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Chapter One

Mistress Roxy

I lift the steaming cup of coffee to my lips and blow twice. I glance at Ella, my sissy cuckold husband standing in his morning outfit, head bowed submissively, hands clasped in front of his pink chastity cage. She swallows nervously, hoping it’s the perfect temperature. Perfect in every way.

I take a sip, swallow, and glance at the leather paddle, and the metallic studs shimmer under our kitchen’s lights. I call the paddle Miss Discipline. I require Ella to have Miss Discipline near her whenever we are home. Ella’s muscles tense, waiting for my approval. If the taste, the odor, and the temperature are not flawless, the paddle Miss Discipline will remind her that perfection is required.

I nod, motion with my hand, “You may finish my breakfast.”

Ella’s muscles relax. She spins on her six-inch stiletto heels and loses her balance. Recovers. She glances over her shoulder, knowing this infraction could and should require punishment. I let it pass for now. I like her to be in constant suspense when I’m home. “Well? Get busy. I’m hungry.”

I sip my coffee and watch Ella slice the red peppers she’ll need for my broccoli, mushroom, and red pepper omelet. I consider what I’ll be putting her sexy bubble butt sheathed in the black lace and bows of the frilly pink panties this weekend. My gaze travels down, as does another sip of my morning shot of caffeine.

“We’re playing this weekend. A road trip. I’ll send the details to you at five.”

Ella looks over her shoulder. “Oh, Mistress, thank you.”

Ella loves to play. I hope this will compensate for the last several months. Not that I have to make up for it. Hey, I’m in charge, and whether I have time for the scenes and playtime my sissy husband enjoys isn’t the point. I still expect my breakfast in the morning, the house cleaned, and her tongue to work the stress out of me after a sixteen-hour day.

I sip my coffee and snap a photo of her long, sexy, slender legs wrapped in sheer pink thigh-highs. I snap another of her ass and hips and relish how much a garter belt and its straps add a feminine touch. Her slender, feminine shoulders and pasty white skin make the pink bra pop.

“Turn around, slut.” She takes a deep breath, wondering if she violated one of my morning rituals. It’s almost impossible for her not to violate one of my protocols. I’ve already decided I won’t punish her this morning—I’m saving that ass for this weekend, and experience has taught me that suspense and worry of when I’m going to punish her are just as thrilling and arousing for Ella as the pain of Miss Discipline’s leather.

She spins and bows submissively. The crackle of the veggies popping on the frying pan breaks the silence. “Yes, Mistress.” Her tongue smacks, struggling to form words.

I glance down and take another picture. “These pictures are going to our bulls. I made the final cut to my movie and released it to the studio this week. And my next project doesn’t start for another six months. And this weekend, I have a surprise for you.”

“Bulls, Mistress? May I ask what you have planned?”

“You’re off this weekend, correct?” The only acceptable answer is yes. I understand how hard it is to run a five-star restaurant, and it’s even harder keeping me pleased, but that’s why I have a sissy cuckold to keep me pleased, and that’s why she has me—to please, serve, and obey. Two years ago, during our yearly renegotiations, we decided the weekends would be mine for the full-on sissy maid. Ernie, the manager/owner, agreed and hired an extra manager just so she could be Ella, my full-time sissy maid just for me—Ella’s so obedient. I almost hate punishing my sissy. Well… to be honest, not really. I love punishing her. It keeps my sadistic side under wraps.

“Yes, Mistress. Can you tell me what we’re doing? Is it bad schoolgirl roleplay?”

I let silence fill the air. I sip my coffee, watching the wheels spin in Ella’s mind. She fidgets with the hem of the frilly pink and black garter belt, wondering what wild and forbidden things I planned. I wait. Her hips sway. I wait. Then, what I’m waiting for occurs—a stain appears on the front of her panties.

“You’ll receive the details at five. You arranged to be off tonight?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You have ruined your panties, slut? When was the last time I allowed you to cum? I may let this naughtiness slide.” I demand she keep track of the days, hours, and minutes since her last orgasm, another subtle way to torture my slut.

She glances at her smartwatch, swipes once, and checks the timer. “Thirty days, eight hours, and twenty-nine minutes ago. Mistress, I don’t want to ruin your omelet. May I continue?” When she speaks, Ella’s tongue struggles with each vowel. An hour and a half of performing nonstop cunnilingus will do that to a tongue. But I got what I wanted: multiple orgasms.

I consider having Ella read to me for an hour. But I know she’s got a busy day at the restaurant. I’m a bitch, but I take care of my toy.

“Are you sure it’s okay to skip the dinner rush? Things will still work if you arrive later.” Fridays are Ernie’s busiest day. I do my best to think of my sissy as Ernie when I’m visualizing him in his vanilla life. I want to be sure leaving his duties as owner and manager before the dinner rush is okay, not for him but for his business. I don’t want to ruin the business he’s worked so hard to build. It depends on him, like I do. He serves us both. However, if he can’t leave early, he might be tired, and I want her to be in tip-top shape for the weekend I have planned. Like I said, I’m not a total bitch. Pretty close.

“Oh, and you may finish my breakfast,” I say.

He spins and cracks three eggs. As sissy Ella prepares my morning breakfast, I drift back to the day we met at his renowned five-star restaurant. It was during a business lunch with the producer of one of the films I directed. Ernie’s restaurant caters to the rich and famous. I remember watching him serve his customers, catering to their every need, and I knew then and there that I needed this man. And I knew he’d look sexy in women’s panties.

I can’t wait for the weekend. “I know we have had little time, well, no time for roleplay over the past months, slut.” I use slut to keep things balanced with my apology. When directing a movie, I work night and day, so I neglect her. However, ignoring me isn’t an option for her.

“Eggs are finished, Mistress.” She slides the omelet onto the plate, kneels, and holds the plate above her bowed head, presenting my morning breakfast to me. “Your meal is prepared, Mistress.”

I smile. How lucky I am. To have such a good service, sissy. And this weekend, I’m going to be enjoying the slut in her. Even though the aroma of the omelet is mouthwatering and perfectly made, I place my hand on the paddle, building suspense. “Your such a good sissy maid, Ella.” I let the suspense build. Let her stress that she didn’t prepare my morning breakfast to my satisfaction as I tap the paddle handle. I watch the wheels spin. She’s wondering if her ass will be burning with Mistress’s displeasure all day? “The omelet is to my satisfaction.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“You may serve me.”

Ella stands and places the plate on the table, making sure the omelet is on the right side aligned with my fork. Before I take my first bite, I grab her crotch, the tension under the silicone cage palpable, and squeeze. “When’s the last time I let you cum?”

She glances at the timer on her watch, “Thirty days, eight hours, and thirty-nine minutes ago.”

“Feed me.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I don’t let go of her balls, wanting her to fuck up. I glance at the paddle on the table. The glittering metallic spikes seem to beg me to let them rain down punishment as Ella cuts the omelet with the fork, and I squeeze harder on her balls. The plastic is cool in my palm, and her balls are warm, tender, and swollen. I smile, enjoying her contorted face—I so love torturing my sissy.

As the fork rises, her hand shakes as it journeys toward my mouth full of the yellow omelet. I hope she drops it. Dropping that tiny piece of egg would earn her the pleasure of Miss Discipline’s touch. I caress the leather handle like a lover, reminding her of the consequences. The fork inches toward my mouth. Sissy eyes flick toward it.

I’m not sure which hurts her more, the act of tanning her ass or the uncertainty. I open my mouth, and she slides the fork in, careful not to poke me. I chew. The fork returns to the plate. Again. And again, until my plate is empty.

“Do the dishes, and then you may dress for work.”

After finishing the dishes, sissy asks, “May I dress and go to work?”

