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Chapter  One




Dr. Jon Babbage

I look up at the FBI headquarters, a towering pillar of justice. I glance left, then right, checking to see if anyone has followed me. As far as I can see, nothing is out of the ordinary. But I’m a research scientist. What the heck do I know about espionage?

The street looks like a city street: parked cars and people mingling and walking about. I see nothing out of the ordinary.

I check again just to be sure. Agent Sanchez was abundantly clear: if your employer figures out you‘re the whistleblower, Dr. Babbage, they will stop at nothing to shame, embarrass, or blackmail you. They’ll ruin you rather than let you testify, so be careful.

I scan the busy street one more time, looking closer. The only thing that catches my eye is the tall, mysterious woman leaning against a light pole. Now, she catches my eye. I think it’s attraction, more than worry. Even from here, I sense the confidence oozing from her toned body, and her oversized aviator glasses and the black thigh boots with spiked stiletto heels she’s wearing over the black super-tight spandex add to her aura of dominance—I love that in a woman.

I slip into a familiar fantasy, with Mistress Aviator Glasses at the center of it. I’m summoned to the top floor of my corporate headquarters, where all the bigwigs consort. I walk into the CEO’s office, and instead of the CEO, it is Mistress Aviator Glasses standing behind a desk, dressed head to toe in shiny black PVC. The black aviator glasses cover her face, creating a mysterious air to her overpowering dominance. Her long black hair is slicked back tight against her head, black gloves pulled tight against her toned biceps, and she’s smacking a pink paddle. The thumb drive I’ve been using to steal corporate secrets sits on the table next to a collection of panties, bras, thigh highs, and a pink chastity cage.

“You’ve been a bad boy.” She says.

She smacks her hand with the studded leather pink paddle. “Naughty, naughty boy.” The smack echoes through the room as I wonder what it’ll sound like on my naughty ass. She snaps her finger, and I’m naked. “From now on, as your punishment for being a naughty girl, you will serve my every need.”

I shake my head, wrenching myself from the dream. “No! Amelia is the only woman I serve.”

Two women, dressed like attorneys, talking next to me, shuffled away like I had leprosy, mumbling. I check my watch; it’s 1:55. In roughly thirty minutes, I’ll hand over the last thumb drive of files, and then all that’s left is my testimony.

There’s still time to back out. I ponder that thought for a few minutes. If James Newsome, the CEO, one ruthless son of a bitch figures out what I have been stealing company secrets, no matter how illegal and immoral they are, I’ll be unemployed by the end of the day. And, no matter how noble my motivation, I’ll never work as a research scientist again.

I glance at the woman across the street. Is she following me? Watching? And if he uncovers my secret life, I’m doomed. If Agent Amelia Sanchez’s warnings are correct, they’ll stop at nothing to find a weakness, something to embarrass me publically and sway me from testifying. Could I testify with everyone knowing? How long do I have to control kinky urges? A few more weeks? Months? Years? Holy shit, trials can take forever.


Chapter Two




Mistress Aviator Glasses

People I could give a shit about enter and leave the FBI building. I’m here for one man, Dr. Jon Babagge. I never asked the shifty CEO, James Newsome, who hired me what or why someone was turning over data to the government. Or what the government wanted with the secret information. I didn’t care. They wanted me to find out who the whistleblower was and, second, to find something to hang over his or her head. “…ruin the back-stabbing bastard.” Those were his exact words.

What I cared about was how much they were willing to pay. “I don’t come cheap,” I said.

With the finances taken care of, I dove in. It was easy to figure out that Dr. Jon Babage was the whistleblower. A plain white envelope stuffed with hundred-dollar bills and a midnight rendezvous was all it took. My informant, a feeble man with a nasty gambling addiction, happened to be a clerk at the FBI headquarters and, for a sum of cash that would probably be gone by the end of the day, gave me a name: Dr. Jon Babbage.

