed myself and answered. "Hello."

"Eli, your out of breath. How's the cat? My plants? Any problems?"

Still, out of breath, I said. "Yes. The cat's doing good."

"That's good, Eli. I was enjoying the show; please finish."

"What? I mean, what do you mean?"

"I mean, turn on the laptop, so you can see what I see, you dirty little pervert."

My cock swelled and throbbed as I sprinkled another healthy dose of precum on her panties. "Ms. Stratford, I'm not sure I know--"

"Eli, right now. Open the laptop, bend over like you were before, and fuck your sissy ass. Now!"

"Ms. Stratford, this is highly inappropriate. I'm sorry, I'll clean your panties. I'm unsure what came over me, but you want me to do what?"

"Inappropriate? And sneaking into my bedroom, soiling my panties with your filthy cum, and taking nasty pictures of me is appropriate? Finish. That's what I want you to do. Then you are mine, faggot. Mine to play with. You wanted to be my fucktoy, so you'll get your wish. Now, bend over and fuck your ass with that dildo until I tell you to stop. You wanted to get fucked so hard that you can't walk home, huh?"


Chapter Five




What choice did I have? Even if I had a choice, I didn't want one. I opened the laptop, and instead of a screen showing the house, it was Ms. Stratford on the screen dressed in a black leather military-style hat. A black leather mini dress highlighting her lovely toned legs with a leather halter exposing half of her gorgeous tits. In her right hand was a black riding crop. 

My image of the innocent, virgin MILF was shattered. "Ms. Stratford. I uh... uh."

I stood, my cock hammering in rhythm with my racing heartbeat. She was gorgeous; she was my dream come true. 

"I trusted you to care for my cat, and what have you been doing? Get back to the show now. You are going to pay dearly."

"Ms. Stratford, I'm sorry. But you can't tell me what to do."

"You'd better do something, or every kid in school will hear about this; I'll post the video. Maybe have a little chat with your mother. Your mother will understand this as the biggest violation of a girl's privacy. How could you, you dirty little boy? Boy? Maybe girl is a better descriptor of who you are. One way or another, you are in trouble and will pay. My way or another way."

"Wait! That's not fair. You can't take pictures of me without my knowledge."

"What about the dirty pictures you took of me, my ass, jacking off to them daily."

"You know?"

"Oh yes, dirty little girl. So, what about it? Are you going to finish what you started? Or will I release some nasty, perverted videos of a little sissy girl fucking herself with a dildo, prancing around in panties? Oh, and look at that cock. What a pathetic thing it is. Tiny and worthless to any woman. How would you like everyone in town, at school to see that little cock. You'll never get laid. Maybe you don't want to fuck someone but rather get fucked. Is that right faggot?"

"No, I'm not a faggot. I just... I don't know what came over me. And by the way, you're the one with all these kinky toys."

"Oh, what a little brave man. Maybe you're not such a sissy after all. Do you at least know how to eat pussy?"

I lied. "Oh yeah, I can make any girl cum. I'm an expert."

"Is that right? Okay."

Ms. Stratford said. "I'll call you right back. Wait, there, sissy."

"I'm not a sissy or a faggot. I didn't like taking that up my ass." I said, realizing Ms. Stratford had hung up. But her image was still on the laptop, talking on the phone.

Minutes later, my phone rang, and I answered. "My friend is on her way. You make her cum with your tongue, or she fucks you with her strapon. Or you can go home, and I will release the videos. Or make her cum, with your tongue, and I keep the videos secret, and you go home without getting fucked with a strapon. These are my conditions, and I'll keep your videos secret. Just between us two girls."

I was out of options. What choice was there but to obey whatever fucked up thing Ms. Stratford wanted from me.

Ms. Stratford wasn't done with me. Her friend would be here in an hour, so she had me shave. Not just shaving my face but my entire body. I was not just shaving but shaving on camera. One of her toy dolls was a camera; as I shaved my legs, chest, and arms, someone watched my every move. It didn't take long. My body was pretty twink in the first place. When done, she had me stand in front of the laptop camera for inspection.