I won’t refuse him; his restaurant needs him, and I know he has responsibilities. “Yes, you may. I think today, I want you plugged.”

He sighs with a hint of regret. I can’t have that, so I chose the Bluetooth-enabled one. I’m not sure which is worse, explaining what is buzzing or having it vibrate inside you when in public. My only regret is I can’t see his face. “Get the ‘Heartless Bitch’ out.” Like I said, I name all my toys.

“Yes, Mistress.” He opens the kitchen drawer where we keep our play toys he uses at work, pulls it out of the plastic bag, lubes it up, pulls down his panties, and away it goes. I open the app on my phone and test it out. I’m satisfied.

He asks, “May I dress for work?”

“Yes, you may.”

His suit hangs on a hook behind the garage door. He dresses, covering the panties, thigh-highs, garter belt, and bra. I stand, swipe a piece of lint off the lapel of his suit, and adjust his red tie. He looks masculine, sophisticated, and professional. He is ready, but there is one more ritual: he places a kitchen towel on the floor, kneels, and lavishes my feet with his lips. “Goodbye, Mistress. I love you.”

“I love you too.”


Chapter Two

Mistress Roxy

I waste no time and dive into finalizing my planning for this weekend’s roleplaying extravaganza. I’m excited for both of us. I will never admit it to my sissy, but I think I’m more excited for her. I so want to do something special for my sissy. I feel bad that we haven’t played in months. So, I want to pull this scene off more than usual. I love my job, but it requires a commitment beyond the nine-to-five grind, which doesn’t leave me with much time for the wild, taboo roleplaying we both love.

But when I’m off, I’m off and have nothing to do but torment, edge, and play with my living, breathing sex toy. I want to reward my sissy because being my sissy maid is challenging, demanding work when I’m on set. It’s even more complicated when I’m off set. But a lot more fun.

I crack my knuckles, sit behind my desk, turn on my computer, and wait. I’ve neglected him, shirking my duties as a Mistress; however, neglecting his duties isn’t an option. He still must serve me. But now, with the movie done, it’s time to make up for lost time and put together the scene of scenes.

I text one of the two bulls, Kevin, who is playing with us this weekend. “Ready?” I wanted three bulls, but I’m thankful I have two. Femdom in real life is not like a porn video or one of those outlandish erotica stories. They’re fun to read but not like real life. Things fall apart in real life, and getting one bull can be challenging. So, two is a blessing.

The computer boots as I wait for Kevin’s response. First, I double-check our reservations. I’ve rented a cabin in a remote part of the wilderness. There won’t be any interruptions or nosy neighbors. Kevin has all my instructions for finishing up the weekend preparations. I ordered all the toys and whatnot we’ll need for the scene and mailed them to him. As I wait for Kevin’s response, I email Jacob, my other bull.

I wait, feeling that pre-scene tingle. Let me tell you something: putting together a BDSM scene, especially the one I have planned is demanding. This one might have been harder than directing a major motion picture. I want it to be suitable for all involved, especially Ella.

Kevin responds, “I’m at the cabin. Getting set up now. What time?”

I text back, “Late tonight, but we don’t start till morning. So, let’s say at eight a.m., we get the festivities started. That’ll give our entertainment time to get a good night’s rest.”

Keven sends a laughing emoji and finishes it with, “She’ll need it.”

“Got our outfits?” I text.

Kevin was a cameraman and an extra on my movie set, and most importantly, he’s a Dom, into sissy men, panty boys, bondage, and forced feminization roleplay, so he jumped at the chance to play this weekend. “Yep, I got everything and am getting set up now.” The three little dots flicker as I wait for his message. “Damn, you’re one sadistic bitch.”

I don’t respond, but I nod in agreement.

A beat of worry overtakes me. I hate it when scenes don’t go well; so many things in this one can fall apart. I run through everything, reminding myself I’ve covered all the bases.

I feel pretty good, I’ve pulled it off, but I’m still slightly worried. I want it to be exhilarating for sissy, she so loves forced feminization scenes, and this one is going to make my last multi-million dollar action suspense production look like amateur night. Lots of action. Lots of suspense. I giggle as I realize Ella’s going to be one worn-out sissy when we’re done with her. Then again, depending on how Kevin and Jacob decide to let things play out, I might be, too.

Ella texts me at noon, “I can’t wait, Mistress. Can we start early? What are we doing for our roleplay? Is it a forced feminization scene?”

I smile. Over the last ten years we’ve been married, I realize that forced feminization is her favorite and mine, too. The other thing that became apparent to me was that she was as kinky as me. We are a perfect match. In this scene, we have discussed doing and always wanted to do, but I’ve never been able to pull it off. Roleplay is hard. This time, I’m confident things are going to come together. I left some improvisation for the guys. I know I’ll love it, and sissy will never forget it, and I’m sure right now he’s creaming his panties. Why not help him out?

I text Ernie. “Where are you?”

“Office.”

Shivers run up and down my spine as I grab my smartphone, pull up the app that controls the butt plug, and hit the slowest speed. “Video call.”

I see his face pop up on my screen. His face is flushed. He’s squirming in his chair. I lick my lips. I can’t believe I’m doing this. I can’t believe how everything fell into place. Maybe the Mistress Gods answered my sissy’s prayers. Prayers she made right before she pulled down the pink bedcovers in her pink sissy bedroom down the hall. I don’t let her sleep with me, though there is a direct feed from my bedroom to the 75-inch television on her bedroom wall. She can look at me anytime she wants when I’m there.

I increase the intensity. Ernie’s face blushes more. His head and eyes roll back. His hand reaches for his cock, realizes it’s caged, and returns to the desk.

“Five o’clock. I’ll text you with the details. Get back to work, slacker.” I leave it on, and I’m wet just thinking about him squirming in his chair, trying to figure out what I have planned.

My computer dings. It’s an email from Jacob: “Okay, I got everything we’ll need. Are you sure? I mean, you want us to decide?”

Our forced feminization roleplay involves two escaped thugs, and I play their female crime boss, who is a dominatrix. After breaking them out of jail, we stumble upon my husband’s cabin, who’s playing a prominent true crime reporter. Wow, what a storyline. He made nasty comments about us and…

That’s what Jacob’s asking. Do you want us to decide? That means I might end up being part of the party. “Yep. I want to be surprised.” I know what that might mean. I have a submissive side; it’s a teeny tiny part of me, but it‘s there.

I spend the rest of the day texting Kevin and Jacob as they prepare the cabin. When it’s five, my smartphone alarm chimes. I text Ernie, “Showtime.” I send Ernie the details, including the address and basic instructions.


Chapter Three

Sissy Ella

The vibrations drill into my sissy G-spot first. Not satisfied, the oscillating onslaught drives upwards, creating a chain reaction of pulsating pleasure and misery through my body. It is enjoyable because having my sissy G-spot stimulated is the most divine of acts for a sissy. It’s torment because there’s little I can do. I relax and let a sissygasm run its course. Not here. I have to fight back.

I picture Mistress, her smirk, getting enjoyment out of my humiliation; even twenty miles away, I feel her joy at the shame I’m about to endure. I bite my lower lip, kick off my shoes, and let my toes curl as the low humming fills the room. It’s hypnotic. An invisible hand and a voice knocks me back to reality, “You’re at work.”

The gentle hypnotic humming of the vibrator is no longer gentle but seems like a sky full of thunderclouds. It’s not that loud. But I feel like everyone in the kitchen outside my office can hear it. They are staring at me. Face flushed. Shoes off. Squirming like I’ve got a butt plug humming away inside me, and I do.