The next part of my job, finding something to hang over the good doc’s head and destroy him as a witness, was more problematic. I’ve never witnessed a more straight-laced, boring guy in all my years. The guy’s a saint, maybe more of the stereotypical scientist. Though I’ve often thought he’d look good in a pretty sissy outfit.

As I wait for Dr. Babbage to arrive, my favorite podcast, Mistress Ginger’s Domme Chronicles, plays. Mistress Ginger says in her sultry voice, “So you want to dive into forced feminization?”

I pull my black baseball cap down so that, combined with my oversized aviator, it makes it impossible to identify me. The podcast goes on. I check my watch. Babagge has a two-thirty appointment with Agent Amelia Sanchez, a real ballbuster—my kind of woman. Where the hell is he? Did he have second thoughts?

“Create a Ritual. Don’t just put him in panties. Remember, most of these guys want nothing more than to wear panties. They need you to help them overcome their social programming and let that taboo craving out. Use that sadistic mind of yours and come up with something more twisted. Draw it out. In lipstick or bright red marker, write something degrading or humiliating on his stomach—scribble slut on his belly before you let him put panties on. It’s simple, gets to the point, and lets him know his place in your world. After all, that’s what he is and will be for you, your slut.”

Mistress Ginger continues, “Another of my go-to mind fucks is to write sissy on his left ass cheek and hole on the other, finish it off by writing fuck my on his lower back. Sort of a mood enhancer. Ladies, being a good Mistress involves more than just handing your potential sissy panties. Degrading him and humiliating him are essential components of humiliation. Don’t worry about being too mean or nasty. These guys appreciate you for your sadistic mind. So humiliate him. Degrade him. Stick the heel of your stilettos into his balls and grind away. Then, after he has proven his loyalty and begs… This part is important. He must beg for your discipline, and only then, hand in the panties.”

Dr. Babbage arrives. I watch him. He stands there staring up at the building. What’s he waiting on? He looks nervous. He should be. He’s stealing corporate secrets and breaking his iron-clad non-disclosure agreement. That’s enough to destroy him professionally, but they want more. Something to seal the deal. Twist the knife they already have in his back. Break him. That’s my job.

But after three weeks of following him, I have nothing to hang over his head. I’m not sure why they don’t just fire the guy, and I’m not sure I care. I’m getting paid an arm and a leg to do this, so there’s no problem.

Babbage glances at me. He stares and licks lips that might look better on a girl than a brainiac. I shake my head, “Not your type of gal, guy.” Then I wonder, who knows? Maybe he’s got panties on underneath his clothes.

Mistress Ginger continues, “Draw out the process, ladies. As he slips into his panties, make him recite something. A ritual. Mistress, I need to be pretty. Mistress, I need to be sexy, Mistress. I will be obedient to you, Mistress; I will suck cock for you, Mistress; I will devote myself to pleasing you, Mistress; I am no longer a man, but your sissy slut, and….”


Chapter Three




Dr. Jon Babbage

I return my attention to the building. It stands tall and proud—nothing like me. I’m short for a man, only five-eight. It’s powerful and masculine, and I’m delicate, fem-boyish. I’m proud I’m helping FBI Special Agent Amelia Sanchez bring down my corrupt employer—why wouldn’t I be? But I’m not proud of my motivation or the secret identity I hide from the world. I want to save lives, and stopping my employers will save lives, but that’s not my motivation for deciding to be a whistleblower.

I’m selling out my employer not to save lives, which it will, or bring down a corrupt pack of greedy, self-serving executives, and it might. Nope. I’m doing it because Agent Sanchez is the woman of my dreams. When she approached me about what my research was doing, I scarcely heard a word she said. I wanted to fall to my knees, kiss her feet, and beg for her discipline.

I look up and try to find Amelia’s office. I’ve never been there, but I know where it is. People push past me, mumble. I wonder if their chattering involves the panties I’m wearing. How could they know? I swipe non-existent lint from the front of my slacks, confirming my sissy panties don’t show.