"You look nice. Now spread those ass cheeks, and make sure your sissy hole is nice and smooth."

I bent over, grabbed my cheeks, and spread.

Ka-ching. Ka-ching. Came from the laptop.

"What was that?" I said, bent over, displaying my sissy hole.

"Never mind, sissy. Now the skirt, that's all we have time for."

She told me where to find my dress. In the second dresser was a collection of sissy clothes. She wanted me in a pink dress, flared circle skirt, and a ruffled trimmed top. Once on, I looked like a sexy little peasant girl.

Ka-ching. Ka-ching.

Over the speaker of the laptop, a deep male voice said. "Can't wait for the main event Cyan." I assumed Cyan was Ms. Stratford's first name. 

Ka-ching.

Ka-ching.

"Put him in a blonde wig with ponytails, Cyan."

"Look at that little cock. "

Ka-ching.

Ms. Stratford said. "Now, the wig. We have a request from one of your admirers. Grab the one with the ponytails."

"Ms. Stratford, what are you doing? What's all this about."

"You're a star, Eli. You've earned forty dollars in tips so far. It's a great site. Amateurs perform, and voyeurs watch and tip, and jack off. You can appreciate that since you've been watching me and playing with your pathetic cock."

At first, I was scared to death, having people watch me being humiliated and... emasculated. But then, suddenly, I felt liberated. People were watching me, accepting me for who I wanted to be, a girl. I felt a feeling of arousal and an adrenaline rush, not just for being in girls' clothes, but for the taboo act of publicizing something private.

Ka-ching.

"Yeah, humiliate the sissy, Cyan."

I situated the wig over my head, and even though I had no makeup, I didn't look half bad as a female. Maybe from a distance, I might not be recognizable as male.

As I admired myself, forgetting I was on a public site, another woman walked in. She wore a long vanilla coat which she removed immediately, revealing something substantially more intimidating—a glossy black mini-dress. She dropped a backpack on the floor.  She shimmied out of her black panties and climbed on the bed. She leaned back against the headboard.

"Sissy, call me Ma'am. It seems we have a challenge for you, sissy. Make me cum, or I'll break in your sissy ass. Now up on the bed, lay down on your back. Cyan, are all our viewers getting a good shot of sissy?"

Ms. Stratford said. "Oh yes. We are up to two hundred viewers now. Everyone having a good time?"

I felt a connection with the people that were watching. I didn't just want to be watched. No, I wanted to put on a good show for them. I wanted tips, not just for money's sake, but for fun, the thrill, and the adrenaline rush.

Ka-ching.

Ka-ching.

Ma'am said. "Lay down on the bed." Then she straddled my face and said. "Go on, sissy, make me cum, or you get fucked. And I'm selecting the biggest, thickest dildo to fuck you with."

Ms. Stratford said. "How about we let our viewers decide."

Ka-ching. Ka-ching.

Ms. Stratford said. "We have it. Make our viewers happy with your pussy licking skills, and you are free."

The other woman dropped her hips, putting her ripe, sweet-smelling lips in my face.

"Fuck." My cock swelled in my panties as her pussy fell onto my face. Smothered, I started licking her pussy. As I licked the folds of her pussy, and what I think was her clit, a tiny hard bud of flesh, I realized I didn't know the first thing about pussy. I licked without direction, aimlessly, as the woman above me laughed. I listened for a ka-ching, telling me I was doing good. There was only silence.

It took just a minute for the woman above me to stand. She shook her head. "Time's up."

"Wait. I just started." Though I protested, a part of me wanted her to fuck me. Make me her bitch.

She walked to the laptop, stood before it, and said. "What say I tap this sissy's ass. She's awful at eating pussy. I can't take it. What say I make her my bitch. Hey, Cyan, you have the video of this faggot fucking his ass from earlier. What did she say?"

"I'm not performing live. No way. This ends now." My cock, though, told a different story. Because as I thought about two hundred people about to watch me get butt fucked, I oozed more precum.