Oh shit. No! Slowly, I slip back into my shoes, pretending I’m studying the day’s numbers when I’m looking at my screensaver. I glance out the window, hoping my secret is still secret. Everyone’s cooking dinner, washing dishes, or talking. I’m safe.

Then, another surge of pleasure begins. This one is under my tender balls. “Oh, fuck. “

My body tensed, my back arched, my cheeks burned red hot, and I slipped down in my chair. My eyes are level with the edge of the table. Sliding down caused another unfortunate twist to my humiliation. The thin material of the thong I’m required to wear digs further into my ass and pushes the vibrator deeper.

How am I going to go back to work? I can’t take it, “Mistress, can we start early?”

Mistress answers. “Get back to work, you slacker.”

If I have to wait till five. How can I do that? I want to beg, please, Mistress, turn it off. But that only makes her more resilient to keep torturing me. I hope she turns it off. Maybe she’s teasing, letting me know it’s there, and reminding me she’s in control, which I love.

It remains on. I sit for half an hour, trying to garner the courage to enter the kitchen. God, I’m on the edge of an orgasm. What if I shoot my load? And everyone sees? I have work to do. I stand. My legs feel like jelly.

At the door, I turn the handle. The buzzing sounds like a drum beating, but I know it’s not that loud. I open the door. The pulses inside me seem so loud and intense that I fear they’re drowning out the bustle of the kitchen. And if anyone looks at me, they’ll know. Look at our boss, look at the take no prisoners boss, a plastic cock shoved up his ass, and he was too scared to remove it. But I know no one’s watching, and the kitchen noise drowns it out. I’ve been through this before.

I take another step, and everyone looks at me. Oh, shit, they know. But that doesn’t turn me off like it should. A damp, stickiness seeps from my caged cock. I glance down. Nothing shows through yet, but it’s coming. I close my suit jacket and head for the dining room, hoping Mistress turns it off.

About the time I walk into the dining room, It changes from a vibration to a thrust, and the part pressing against my balls joins the party. I grab the doorway and nearly fall over as I enter the dining room.

My head server, Joyce, says, “Are you okay, Ernie?”

“Yes. I think I’m coming….” I hesitate as I fight back a very embarrassing hands-free orgasm. “… down with something.”

Joyce grabs my arm and supports me to the office. “What’s that buzzing?” She says.

“Roxy. She’s calling me. We’re going away for the weekend.”

In the office, she helped me to the couch, saying, “Okay. Lay down. We got this.”

I lay down, enjoying the bliss of having my sissy G-spot massaged for half an hour, fantasizing about what our roleplay could be?

Then I get up and spend the rest of the afternoon staring at my computer screen, trying to make time to go faster. Hoping by sheer force of will I can make the email I’m waiting to appear. Time doesn’t speed up. It slows down. When the email appears, I nearly fall off my chair. I read it. Wasting no time, I race for the exit, practically running over two prominent producers.

“Hey, what the fuck.” They both yell.

I’m out the door, in my car, and have the address punched in my GPS before I realize I’m on the highway.


Chapter Four

Sissy Ella

Two hours later, I arrived. The cabin is remote, nestled among the towering pine trees. Thick curtains cover the windows. I laughed. No one’s going to be poking around way out here.

I rolled down my window and looked around, tapping my fingers on the steering wheel, wondering what Mistress’s devious and sadistic mind had planned for me. My head racked back and forth, left and right. Was this the right place? The cabin had no address, but the red bar on my GPS said—arrived.

I got out, smiling with anticipation because, in less than twelve hours, the quiet of the remote location was going to be shattered by my screams of pleasure, the smack of Mistress’s paddle, and the wails of the hurt-so-good pain I’d be enduring. My heart pounds with an overwhelming desire to get the ball rolling.

I roll back my shoulders and head for the door. Mistress supplied everything we’ll need, so I have no bag to bring. My feet crunch on the gravel as I approach the cabin, feeling like one of the characters in Mistress’s horror pictures she directs. There’s always that girl who gets slaughtered or slashed to pieces in the opening scene to introduce the fiend. An image pops into my mind: Mistress waits for me dressed as a clown, with a paddle in one hand and a giant dildo in the other. I laugh.

At the door, I grab the handle and pull. The door creaks open. I enter the world Mistress created just for me. I sigh. Mistress isn’t waiting for me in a ridiculous clown suit, so I’m safe.

I soak in the cabin. It’s a little less rustic than a cabin should be. The two rooms off to the side, I suspect, are bedrooms. The main room has a desk with a laptop on it. The living room doubles as a kitchen. According to the script I have, I’m a true crime author renting the cabin to finish my novel based on a serial killer.

At the laptop, I hit enter, and the screen pops to life with further instructions. There’s a timer in the lower right-hand corner counting down: 11:39:49…48….47… 46; I check my watch. It’s past eight, so I’ll have to wait twelve hours for the ball to start rolling, and I hope when it does, I can roll my tongue across Mistress’s wonderful pussy or a pair of low-hanging hairy balls. They don’t have to be hairy, but that adds to my humiliation.

Before I left work, Mistress told me where to go and to expect a rip-roaring time. That’s it. I slide the chair out and fall into it. It’s been a long day, and I read. The script fills me in more on what I’ll be enduring.

I take a deep breath and read:

“Sissy, No one knows you’re here. You found the cabin at the last minute under pressure from your editor. You are a hard-nosed crime reporter writing a true crime novel. You are a lady’s man. You have never had sex with a man. Are nowhere near gay.”

That’s a stretch. Precum leaks. My mind drifts into a fantasy. My knees bounce together as I read on:

“Everything we’ll need is in the second bedroom: bondage gear, sissy clothes, and it’s all stuff you are familiar with. So, no surprises there. I spared no expense in putting this roleplay scene together for you. You deserve it. You have been so good, so obedient…. Like I said, everything we need is in the bedroom dresser and the closet, like I said in the second bedroom. Seems the owner you rented from is into some pretty kinky stuff—just your luck.” There’s a smiley face and an emoji with a leather-clad Mistress spanking her sissy’s bottom.

I can’t wait, so I check out the bedroom. The first bedroom looks normal. But instead of a bed, there are three neatly made and ready cots. I assume this isn’t where I’ll be sleeping if I get to sleep much. So, I walk further down the hallway and enter, my eyes locked on the bed. Somebody has already been here. The four-poster bed has four pink leather straps with leather wrist and ankle collars. I recognize what’s on the nightstand: the pink sister to my good friend, Miss Discipline.

Bondage gear filled the closet: pink rope, a pink spreader bar, pink gags, cuffs with restraints, pink nipple clamps, pink collars, and a pink strap-on. It smells of mothballs and leather. Fuck. This is going to be the best weekend ever. I return to my script.

“Two men will join us. I included a picture of each of them.”

I look at Mistress’s choice of bulls. There are two pictures of naked white men. Both look like ex-cons covered in tattoos, muscular upper bodies with hard Daddy’s bellies. Mistress spared no expense, and these guys looked like escaped convicts. And their cocks, well, my locked sissy clitty, throbs with approval.

Below both pictures, Mistress left me a reminder, “At least try to act like you’re not enjoying having their cocks choke you.” Another smiley face follows, and an emoji. A girl on her knees is getting face fucked.