I have second thoughts as the thumb drive burns a hole in my pocket. I agonize about the consequences of stealing what my employer would consider corporate secrets. The nondisclosure agreement I signed was crystal clear. What would these greedy bastards who sell products they know cause cancer do to me? What would my friends, colleagues, and family think of me if my employer exposed my secret life as Bambi? I’ve been careful, though. Very careful. I’m sure no one knows.

I’d do more than steal secret documents for Agent Sanchez; I’d suffer any indignity for her and enjoy it. I’d do anything if Agent Sanchez wanted me to. Anything. But what I have in mind is more of a sexual nature.

I haven’t told her about my secret life. Deep down, I want Amelia, Agent Sanchez, to find out. But how? How do I let her catch me? How do I tell her? I wonder, what’s wrong with me? I have one of the highest IQs in the country, I do critical research, and I want to throw it all away to become a submissive sissy slut for Agent Sanchez.

Maybe I should tell Agent Sanchez about my secret life, my taboo hunger for a dominant woman. Tell her she’s more to me than my contact in the FBI. Agent Sanchez is perfect for me. That is, if she’s into feminizing men. If I ever find a Mistress, Agent Sanchez would be at the top of my list of women I want to serve. I glance back at the woman in the oversized aviator glasses.

I put my hand in my pocket and play with the thumb drive. I’ll still have to testify in court once they have the evidence and have obtained an indictment. Do I want that? What if my employers uncover my secret fetish?

I whisper, “Mistress, command me.”

A woman brushes past me, “Pervert.”

I yank my hand out of my pocket. It probably looks like I’m playing pocket pool.

Agent Sanchez warned me the greedy bastards running the company would scour every part of my life to find something to hang over my head. “They’ll ruin you, Jon, so if you’re hiding anything, now is the time to tell me. Your testimony will be necessary, and if they find anything they can use to destroy your credibility as a witness or ruin your life before we go to trial, they will. Trust me. They’ll do it.”

I never say it, but it’s always on my mind. “When the trial begins, and I have to take the witness stand, will you force me to wear panties?” The thought of being in the courtroom wearing a sexy pink bra, panties, and thigh highs turns me on, especially if Agent Sanchez has demanded it.

When the hard-nosed defense attorney brings up my kinky life in court, I say, “Yes, I do it for my Mistress, Agent Amelia Sanchez.” It’s humiliating.

The defense attorney demands, “Why don’t you strip right here for us and show the world.”

The courtroom is packed; there are whispers, people laugh, and the judge bangs his gavel. No, I change my fantasies trajectory, and Mistress Aviator’s Glasses sits on the bench and smacks her pink studded paddle on her bench. “I’d like to see that. Strip!”

I strip. Standing in my panties, bra, and thigh highs before a crowd with slut written on my stomach. The trial proceeds, but with me in my favorite sissy outfit, and the greedy CEOs are somehow put behind bars.

After the trial, Agent Sanchez stands before me. Her hands are on her provocative hips, painted in shiny PVC. I’m dressed in one of my favorite outfits, my face painted with shimmering shades of pink and purple and heavy mascara. “Now, slut, for your loyalty to me and your service to your country. I will allow you to service all the hard-working men of justice.”

She snaps her finger. From a door pours a brigade of naked police officers, guards, and clerks. Their cocks are all hard. Larger than life. Ready for me.

Maybe I should back out. This thing I’m caught up in will never, ever play out like that. What was I thinking? After I testified, no matter how many lives I saved, I broke my nondisclosure agreement, and my life is oveI’ll’ll never work as a scientist again.


Chapter Four




Dr. Jon Babbage

I turn, I’m not doing this, and start back home. But I can’t. I’m doing this for Mistress Amelia. I face the building. I rehearse what I’ll say for the millionth time, “Agent Sanchez, I have kinky proclivities…” Proclivites? Who says that? No, maybe I just show her, strip, and subjugate myself at her feet. Like the book I’ve read a million times on how to be a good sissy, I’ll bow my head and say it. “Can I serve you, Mistress?”