Ms. Stratford said. "That she wanted to be my bitch. She wanted to get fucked so hard she couldn't walk home."

Then the video replayed on the site as I fucked myself with a dildo. "I'm going to make you my bitch today, Eli. Take it as a slut should. Loosen up. Take it." I smacked my ass, nearly planting my face on the desk.

I replied in my best girly voice. "Make me your bitch, Ms. Stratford."

Then I said.  "I wore these panties just for you, Ms. Stratford. I want to be your little fucktoy. I want you to fuck me hard so I can't walk home."

Ms. Stratford said to the voyeurs. "Shall we make him our fucktoy?"

A variety of tones and genders said. "Fuck her."

Ka-ching.

"Breed that ass."

Ka-ching.

"Make him your bitch."

Ka-ching.

"She's already loose."

Ka-ching.

A woman's voice, not Ms. Stratford's, from the laptop, said. "This faggot has a small cock and can't even eat pussy. What's he good for?"

A male said. "Taking cock!"

Another woman said. "Spank that ass!"

Ma'am rummaged through her bag, pulled out a harness, pulled it up around her waist, and then pulled out a dildo, a fucking huge dildo.


Chapter Six




I held up my hands. "I don't know. I've never done anything like this before, and that's too big. It's going to hurt."

Ma'am smiled, attached it to the harness, and rubbed lube on it. "What did this sissy faggot say?"

A chorus of voices emanated from the laptop. "I want you to fuck me so hard that I can't walk home."

Ma'am adjusted the position of the laptop camera toward the bed and said. "Grab the headboard, sissy; let me see that ass."

Several voices from the laptop said. "That ass is making me crazy. Bend her over and make her take every inch of it."

Ma'am laughed. "Oh, I will. I plan to."

I felt the bed bounce as Ma'am got on it. I gasped slightly as her fingers lifted my skirt and pulled my thong to the side. I turned back; the laptop was zeroed in on my ass. I wanted to be a movie star. Not just a movie star but a porn star and show everyone my face.

Ma'am said. "Look at this sissy wanting to be a porn star." She lifted my hips and moved me so that my face was on display when I turned my head to the right. 

Ma'am was looking down at my asshole on the laptop screen, joy on her face. I smiled and wiggled my ass as Ma'am's fingers entered my ass, teasing and caressing the entrance.

Wanting to put on a good show, I said. "Fuck me like you own me. I'm yours. Spank my ass. Take it. Take me. I can't wait."

Ka-ching. Ka-ching. My cock throbbed.

Ma'am smacked my ass.

I said. "I'm a dirty whore. Fuck me."

She giggled and said. "I like watching your little pink hole pucker."

Ka-ching.

I felt a cold, slick sensation in my ass. Ma'am smacked my ass. "Hold the panties aside, 'cause I'm going to fuck you into submission, slut."

Ka-ching.

Knowing that people were watching me made this even more exciting.

Ma'am said. "If you take it like a real girl, then maybe we keep all this our little secret."

"Okay." But a part of me wanted to release the whole episode. 

Ma'am said. "I understand your ass is a virgin. You're going to lose it. Then you'll have earned the right to dress up like a slut. You want that?"

"Yes. I want it." I said.

Ka-ching. Ka-ching. I'd be rich and a pornstar.

The tip of her fake cock pressed gently against my sissy hole. I turned toward the camera and grimaced. By now, not only did I want to get fucked silly, but I wanted everyone to know that I did.

But I played along with what now was roleplay. "If I do this for you, Ma'am, you won't tell anyone what a sissy I am. Please."

Ma'am slapped both ass cheeks several times and said. "You have my word. Relax that ass, sissy, because here it comes."

Then she pushed forward. The tip of the monster was too much. I clenched and cried out. "Oh fuck." I pulled away.

Ma'am smacked my ass again, grabbed my hips, and pulled me back toward her. "Relax that ass, girl." She pushed the cock up further into my asshole.

I screamed this time. "Oh... fuck." I wasn't playing for the camera. My eyes tightened, and my teeth clenched. "Careful, please go slowly. Not so fast."