“We will ‘break in’ after eight in the morning. So get a good night’s sleep. More background for our roleplay: The men broke out of prison with my help. I’m a criminal crime lord, breaking her two best soldiers out of jail, and how lucky you are, sissy, I am a dominatrix. When we break in, put your acting hat on. Please don’t ruin the script too soon by acting like you want this. At least try to act like the last thing on your mind is for us to feminize you. My two soldiers have been in for ten years and have had no pussy like forever, so they can’t wait to get some trim. So they’ve been denied pussy for longer than your thirty days. As a dominatrix, I’ll offer them my expertise, and of course, I’ll get my taste of you for sure. They’ll get a taste of me as you watch. Or maybe we all have a wild romp or two together. The script allows for some freelancing. There’s plenty of food for you to cook. Outfits are in the dresser. Make sure, though, that you’re in guy clothes to start. Please try to act like sucking cock or being feminized isn’t a dream come true. You may unlock your cage and free yourself at eight in the morning; we’ll lock it back up. The key to your chastity cage is under the laptop. But don’t masturbate. I’ll know. Have sweet dreams. See you at eight or after.”

I shower. I try to sleep. I don’t.


Chapter Five

Sissy Ella

In the morning, I fetch the chastity key taped under the laptop, drop my pants, and free my suffering cock. Immediately, I miss the confinement, and instantly, I’m erect. I stare at the screen, straining to get into my role. I try to think of what a crime author would be writing. I pretend I’m writing. I’m pretty sure a monkey could write more intelligent words. My heart races, and wild ideas flood my mind as I wait for the festivities to begin.

Eight comes and goes. My sissy clitty is stiff and throbbing, and my heart flutters. My hand inches toward my zipper. I rub my cock, through my pants. No! I cannot disobey! Time passes, and before I know it, nine arrives.

Impatient and needing to get my mind off my arousal, I check out the sissy supplies, which might not have been the best way to divert my attention from my cravings. I start with the dresser and open the top drawer. Panties, stockings, lingerie, bras, and even breast inserts. I pick up two items on the top of the pile. A pair of sheer pink panties, a slit in the back for easy access, and a metal chastity cage with a realistic-looking vagina covering my sissy clitty.

What was supposed to have been a way to get my mind off my arousal has only created more tension as my erection seems to beg for relief. I can’t. I have my instructions. I glance at Miss Discipline’s pink twin sister—I must obey.

But you know the old saying curiosity killed the cat? I must be the cat because I can’t help myself, so I pull open the next drawer, filled with boxes of wigs: a blonde wig with pigtails, a pink one, and others. I close the drawer and open the third one, which is deeper than the other two. It’s filled with makeup. The next drawer has an assortment of high heels. In the bottom drawer is a pink maid’s outfit. I lift it and hold it up to my body. My hands shake as I feel the soft, frilly fabric. I bury my nose in it. Mistress has already gotten to it. It smells like cotton candy.

Precum oozes out. I look down at the wet spot on my pants. I race to the kitchen, wet a towel, and try to wipe it off. Now I have a big wet spot on my pants.

What’s taking Mistress and her bulls so long? I pace. Open the front door, step onto the porch, and look around. I’m the only one out here. What happens if something goes wrong? Was Mistress alright?

I go back inside, pace more, when I hear the rumble of a car. They’re here. Oh fuck. My heart hammers. God, this is exciting. I love roleplay. I roll back my shoulders and pace as I try to get into my role, “I’m a macho guy. I don’t enjoy sucking cock. I’m not looking forward to being feminized. I’m not looking forward to being forced into being a girl.” A warm flush runs through me. A cold flush smolders the burning arousal at such a blatant deception. Who am I kidding? I’m no macho stud, but at work, I am. I’m tough, no-nonsense.

Heavy footsteps approach the cabin.

“Act surprised.” I remind myself.

I hit random keys. My sissy clitty keeps reminding me how excited I am. I glance down at the tent pole in my pants. It is going to be hard to hide. I stand quickly and tuck it back. I glance down, “Sorry buddy, I know it’s been a while since you’ve seen the light of day, but Mistress comes first.”

The doorknob turns. My nipples swell, and it’s obvious. Such an unmanly thing. Is that why Mistress provided such a tight T-shirt? What would someone say when two men break in? Act surprised? But I’m a macho guy? Do I attack them?

The door slams against the wall. Kevin races inside in an orange jumpsuit. He’s sweating like he’s been running. Jacob follows, dressing the part in an orange jumpsuit. Right behind him, Mistress brings up the rear. Holy shit, she looks sexy wrapped neck to toe in a black PVC bodysuit.

My mouth drops open, I can’t speak. I’m not scared or pissed off like I should be. I’m excited and aroused. I recalled what Mistress had said and tried my best to slip into my role. I stand and say, “What the hell are you doing?”

Kevin pulls out a banana and points it at me. “Sit down.”

I laugh. The produce doesn’t even meet the standards of looking childish. Mistress glares at me. I suck it up and wipe the smile off my face. Hold my hands up, “Listen. Just go. I don’t have any money. I won’t tell anyone.” Improvising, I say, “I was a cop, and you don’t want to kill a cop.”

I glance at Mistress, wondering if I’m doing okay. Hell, I’m not an actor. With the excitement, I forget about keeping my cock tucked. It pops free, and my erection shows and shows unmistakably. I glance down. It’s not big, but there’s a tent pole. Mistress shakes her head and smirks. I can read her mind. “Was it too much to go at least a minute without showing how much you want to be forced into feminization.”

Kevin’s brow furrows. He smiles. He motions with his banana and tells Jacob, “Put him in the chair. Tie him up.”

It’s barely begun. Mistress, Kevin, and Jacob are staring at my erection and the large stain on my pants. Jacob says, grabbing my arm, “Spill a drink?”

How do I act scared when being tied up is a dream come true? Trying not to tell them to get to the fun stuff and strip me naked, put me in a dress, and fuck me till I beg you to stop, I mumble something.

As Jacob approaches, I wonder if I should act scared or macho. I opt for being terrified, “Please. I’ll get you money. I’m a writer, and I have lots of it. It’s just not here. Take my credit cards.”

Jacob’s mighty, hairy hand wraps around my biceps, and he guides me to one of the kitchen chairs. He pushes me down. I try to act like I don’t particularly appreciate being manhandled. But I give it away when my cock swells even more.

Mistress coughs. I glance at her, and her expression says, “At least try to play like you aren’t about to cum in your pants.”

I want to please her more than anything, so I slip into restaurant manager mode and pretend I’m talking to one of our chefs who just fucked up a meal for one of our most famous clients. “Fuck you. Give me an opening, and I will rip your heart out.”

I glance at Mistress. She nods with approval.

Kevin holds the banana, I mean ‘gun,’ on me as Jacob searches the cabin for rope, which he already knows is here. He returns with the pink rope. “I’m not sure what this guy is into, but everything’s pink here.”

Mistress plays her role, “Are you a sissy?”

“No! Hey, I rented this cabin at the last minute. All that stuff was here. I’m not into it. I’m not a sissy or anything. Listen, just go, and I won’t tell anyone. I can pay you.”

Jacob expertly ties my hands down to the arms of the chair using a single tie wrap. I’ve seen Mistress use it hundreds, if not thousands, of times. Mistress says, “Really? We got to hide out here for the weekend. If you’re a good boy, we’ll let you go.”

Just hearing good boy makes my cock twitch. Mistress smirks. Jacob has my hands tied down and is working on my ankles. Mistress opens the fridge and says, “He’s well stocked. Monday morning, we blow this place. So sit tight, guys, and relax.”

Kevin says, “Roxy, I’m glad we got food, but you promised.”

Jacob chimes in, “Yeah, you promised us some pussy, when we got out.”

Kevin adds, “Yeah. Pussy. I haven’t had some trim in….”

Jacob gazes at Mistress and smiles. It’s a lecherous grin. The smile only a man can pull off when he expects a woman’s obedience. “Ten years I did for you. Ten years. Hard time. I want my money and some pussy.”