My heart’s thumping widely, racing toward an anxiety attack. I close my eyes and focus on the panties. Sissy Skivvies, the site I purchased them from, called them naughty knickers. They’re pink, and across my ass, it says, Sissy. My heartbeat slows. My anxiety slips away as I focus on how soft the fabric feels against my skin and how the lace trim tickles my thighs. The churning in my stomach for having betrayed the trust of my employer fades. Relief washes over me.

The calmness doesn’t last long. My body heat rises as my focus is on one thing and one thing only: how great panties feel. First, it’s a tingling and a fluttering in my chest, wrapped in a lacey pink bra. The fluttering travels downward until it hits my stomach, and after a short trip to my groin, the swelling begins. I’m standing in a sea of people brushing past me, and under my nutty professor ensemble is a pink lacey bra, pink thigh highs, and pink panties.

I look up fond Amelia’s office and think there’s nothing more in this world I want than for Mistress Amelia to peel off this fake layer of masculinity and force me to reveal to all what a sissy I am.

I fill my mind with the mundane of my research: formulas and data, but before I can prevent it, I have a hard-on. I close my tweed suit coat, rush for the entrance, race to the bathroom, and slip into a stall. With pants down around my ankle, I fill my mind with Special Agent Amelia Sanchez and how she might punish me if I ruin her investigation. In less time than it took me to drop my pants, I had some relief.

Ten minutes later, I’m sitting in a 5 X 5-foot concrete room in a deserted basement corner, waiting for my Mistress, Agent Sanchez. I fold my hands on the steel table. Across from me is an empty chair, where I hope Agent Sanchez will sit.

She enters, and like always, it’s as if she owns everything, including me, wearing a tight black pencil skirt and a matching blazer. That’s what attracts me to her. I want to say, it’s on the tip of my tongue, “Just ask Mistress, and I’ll do anything for you.”

Trailing behind Amelia is her beefy partner. He leans against the wall, hands clasped in front of his groin. Agent Sanchez, my dream Mistress, doesn’t sit. I glance at the chair, willing her to sit and chat.

“How are you?” I ask.

“Did you get it all, Dr. Babbage?”

I dig the thumb drive out of my pocket. “Yes. That’s all of it.”

She nods.

You can punish me if you want, Mistress.

“How have you been… Mi-” It almost slips out, Mistress. “Amelia, I mean Agent Sanchez.”

Should I tell Agent Sanchez about my panty fetish? Maybe she’s into sissy men. A woman like her, maybe. A woman like Amelia would never lower herself to get down on her knees and suck a guy’s cock before she lets him fuck her. I want to tell Amelia, let me do it for you. Let me clean your house. Let me shave your legs, bathe you. Worship your pussy, I glance at her crotch. Agent Sanchez notices and smirks, snatches the thumb drive off the table, “No time to chat today.”

She pauses and studies the thumb drive. “Jon, is there anything the company can hang over your head? A gambling addiction? Any…. Well, strange sexual habits?” Was that a hint? Did she know? Was she hinting she was in the market for a sissy like me? I want to confess, tell all. I glance at her partner, a burly guy. He smirks.

“No! No way. I’m straight as they come.” Amelia raises an eyebrow. At that moment, a fantasy floods my mind. In my fantasy, Mistress Amelia says, “Really? Why don’t you show me? Get down on your knees and suck my partners cock. If you get hard, then you’re a liar, Dr. Babagge. Tell you what, sissy faggot, if you remain soft while you deep throat my partner’s fat FBI cock, until he shoots his creamy load down your mouth, I’ll accept your statement as truth. Because only a sissy faggot would get hard while sucking cock.”

I think, what kind of man has thoughts like that?

“Uh….Okay, Dr. Babagge, I don’t care about your sexual habits. But if it’s something you’re ashamed of or hiding, they’ll use it against you to keep you from testifying. That I won’t like.”

Another fantasy pops into my head. “I’m going to show you what I do with sluts like you when they displease me. Bend over. Grab your ankles. I’m going to paddle that naughty ass of yours, and it is going to hurt. Maybe you’ll understand then that I expect obedience.”