"You want to be a slut? You wanted someone to make you their bitch. You wanted it, so get used to it. This is how real girls do it. Guys don't like to waste time; they get their cock hard and drive it in."

Ma'am continued to thrust her hips forward. She laughed as my asshole swallowed more of her cock. As her cock slipped further into me, it burned a little. Ached a lot, then just like earlier, something popped, and I felt her hips slap my ass cheeks. My ass had swallowed the entire cock. She stopped, her strapon buried in my ass. Having her cock buried in my ass was rearranging my guts. The pressure on my prostrate put pressure on my cock. I wanted her to fuck me senseless, fuck me into submission, and orgasm.

I turned toward the laptop, opened my eyes, and smiled. One of the voyeurs from the site said. "Damn, look at that ass, those hips. She's got curves like a girl."

I wanted to put on a good show, so I told everyone what I wanted. "I want to be fucked senseless."

Ka-ching.

Ma'am pulled out and then squirted a bit more lube into my hole. Then she pushed her cock back in, it slid in a bit easier, but my ass was still tight. She pulled out and pushed back in.

In and out.

Ka-ching. Ka-ching.

People enjoyed watching me get fucked, which made the arousal even more intense. My sissy hole started to adapt to the fucking. But she was going slowly. Then she grabbed my hips, pulled me back, and thrust deep. She worked herself into a rhythm. That rhythm could only be described as a hate-fucking. Hard. Fast. Furious.

As she fucked me, people watched and commented. It was humiliating, humiliating to be fucked by a stranger, with two hundred or more strangers watching my ass get violated. I wondered if this counted as sex and if I could say I was no longer a virgin.

Ma'am grabbed my cock and stroked it as she fucked my ass. She yanked it aggressively and laughed. "Your little sissy clitty is bigger than mine." She pulled it back until it brushed against her plastic cock as it ravished my ass.

As she pounded away, my ass lost the ache and the burning, and each stroke felt like heaven. Like really good. Like a hot, steamy shower after a long day at school. As she hammered my ass, a strange tickling in my cock began. Each time her cock hit my prostrate, that tickle increased.

Her movements were so intense my cock bounced back and forth, and precum dripped.

"Fuck, this feels good," I yelled.

Ma'am smacked my ass and said. "Sounds like our little sissy is going to have a sissygasm today."

She pulled out, held her cock in the opening to my ass, and said." Beg, sissy."

"Please don't stop. Please," I said.

I'm not sure what was more humiliating. That she made me beg, that she was forcing me into submission, taking my manhood, or that I was enjoying this. Every moment. Every inch.

Ka-ching.

"Make her cum."

 Ka-ching.

"Nail, that sissy."

 Ka-ching.

"Put her on her back."

 Ka-ching.

"Don't let her cum. She's here to please the cock."

 Ka-ching.

"Sissy isn't supposed to cum."

 Ka-ching.

She pushed her plastic cock deep into me and ground it inside my ass. The grinding was the best move so far. It massaged my insides, and I would never have believed I could cum without direct tension on my cock. But I came hard inside the panties. The orgasm was intense, my toes clenched, and every muscle spasmed. My ass involuntarily clenched around her cock.

She pulled out and turned me around so my ass was facing the laptop camera. I strained my head so that I could watch my ass gape. I was totally out of my control. Ma'am smacked my ass until it turned red.

She said. "You're such a slut."

"What a pathetic excuse for a man."

Ka-ching.

"That's a sissy if I have ever seen one."

Ka-ching.

The words coming from strangers humiliated me, but on the other hand, they excited me and committed me to be a girl. Take my desire to dress, learn about makeup and have more fun.

I stood, walked to the laptop, and checked the screen. I made a note of the site and my tips. I'd made four hundred and sixty-eight dollars for my performance.

I was meant to be a sissy cross-dresser porn star. I had a feeling this wouldn't be my only performance. But I'd look perfect for the next one, with makeup and all femme. 

The End
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