Chapter Six

Mistress Roxy

I smile. This is the moment I’ve been waiting for. I glance at sissy. She’s all smiles, tied down to the chair in pink rope, and her sissy clitty shows how much she’s enjoying herself. Jacob did a good job securing her safely to the chair. He earned the bragging rights as an expert in bondage. I take a breath and align my thoughts. Sissy’s having way too much fun. I suppose that’s the point: it is time to slip into the scene even more.

“Hey, shit went wrong. What can I say? The cops busted the party girls I had planned for the weekend. Shit went wrong, but your out, like I promised.”

“You promised us some trim.” Kevin points his banana at me. “You’ll do.”

I force the laughter back. It is rather comical to have Kevin, who looks like a convict. His roles are always that of a badass, gangster, inmate, or other low-life. He gets those parts because he’s got that look, so having a guy that looks like Kevin, who I’m used to seeing holding a set gun, knife, or club on set that looks real, and he pulls it off, standing there holding a banana, well, I want to break out in laughter.

I wonder if I should go off-script. My eyes wander. Though Kevin’s dressed, I can see his rock-hard upper body and the rock-hard Daddy’s stomach. I can feel his cock in me, pounding away. But this damn PVC bodysuit is going to be hell to get off and put back on.

I decide to stick to the script for now. I nod. That’s fine, but I definitely could use a couple of bulls pounding me, but we have to get sissy into the whole thing. “Listen, I have an idea.” I glance at sissy, looking flushed and cute, waiting for his role to begin. “How about two gals?”

I smile. Sissy smiles. I furrow my brow, saying silently, you’re not supposed to be enjoying all this. Slip back into roleplay. Sissy hears my silent warning and starts fighting against the rope, shaking her head back and forth, “Let me go. I don’t know what you have planned. But listen, you all can go about your kinkfest….”

I act surprised. That was a good line.

Sissy continues, but momentarily, a look of pride fills her face at having pleased his Mistress. “Leave me out of it.”

Kevins says, “What do you mean two girls? You hiding a broad in the closet?”

Jacob nods. “She means turning this asshole…. They got them types in prison. Listen, cunt….” He’s referring to me. “You do a good job, or we take you.”

Honestly, I can’t wait. It takes all my self-control to stick to the script and not let them bend me over the table. I glance at sissy, pretending she hates being tied up. I can see the lust in her eyes; she’s wishing the same thing. Maybe hoping the script includes these two hard-core criminals bending me over the kitchen table inches from her. Letting her smell my sex, watching my arousal stream down my leg, waiting in anticipation for her chance to clean me out of two bulls cream.

Seeing I’ve drifted off, Jacob snaps his fingers and points toward sissy. “I read a couple of your books. Didn’t like the one you wrote about Kevin and me. You think you’re better than us, don’t you? You know what they do to guys like you in prison?”

Sissy fake struggles cease. His eyes shine with desire. A desire for us to get the ball rolling and strip him of the phony masculinity I’ve already emptied.

Sissy dives into the roleplay, “I’m telling you, I’m not letting you! No way you faggots are turning me into your bitch.” When bitch rolls off sissy’s tongue, his cock nods with approval.

Kevin says, “You think you’re a macho stud? Got all the ladies? This weekend, we make you our bitch. All your money isn’t shit.”

I add, “Let’s do it, guys. I’m not sure what the owner of this cabin’s into, but all the stuff is here. You know what he said about you two guys in his book after they convicted you?”

“Yeah, I remember.” Kevin leans into sissy’s face. “Maybe we show you what it’s like to get fucked up the ass. What did you say, asshole? That I deserve to get fucked up the ass for what I did? Well, this weekend, we will show you what it’s like, prison style.”

I can see sissy struggling to keep the act of how much she wants this. Her eyes roam Kevin’s body lustfully. Her gaze locks on his crotch, perhaps wishing she had X-ray vision. “Listen, guys…. I didn’t want to write that. I swear. My editor, the publisher, wanted more pizazz. They thought it would help me sell books. Come on, guys. You don’t want me? I’m a guy. Why don’t you fuck her.” Sissy nods toward me.

Kevins says, “Deals, a deal.” Kevin points the banana at me. “You promised us freedom for not testifying against you. Freedom is a hundred grand for each of us and some pussy. So far, you haven’t delivered.”

Jacob joins in, “One big cluster fuck of an operation. Maybe you were planning on double-crossing us, cunt. So, first, you’re going to get us some pussy.” Jacob points at sissy. “This asshole here better look good when you’re done. The only reason we’re not bending you over the table right now is I want to show this dickhead what prison bitches are like. You make him look good and have our hundred grand here by noon tomorrow, and we’re square. If not, we take our hundred grand out of your pussy.”

I’m damp. I’m speechless. The way Jacob’s playing his part has me half scared to death of him. I glance at sissy, and I can tell from the look in her eyes she’s hoping the script includes me failing. Nothing in her eyes tells me anything other than she wants to watch me get my pussy stretched.

What I want to say is, “Why wait? Bend me over right now. Plow into me with the fury only a man denied pussy for ten years can.” Instead, I say, “Bring him into the bedroom. All the stuff’s in there.”


Chapter Seven

Sissy Ella

As Kevin and Jacob lift my chair, their biceps flex. Kevin’s muscles are more evident than Jacob’s, as Kevin’s prison jumpsuit is tighter, and the sleeves are cut off and tattered. There’s a bit of a tattoo showing. It looks like the bottom half of a woman. She’s naked, or so it seems, and the woman in the tattoo has what looks like a spreader bar attached to her ankles.

Kevin catches me looking at his arm, smiles, and winks, stepping out of roleplay momentarily. I smile back and lower my eyes submissively, momentarily breaking my role as a macho stud, fearful of what’s on the horizon—being stripped of my manhood, prison style. I’ve never been to prison, so I’m not even sure what happens behind bars. I hope Kevin, Jacob, and Mistress can make it seem real.

Once we were in the bedroom, they dropped me gently to the floor, and I wondered what was in store for me next.

Mistress says, “Strip him.” She interlocks her hands and cracks her knuckles. “Then I’m going to show you guys how to turn a man into a girl.” She smiles, “Ass I heard is better than pussy, anyway. Tell me you haven’t had it in the last ten years.”

They both look away. Damn, they’re good actors.

Kevin slips into his role, points his banana at Mistress, and says, “Stripping him is your job.”

Jacob nods. “Here’s how things will go until I see my money and get some relief.” He grabs his crotch and tugs. I can tell he’s struggling to control his excitement. But does this scene end with me having to watch my Mistress get pounded, or does it end with my ass getting deflowered?

Kevin adds, “Yeah,” and points the banana at Mistress. He struggles to hold the image of a hard-nosed criminal that he has painted on his face.

Mistress chuckles, and then all three of them break out in laughter.

Jacob is the first to recover. In his I’m not taking any shit tone, he says, “I’ll untie his legs, you take his pants off, then I’ll do the same for his wrists.”

Holy fuck, I’m so fucking aroused at this point. My underwear has gone beyond damp. It’s soaked. It’s soaked, sticky, and uncomfortable down there. I’ll be glad to get my pants off. Then I realize how the hell am I going to play my part if I’m aroused beyond aroused? I mean, this is so fucking hot. The room spins, anticipating what’s coming as Jacob unties my wrists.

Mistress, hands on hips, stands in front of me. Damn, she looks so sexy. In that tight PVC bodysuit, her thick thighs and wide hips. My eyes travel to the V between her thighs, an area I know like the back of my hand. The tightness of the suit tells me she’s swollen. I wonder, though, whether she is thinking, I can’t wait to see the look on my sissy husband’s face as he gets pounded by two bulls, or is she aroused in anticipation of making me watch her get taken by two bulls.

As much as I want to have these guys take me, I hope the script includes her messing things up so these guys fuck her brains out. Pleased with herself, she says, “Take off the shirt.”