“No, ma’am,” I say. “There’s nothing,” I recite formulas of basic compounds in my head to control the erection that’s on the horizon.

Agent Sanchez smiles, “Call me if there’s anything I can do to help. You are doing a great service for your country, Jon.” What I wish she had said, “Serve me and call me Mistress, or I’ll spank your ass.”

Then, her typical pep talk began. I wonder if she gave it to all her informants. She tells me all the people this will help, what a fantastic service I’m doing, and “For your country….” “For the rule of law…” “For…”

I don’t care about all that; I’m doing this for Agent Sanchez. Hoping she’s got a kinky mind like mine, hoping we can have something else between us when all is said and done. After I’ve testified, maybe I’ll ask her out for a coffee, buy her dinner, and ask what she thinks of effeminate men. But only after I’ve testified.

Agent Sanchez snaps me out of my daydream, “Dr. Babbage, are you okay? You look flushed.”

I tug at the collar of my shirt, feeling hot, “It’s hot in here.”

“Funny, I’m cold.”

Agent Meathead adds, “It’s freezing in here. The damn air conditioner hasn’t shut off since we entered.”

“I’m nervous, I guess.”

A nod, “Okay, it’s almost over. You’ll have to make a statement, and I’ll call you about that. For now, I am done with you. Just keep your nose clean. No embarrassing situations.”

I nod, and my cock starts to grow again; I recite the formula of water over and over, two parts Hydrogen, one part Oxygen.

Agent Sanchez turns, then turns back, standing hand on her sexy hips, “Before we end, I’m going to ask one more time: are you sure there’s nothing they can hang over your head?”

Tell her. I glance at her monster of a partner. I run through all the steps I’ve taken to hide my secret life. I’m careful, cautious. I use the Tor web browser to watch porn, and I only express myself as Bambi at my secret apartment. Which I haven’t been to since all this started.

I stick with my standard response, “No, nothing. I’m so dull I’d put an insomniac to sleep. Yep, I’m a boring guy, a research scientist, and an exciting Friday night is a good book with my cat curled on my lap….”

Agent Sanchez turns, “Well, that’s it.” She opens the door. How am I going to see her again? She stops, “Be careful, Jon. If they find out what you’re doing….” That carries a double meaning for me. Does she mean my sissy life or my life as a whistleblower? “… They’ll hire the best to dig into your life and find something to hang over your head. Be careful.”


Chapter Five




Mistress Aviator Glasses

Babbage fidgets and covers his crotch. Then, finally, Babbage sprints for the entrance, like something he’d eaten for lunch didn’t sit well with his stomach.

I listen to my podcast for another hour before Babbage leaves. If I don’t find something by the end of the day, I’ll tell I’ve been watching Babbage for weeks, and he’s as clean as they come. Dr. Babbage is the last to leave, the first to start, and the first to go home. He eats dinner, reads, and goes to bed. The weekends are more reading and not much else. Watching him, I sense he wished he was doing something else. I’d love to tell my employer I found some dirt on him and collect a bonus, but Babbage leads the dullest, most boring, tedious existence I’ve seen in anyone. No gambling. No sex. Hell, even his computer has no porn in his history. A guy with no freaky porn kink?

An hour later, Babbage exits the building and looks right. Turning right will take him home. He fidgets with his suitcoat and looks around. No doubt Agent Sanchez has warned him about not giving James Newsome and his white-collar henchman any dirt. But my experience is that people with a vice can’t resist it for long. Warmth spreads through my body, and I hope today is the day Dr. Babbage shows me his other side.

I jog across the street, taking up surveillance about twenty feet behind him. He makes another left and walks toward the subway. Dr. Babbage pauses at the stairs and glances back, then flies down the stairs, taking the stairs two at a time. I barely catch up to him as he plunges into a train toward the city. I barely get into his train. He’s hiding something. He switches trains, not once, not twice, but five times. Whatever he’s concealing, it’s significant.

What could it be? Gambling? Maybe he’s going to the track? If he’s got a gambling addiction, that would explain the large cash withdrawals I’ve seen from time to time, though there haven’t been any since he started stealing corporate secrets and handing them over to the government. Whatever, it’s a biggie. I’ve got him. Maybe today I earn my bonus and finish my dungeon.

I watch from the next train over, listening to my Femdom podcast. A weird thought pops into my mind, what would I do if he’s hiding a secret life as a sissy? What would I do, indeed? If he is, that would guarantee Babbage wouldn’t testify, and the case closed for James Newsom and his Ivy League crooks, and a nice big fat bonus check for me.

What if I offer Babbage another deal? I move closer so I can get a better look at Babbage. I’ve never noticed how delicate Dr. Babbage’s features are. His face is heart-shaped and delicate. I shake my head. That’s ridiculous. No way Babbage was a sissy, yet as I looked at him, he’d look good in a skirt, and I bet my bulls would love those lips wrapped around their cocks.


Chapter Six




Dr Jon Babbage

After Agent Sanchez leaves, my mind churns as I head for the exit. I’m so damn frustrated. The panties and bra I wore for Amelia are a welcome reminder of what I want to become—a sissy and to serve a dominant woman like Agent Sanchez. But I need more. I wander through the halls of justice. The comforting touch of the lacey lingerie exhilarates me, but at the same time, its oh-so-sensual touch demoralizes me more. I want to serve a Mistress. Wearing panties can only go so far in satisfying my craving. It’s a first step, but I need more. Much more. I need a Mistress to push me over the edge. In the elevator, I debate pressing Agent Sanchez’s ‘11’, my fantasy Mistress’s floor, and confessing my feelings for her. I chicken out again.

Standing outside, I can’t control the arousal surging through me, and my breath is heavy. I glance back toward the building. Why didn’t I tell Amelia? I’ll never know if she’s into sissy men if I don’t try. I stare up at her office. Should I go, kneel, and beg for her discipline?

“Mistress, I’m a sissy.”

I contemplate my next move, running through scenarios where Mistress Amelia could ‘catch me in panties’ and feminize me and turn me into a slut, and not just any kind of slut, but a sissy slut, and force me to do all sorts of dirty, taboo things.

With Agent Sanchez’s words replaying, “Be careful, Jon. If they find out what you’re doing….”

I scan the street. Left. Then right. There’s that woman across the street with the aviator glasses. Maybe I should just go home, but my sexiest things are at my sissy pad, and I haven’t been there since I agreed to become a witness for the government.

The debate goes on. Go home? Play it safe or get dolled up and forget I have a tube of flesh dangling between my legs and pretend, at least for a few beautiful moments, that I’m a girl, not just any girl. I want to be that girl every guy craves sexually. I want guys lined up to use me.

Fuck it! I’m getting dolled up. Bambi steps out this weekend. And this time, I’m leaving my secret sissy apartment. No more sitting around. If a guy wants me to suck his cock on one of the pickup apps, I’m doing it. I’m leaving the safety of my studio apartment and walking the streets. But do I have the guts?

I study my surroundings, Agent Sanchez’s words replaying in my mind, “… They’ll hire the best to dig into your life and find something to hang over your head. Be careful.”

Screw it. If somebody had been watching me, my existence as Dr. Jon Bababage likely bored them into giving up. But to be safe, I’ll give anyone following me a run for their money. I head for the subway.

At the stairwell to the subway, in my mind’s eye, Amelia warns, “If you fuck this up, Babbage, I’ll lock you in chastity until your pecker shrivels up to a nub.” That pushes me forward more than it turns me away.

I get on a train going south, get off in a rush, and get on a train going north. Then, I got on one going west and headed back south, and when I was confident, no secret agent hired by my employers followed me, I took the most direct route to my sissy pad.


Chapter Seven




Dr. Jon Babbage

There’s an adult bookstore close to my sissy studio apartment. I slip in and head straight for the chastity section. I remove a pink chastity cage from the display, rubbing it between my fingers as I say, “Mistress, I’m doing this for you.”