I want this more than anything, but I try to stick to the script. “What are you doing? There’s no way I’m taking it off. Do you know who I am? The mayor, the governor, and the fucking president have decorated me. I know prison wardens and….” Where the hell did that come from? “… and, if you touch me, touch me…” I do my best to intimidate these guys with a forceful, ‘manly’ tone. I pause and glance at Mistress. I can tell she’s pleasantly surprised. “I’ll make sure your time in prison is hell.”

Kevin points the banana at me, “For now, you’re our bitch or…” He points the banana at Mistress. “You are.”

With trembling hands, I strip off my t-shirt. Toss it. The air hits my hard, swollen nipples. I’m ashamed, so I fold my arms over my chest like a girl being exposed, adding more humiliation to the already heaping stack for making such a girly gesture.

Jacob says, “Arms back on the chair.”

Jacob has my arms secured and my legs untied in no time. Mistress unbuckles my pants, loosens the waist, grabs the bottom of my pants, and yanks them off. Then come my white briefs. When my cock pops free, it’s clear that all this arouses me, so I try to turn my body to hide it. Jacob has my legs tied, and here I am, naked, tied to the chair, wondering what comes next.

Whatever it is, I know it’ll be fun. Mistress hasn’t won two Academy Awards for her directing ability because she can’t create a scene. I’m lucky; my scenes are elaborate and fun beyond belief. I know whatever’s up her sleeves will be fun.


Chapter Eight

Mistress Roxy

Sissy’s knees bounce up and down. I don’t think he’s nervous. He’s not uneasy about what’s happening or even scared. What’s pumping through his body right now is energy. It’s excitement. Sexual energy floods his veins.

I grin wickedly and say, “Guys, we’re in luck because from what I’ve seen….” I lean forward, inches from Sissy’s face. My look says, play along, have fun. I know forced feminization roleplay is your most treasured fantasy. “Are you sure this stuff isn’t yours, Mr. Crime Reporter?”

Sissy’s face twists in disgust, “No! Listen, I told you! I’m behind on my book, and my editor demanded I finish it by Friday next week. She’s the one who suggested this cabin. I had no idea. I’m not into this crap. No way!”

Sissy squirms in his chair like he wants to get away. But his radiant face tells me he’s having the time of his life.

I say, “You will be after I’m done with you. Let’s see what this guy or gal is into.”

I know what’s in the drawers, but for effect, I rummage through each drawer, building the tension. I pull out a pair of panties. They’re pink, with black lace trim. I dangle them in front of Sissy’s face, poke my finger through the slit in the ass and wiggle my finger. “Easy access, I like it.”

Sissy, with a visible flush in her cheeks, leans in toward the panties. She can’t hide her arousal. That’s okay.

I toss them to Kevin. “Once we get Mr. Crime Reporter in them, you can bend him over, and it’ll be just like you’re fucking a girl.”

Kevin points his banana at me, and we both hold back a grin. “Better look good. Or we take you.”

I’m tempted to end it here. Let Kevin and Jacob fuck me. Sissy’s going to love that, but I decide to stick to the script. I glance at Sissy. She’s licking her trembling lips, and her sissy clitty’s throbbing, her cute little mushroom head pink and engorged with blood.

I look at her. Her eyes are bouncing between Jacob’s and Kevin’s crotch. It’s all too obvious what she wants. As I consider it, a little jealousy shoots through me. She wants these guys’ cock more than me. That’s not true, though. Sucking cock, and humiliation is only satisfying for her when I’m there to enjoy it too.

Diving back into my role, I dangle the cock cage in front sissy’s face. “Holy shit, maybe luck on our side. The guy that owns this joint is into some pretty deep shit.“

I toss it to Jacob.

Jacob catches it. He points at Sissy and smiles. “Seems things are looking up for us, Mr. Crime Reporter. I hate having a cock swinging back and forth when I’m tapping some femboy ass.” He smiles, “Doing you prison style, Mr. Crime Reporter, is going to be a treat.”

I get to the makeup drawer. “Everything is here I’ll need. Just keep that banana in check.” It’s hard not to laugh when Kevin points the banana at me. After gaining control, I say, “So, Mr. Crime Reporter. What was it you said about me?”

“Fuck you, cunt.” Sissy says.

I smile, pleased Sissy’s getting into all this.

I step forward and grab Sissy’s chin tenderly. I stare into her eyes. There’s no fear in her eyes, only fun. I’m glad. But then she slips into her role. She twists her head out of the grip of my hand. “Fuck you cunt, I’m not bending over for anyone. No way.”

“Fuck you cunt? No… I think you’re mistaken, Mr. Crime Reporter. These guys are going to be fucking your sissy cunt. They’re going to be loving it so much….” I grab her chin again, turn her head left and right, and glance at Jacob and Kevin. “He’s got potential. Let me work my magic.”

“You got one hour. If Mr. Crime Reporter doesn’t look like a woman in an hour, we go to work on your pussy, understand. I mean, fine. A fine piece of ass.”

Before I get things set up, Jacob checks out the closet. He knows damn well knows what’s there. Jacob put it all there. But Jacob acts surprised when he pulls out a pink dildo, and it’s a biggie. Jacob shakes it, and the silicone cock wobbles.

Kevin grabs the dildo and puts it on Sissy’s lips while I lay the makeup, brushes, and sponges like a surgeon getting ready for surgery. “After this cunt that screwed us gets you looking like…” Kevin pauses. Thinking. He teases the tip of the plastic cock on Sissy’s lips. “Open.”

Sissy wants to swallow it more than anything. I can see it in her eyes. Playing her role, she turns her head away. Kevin looks at me, “I want her to look like a schoolgirl.” He grabs the blonde wig with two braided ponytails we agreed upon. “Yeah, make her into a pretty little schoolgirl.”

Sissy bounces in her chair. It rattles and bounces. “No. No way!” She says she does not desire to be feminized to look like a schoolgirl. She’s doing a good job acting because being feminized into a schoolgirl is one of her favorite fantasies right up there with being a sissy maid. That comes next.

Kevin put the dildo on her lips again. Sissy struggles. It’s a convincing act. Kevin leaves, shaking the dildo as he walks out the door. “Soon, you’ll ride this like a girl, Mr. Crime Reporter.”

Then I turn Sissy into a pretty schoolgirl. She does a decent job of pretending this is the worst nightmare of her life. She looks scared for about ten seconds before the sexual need overtakes her. Sissy’s eyes flutter in unbridled ecstasy as I start the feminization process. With each stroke of my brush, minutes ticked by, but slowly, Sissy took on her new persona. With Kevin and Jacob in the other room, I let her relax. Enjoy the process. Enjoy being feminized. I know she loves it, especially when I do her makeup.

Forty-nine minutes later, Sissy looked tempting yet innocent. Maybe even pure—I can tell you she’s nowhere near pure. I painted her eyes in shades of pink and purple. She’s got sexy eyes, so I only needed a thin layer of mascara. The thin layer of blush I dusted on her cheeks gives my girl a rosy, youthful glow.

I whisper in her ears, “Are you enjoying yourself? The fun has only begun.”

She nods. “I’m having the time of my life. Thank you, Mistress.”

“Stand,” I demand.

Sissy stands, hands cupping her cock as I put the blonde wig with pigtails on her head. I pull out the schoolgirl outfit Kevin picked out. Laid it neatly on the bed and called for Kevin and Jacob. They entered, and both their jaws dropped when they saw the transformation.

“Holy fuck.” Jacob says.

“Sweet,” Kevin says. “Got to do something about that cock.”


Chapter Nine

Sissy Ella

Kevin’s tossing the dildo from hand to hand, staring at me. The tightness in my cock is almost unbearable. Even the slight breeze from the overhead fan causes a tingling sensation that runs through my body.

I wonder if Mistress will allow me to have an orgasm? Honestly, I don’t care. It’s been weeks, but it’s not the same if she’s unhappy. I know she did this for me, but I hope she has a good time. I don’t want to spoil her fun by mucking things up and not playing my role right.

Perhaps sensing my question, she whispers, “If you play your role well, I’ll let you cum. Maybe…. That’s a big, maybe. But for now, we lock it back up. Have a sissygasm, though.”

She knows damn well how hard it is for me to achieve one of those. So my best bet is to pretend to loathe being feminized, humiliated, and….

I want to cum, sure. But pleasuring these men and Mistress is more necessary. It’s my duty as her sissy. More than my duty, it is my purpose in life, and I want no other. If I’ve played my part right, everyone will leave with memories of the best-damned orgasms they’ve ever had in their life. That gives me pleasure. Better than an orgasm.

I glance at Kevin, trying not to imagine each thrust of his cock grinding into me. How the fleshy sounds of his hips smacking my ass would sound so good. How the hell was I going to pretend I didn’t like it?

I glance at Jacob—his eyes are filled with a primal aggressiveness I love. A raw, wild need passes between us.

Pretending I hate being feminized and humiliated, fucked, used like a sex toy, and emasculated is going to be tough. Hell, my most cherished fantasies revolve around me being humiliated, feminized, and emasculated. There is no doubt in my mind I’m going to have to fight from showing my pleasure and hide the overwhelming amount of arousal that’s going to be surging through my veins.

I love wearing women’s clothes. It’s the joy of my life. I love being Mistress’s toy, her sissy, but there’s something about feminization roleplay, pretending that I’m being forced into it, that adds a zing to the sex. It spices things up. It’s like hot sauce. There’s a mild hot sauce—wearing panties at work, maybe a bra or pantyhose under my guy’s clothes. It’s fun. Crossdressing is the next level of hot. Forced feminization roleplay is sizzling. It’s the prima donna of spice, sizzling hot.

I stand still under the threat of the banana as Mistress gets me back into a pink cage. When I’m back in confinement, I glance down. Damned, it turned what was once a cock into what looks reasonably like a teeny pink pussy. What will the Chinese think of next?

The pretty sissy panties come next, then the black and red plaid skirt, which is so short it doesn’t cover my ass. It’s a fantastic sensation having my ass exposed. Then comes the schoolgirl white blouse. The white ankle socks with frilly tops and the patent leather Mary Jane’s. I bitch, moan, and mumble through the entire process, but I love every step. Again, the added thrill of pretending they’re forcing me makes everything spicier.

“Dance for us, Mr. Crime Reporter.”

“Fuck you! I don’t know how to dance. Just let me go, and I’ll pay you whatever you want.”

I glance at the mirror to my right. Damn, I look desirable. Jacob’s licking his lips. Kevin got a snake running down his thigh. It’s thick and long. No way Kevin’s wearing underwear.

“Dance!” Kevin points the banana at me.

I dance.

“Twirl around,” Jacob commands.

I twirl, making sure my skirt raises, giving both guys a taste of my ass. I dance, twirl, and spin, getting more sensual as time passes.

“I think Mr. Crime Reporter enjoys being a girl,” Mistress says.

Kevin licks the dildo and sticks it on the floor.

Doing my best to act like this is the worst thing that could ever happen to me. “No. No way! I’m not riding that! Fuck you! Wearing girl’s clothes is one thing, but that… No way.”

Kevin says, “Oh yeah, you’ll do it, Mr. Crime Reporter and more. Much more.”

Kevin grabs his crotch, lifts it, and laughs.

I’m not sure how much fake resistance to put up. I don’t want to put up any. I stare at the dildo. Pink. Long. Thick. Calling to me. I so want to ride it. Bounce on it while these two bulls watch me. I hope they mock me, humiliate me for being such a sissy.

I imagine myself squatting over it, slowly lowering my hips, and it happens, my cock tries, trying to do what comes naturally—have an erection. Pressure builds as flesh presses against plastic. It searches for room, but none is found, which causes a it hurts so good pain. It’s humiliating, the constant reminder that I’m worthless as a man, and control of my cock, the part of me that makes me a man, has been removed. Yet, it’s exciting because I love being humiliated. I can feel the pressure all the way up in my stomach.

“Do it. Quit wasting time.”

I glance at it. “There’s no lube.” I’m not sure if that’s in character or not. Before I know it, the smooth, cool surface of the dildo is on my lips, and Mistress is prompting me to open up. I obey. Forgetting about the roleplay and swallowing three inches of the pink cock.

“Damn,” Jacob says.

Kevin says, “I want that mouth wrapped around my cock. You’re going to love how it feels to have my cock in your mouth, Mr. Crime Reporter.”

It’s halfway in my mouth, and my saliva coats the dildo. I leak a healthy dose of precum because I so love sucking a cock. Mistress slides her hand in my panties, gathers up the slick precum, and coats the dildo with it.

Jacob says, “Holy shit look at that. I knew this asshole was a dirty cumwhore.”

Mistress’s face fucks me with the pink dildo until it’s sufficiently slippery, then it goes back on the floor.

“Ride it,” Jacobs says.

I straddle it. Line it up with my hole, feeling the fleshy plastic press against my tight hole. I cringe as I lower my hips. I try to maintain a facade of resistance—like I don’t want it buried inside me. But it’s hard to act like having something in my sissy hole isn’t the best thing in the world. I want to yell at the top of my lungs: “Bend me over and fuck me till I cry.”

My ass loosens, and I let loose, putting on the show of shows. All efforts to act like this isn’t what I wanted have slipped away. I ride it. All pretense of reluctance has slipped away.

“Look at the slut ride it,” Jacob says.

That encourages me more. So I ride the dildo, and oh, fuck does it feel good, even better, when Kevin and Jacob strip. I know what’s coming. I want what’s coming, then Mistress coughs, reminding me I’m not supposed to like it.

“Oh fuck, this hurts. I’m not taking any cock in my ass. No way. No, how.”

“Oh yeah, you are Mr. Crime Reporter. Be good, and we’ll take it easy on you.”

“No way,” I say. But there’s nothing more I want.

“Your asshole is ours, slut. Now get over here.” Kevin points to his feet. “Crawl.”

With a pop, the dildo pops out, and I crawl over to Kevin. My exposed ass sends shivers up my spine. I kneel in front of Kevin, his cock ready for my mouth. He looks down at me. “What kind of man lets someone dress him up as a girl?”

I can feel the pressure in my groin up into my stomach.

Kevin says, “Tell me how bad you want it.”

I glance at Mistress. Silently, I ask, do I fight back or give in? She smiles. “I want to choke on your cock, sir. Please fill me with your cum.”


Chapter Ten

Mistress Roxy

One thing I didn’t tell Sissy Ella was that after we had her tied up to the chair, the rest was in the hands of Kevin and Jacob. Sure, I gave them their boundaries, but after that… All is fair in love and sissy games.

So as I watched the roleplay scene play out, I was as shocked as sissy. Kevin and Jacob were good picks for the Bulls, and I could tell they weren’t amateur Doms. They loved playing with sissies.

I let things play out, sticking to my script or what I thought was my script until I had an idea or perhaps wanted to change how things were going or how I thought things should go.

I watch. I hate watching. I like action. I like to be in the midst of things. That’s who I am. I can feel that tingle between my thighs, not because I’m excited at watching Sissy get her face fucked—I’m not a voyeur. I’m kind of jealous.