I didn’t notice the grey-haired daddy-type standing within earshot of me. I glance at my fellow pervert. He smirked, soaking me in. Probably thinking, who’s this nutty professor? I grin, thinking, I’ll be back, Daddy, looking like Bambi, and then you’ll look at me differently. But will I? Do I have the spine to leave the safety of my apartment? I would if I had a Mistress force me. But how does one find a Mistress?

I take the cage, intending to buy it, but I grab a cart and, in a frenzy of pent-up sissy arousal, start piling pink things into it. I load up on everything—I mean everything. Feeling safe for the first time since I agreed to sell out my employer and confident I wasn’t followed, the pink high sweeps me away. The stack becomes a pile, the pile becomes a heap, the heap a hill, the hill a mountain, and then I simply can’t put more into my cart. Satisfied, I push my cart toward the register, drooling over all the beautiful things in it: panties of all varieties and colors, thigh highs, garter belts, corsets, dildos, sexy, lacey bras, wigs, and chastity cages.

Standing in line, I realize I’ll have to use my credit card, providing evidence of my kink, which might not be a smart move. I consider briefly leaving the cart and going to the ATM for cash or, more wisely, going home. That’s what I’ll do. Go home. Play it safe. I stare at my haul. Do I return all this? I think about it for a beat, but I can’t. Like an addict with a cart full of my drug of choice, I can’t resist buying all this frilly pink stuff. This time, I’m leaving the safety of my apartment. I’m walking the streets.

The clerk glares at me. “Well?”

With my hands shaking, I grab a pair of silky panties with an open back. No! I can’t do this. I’m a scientist. I’m a respected member of my community and am obligated to testify for Agent Sanchez. I can’t do this. I turn to walk out the door, leaving the cart where it is, and run into the woman I saw in front of the FBI building.

She’s even more intimidating up close. She’s wearing a black turtleneck sweater that hangs over skin-tight black spandex pants and those thigh-high boots. “Hello, Dr. Babbage. We should talk.”

I watch myself tug at the shirt collar in the reflection of her aviator glasses. Like she’s practiced a thousand times, with a smoothness that needed to be in a movie, she slides her aviator glasses off and tucks them into the collar of her black turtleneck. This eccentric, intimidating woman digs into my overfilled shopping cart and dangles a pink chastity cage in front of my face, “Well, what do we have here.”

What do I do? What do I say? The funny thing is that my first thought wasn’t to say, “None of your business.” Or, “What’s it to you.” What I thought about was saying, “Mistress, I’ve been a naughty boy and need to be punished.”

I can’t look in her eyes. I find myself staring at her feet. I can hear my heart hammering as a rush of submission shoots through my body.

“I…”

“You like my toes? Maybe I have you paint them for me.”

She’s mocking me. I do my best to look into her eyes. My fleeting glance sees for the first time—up close what she looks like without shades covering her face. She’s a Goddess, reminding me of Cleopatra—power mixed with sensuality and intensity. I try my best to hold her gaze. I want to, but I can’t because the strength and dominance in her pitch-black eyes, wrapped in heavy mascara, pulls me in.

“Get a room,” the grey-haired Daddy says from behind the woman.

Mistress Aviator Glasses turns and says, “How about you beat it.” Her gaze flicks to the dildo in his hand, “Or I shove that up your ass.”

She glares at him, not blinking. A contest of wills ensues. My Goddess wins; he succumbs, pivots, and stumbles back into the store.

“Well, Dr. Babbage, you haven’t answered my question?”

It occurs to me. How does Mistress Aviator Glasses know my name? “What…. What question?”

She’s still dangling the cock cage in front of my face. “Do you like my toes? Will you paint them for me?”

“Uh…. yeah. I guess.” Did I just say that? But what could be better than to be at this woman’s feet, serving her?

“Maybe you need some help putting this on?” She glances at my crotch. “We’ll have to do something about that, though.”

The clerk laughs as I glance down at my erection. Had this woman followed me? Who is she? I shake my head and, ignoring my erection, start unloading panties, thigh highs, and item after item of sissy stuff onto the counter. What else could I do? What explanation is there for being here?