Jacob is standing behind Sissy, his hands holding her head as Kevin slams his cock into her. Jacobs’s cock, all nine inches of his gorgeous, thick meat, scrunched up into Sissy Ella’s back. As I watch Kevin’s lovely thick flesh drive into Sissy’s mouth, the dampness between my thighs grows.

Kevin winds his hips up as Jacob holds Sissy’s head. Then he drives his hips forward, and his hard flesh disappears. “You like that, Mr. Crime Reporter?”

Sissy struggles, her eyes pop open. They water. The face fucking Sissy Ella’s taking destroyed all the work I put into her face; the mascara was running, the foundation around her lips dissolved, and her lipstick smudging Kevin’s cock.

I take a step forward, unsure of what to say. I wanted to join the action, but Kevin chose another path. Why did he leave me out? I got the strapons for a purpose. I hate not being in control. Was he teasing me? What do I say? Stick with the roleplay…. I want to join in. I agreed to let my bulls run the show. Damn it!

Kevin pulls back. Back in. Sissy trembles with what I know is a mixture of pleasure and humiliation. Really for my sissy cuckold, pleasure and humiliation are the same thing. Sissy gasps and moans, taking in deep breaths like the good cock whore she is.

Kevin stops thrusting and lets his cock pop free. I can’t take my eyes off it. It’s a sight to behold—thick, long and powerful. His thick mushroom head is flushed red, glistening with precum, spit, foundation, lipstick, and mascara.

Kevin and Jacob switch. What are they doing? Why haven’t they asked me to join in?

Jacob stands above Sissy, hands on hips. “You want my cum cuck whore?”

Sissy is panting. She looks up. Glances at me. I want in on this! I cross my arms under my chest as a flash of anger grips me. And my little slut smiles. It fills her face. She’s amused, enjoying my mental anguish at being left out.

Jacob and I exchange a knowing look. His eyes have a twinkle in them of mischief. The fucker’s enjoying this too.

I can’t take my eyes off Jacob’s cock as he slaps sissy face. “You going to be a good whore and suck Daddy’s cock?”

Sissy glances at me and smirks, knowing I hate this. Being left out. Not in charge, fuck Sissy. I remind myself I did this for her, to make up for lost time. With our eyes locked, Sissy grabs Jacob’s cock, strokes it, and, not breaking eye contact with me, says, “I want to serve you, Daddy.” Then she swallows it.

I take a step forward. “Okay….”

Kevin points his banana at me and says, “Stay back. When we need your help, I’ll ask you.” He winks and has that same amused grin on his face.

Why aren’t they letting me join in?

“Fuck you!” I say.

There’s no reaction.

Jacob’s head rolls back as Sissy pleases him.

“You like Daddy’s cock?”

Sissy stops momentarily, glances at the banana pressing into the side of her head and says, “Yes, Daddy.”

Jacob winks at me.

Damn him.

Come on, guys, let me in on the fun. I’ve devised a plan, and it’s sticking with my roleplay. “Both of you will swim with the fishes when we return. No one points…” I glance at Kevin, the banana pressing into the side of Sissy’s head. I laugh and shake my head. “No one points a banana at me.”

Jacob laughs. Sissy’s chuckle is muffled because she’s got a slab of flesh buried in her throat.

Kevin turns the banana on me. “Strip and get on the bed.”

I stick with the roleplay even though this wasn’t in the script. Jacob stops. All eyes are on me as I strip. Once naked, I stand. Bouncing from leg to leg. Okay, this is not what I planned, but I agreed to let them have control.

Kevin says to Sissy, “Go get the spreader bar.”

Sissy all too eagerly heads for the closet. Now we’re talking. I imagine myself with my strap-on wrapped around my hips as we take turns, my little sissy girl looking so sexy in her schoolgirl outfit.

Sissy got it balanced in her hands. Kevin points at my ankles, “Put it on the cunt.”

My eyes pop open. Kevin asked me how I felt about it during our negotiations, and I didn’t rule it out…. so it was fair game.

“Over there, slut, by the bed.”

Did he just call me a slut? I walk over to the bed, and my pussy, I have to admit, is drenched. I don’t like not being in charge, but every once in a while, letting go and letting that sliver of submissiveness inside me free is just what the doctor ordered.

I‘m standing over the edge of the bed, my legs in a spreader bar. Kevin positions Sissy, so she’s facing my pussy. Then he smacks my ass. Half playing my character, but halfway I’m being honest, I say, “Who do you think you are?”

Kevin says, pressing the banana in my head, “We’re the guys that are going to fuck you!”

I think, God, this is great!


Chapter Eleven

Sissy Ella

I can’t wait. I’ve never in my life seen Mistress’s pussy so swollen, so engorged with arousal. I dive in. Mistress’s legs tremble. The smell of her intoxicates me as I watch Kevin line his cock up to her hole. Kevin plunges in quickly. Watching Kevin’s much, much bigger cock than my little worthless sissy clitty plunge into Mistress pleases me to no end.

I slide lower so that each time Kevin drives his cock into Mistress, my tongue glides over his length. His cock’s saturated with Mistress’s arousal. Kevins pulls out. Plunges in again and again. I move from teasing Kevin’s flesh back to Mistress’s engorged clit.

Back to Kevin, as a warm and luscious humiliation fills me, knowing Kevin can do what I can never do to my wife. I return to Mistress. Her swollen clit feels good on my tongue, and with the combination of my expertise and Kevin’s girth, she’s already close. The heat between her thighs could bake cookies.

She put this scene together for me, but I wanted nothing more than for her to squirt all over my face. I don’t care about my pleasure. I grip the backs of her thighs, pulling her in, as Kevin grips Mistress’s hips and pulls her back. We sort of have a tug-of-war with her hips until it happens.

Mistress thrashed against my tongue, and her muscles tightened around Kevin’s pulsating cock. Mistress came on my tongue, and seconds later, Kevin spurted his seed into Mistress. I do my duty and clean her up.

Mistress relaxed, but she wasn’t done. Jacob steps up to the plate and wastes no time driving into her loose, slippery pussy. Drowning in an explosion of pussy juice and male seed, I returned to my duty. Moisture dripped between Mistress’s thighs. Jacob’s cock forced what was left of Kevin’s creamy seed into my mouth, creating a taste explosion of a sexual intensity that was driving me insane.

My tongue circled Mistress’s drenched bud, teasing her to another glorious finish. I sensed Jacob’s balls tighten. After three flicks of my tongue, he came with a rush of hot cream. I lapped it up. Mistress’s toes curled, and her back arched. I could feel the pleasure ripple through her.

Finally, maybe an hour later, they were done. And I licked the cum off my lips and swiped my hand across my cheeks to clean what had splattered on them. Mistress rose to, a little wobbly on her legs, perhaps even a little bow-legged. I enjoyed seeing her that way; Kevin and Jacob had… well, let’s say, pounded the shit out of her pussy.

I glanced at Kevin, wondering if I should continue the roleplay. We had the rest of the weekend; hell, I wanted more. I wanted to watch Mistress get fucked more. I wanted to get fucked, by these two guys; hell, I wanted to slip into the little pink maid’s outfit and make them dinner, lunch, and… Get fucked. Suck some more cock, but….

Mistress smiled. “That was…. fucking great.”

Kevin picked up the banana, so maybe we would have more roleplay. Then he peeled the banana, broke off a piece, and tossed the broken piece to Jacob. They ate the banana.

Mistress wobbled to the dresser and pulled out the pink sissy maid uniform. Held it up and, with a smile, said, “Put it on, and how about some dinner?” I loved the way her face glowed after an orgasm. Hell, after five orgasms, if my counts are accurate, she was beaming.

Kevin said, “But keep the schoolgirl outfit handy. We might like to see you in that again.”

THE END
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