Think, I’m a genius. “This isn’t my stuff.”

The woman leans into my ear, “I know it’s your stuff, sissy. This is your lucky day because I want a sissy like you to play with more than I want to bring you down. I’m the only woman who can fulfill your fantasies and get you out of the bind you find yourself in, and we’ll both have the time of our lives.”

“What?” I say. But I’m getting her drift. Could this be real? Or is she toying with me until she drops the hammer, not the paddle on my ass like I want. The cashier starts ringing up the items.

“Dr. Babbage, finish your purchase. Then we can discuss how we can both get what we want.”

Mistress Aviator Glasses tells the clerk, “There will be a few more items, don’t ring this slut up until I’m back.”

The clerk smirked, nodded at Mistress Aviator Glasses, and glanced at me. “There’s a party at the fetish club down the street. Love to see you there tonight.”

I say, “I don’t think so.”

Mistress Aviator’s Glasses smiles, “I think after we get this little slut looking decent, we’ll stop by. I’d like to break her in.”

I gulp as my eyes drop in submission. I want to argue, but this is a dream come true. Is it real? What am I doing? What did she just call me? Break me in? What does that mean?

Mistress Aviator Glasses smacks my ass, “You want me to break your slut ass and mouth in slut?”

I’m shaking. What do I say? Before I can think, I say, “Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Aviator Glasses says, “Good whore.” She spins gracefully on her heeled boots as the clerk rings up one item after another. As he scanned my items, the clerk beamed with amusement, “Look forward to seeing how you look, slut, and breaking that mouth of yours in.”

He gets to one of my dildoes, an eight incher. “Mine’s about this size. I’m going to make you choke on it.”

I bounce from foot to foot, humiliated and struggling to hide my erection at this strange turn of events. I don’t know this mystery woman and am about to commit to what? She called me a whore, right here in public, and worse, I liked it. No, I loved it. No, I’m aroused by it. Is this it? The moment I’ve been waiting for?

An eternity passed before the clerk finished ringing up the mountain. Both of us stood there obediently for the Goddess to return.

He says, “I bet you can suck cock can’t you?”

I glance back, trying to find my mystery Mistress.

He pulls out a pair of panties, open back, lacey, “I like these on a slut, easy access. Turn around, let’s see that ass.”

My body temperature shoots up to scalding, and all tension slips away, and I obey. He grabs my ass, “Nice.”

We waited. Was Mistress Aviator Glasses making me wait on purpose? What’s she buying? Why do I have to pay for it? Finally, Mistress Aviator Glasses returns with a pink collar in fake white diamonds with the two words I’ve been wanting to become: sissy slut. And a sexy dominatrix outfit. I glance at the price tag; holy fuck, it’s expensive.


Chapter Eight




Mistress Aviator Glasses

I know this man wants more than anything for me to feminize him, but if he wants me to turn him into my slut, he’s going to earn it. I rip the price tag off the collar so the clerk can ring it up and dangle the pink leather choker in front of Dr. Babbage. Slide the sexy black PVC outfit onto the counter.

What am I doing? This man is my job. A job I’m getting paid exceptionally well for, I might add, and I’m pursuing my sexual needs. There are more sissies than dominitrix, so I have the pick of the litter. So, why am I about to toss my career in the gutter for this man?

Dr. Babbage shifts from leg to leg and looks at me with sad, pleading eyes. In his sky-blue eyes, I see a man that will do anything for me. Anything. He’s committed. He’s loyal and…. And nothing! If word gets out that I not only failed at an assignment but also took in a lover? I’m through. Get a hold of yourself, Jazz, snap a photo, and call the crooked asshole CEO who hired me.

I taunt Babbage with the pink collar as what I should be doing runs through my mind. “Hey, James, I got Babbage dead to rights. You’ll love this. Might not believe it. Hell, I don’t. Of all the things. But the nutty professor’s a God damn sissy. A sissy. He’s got a fetish for dressing like a girl, and more than that, he’s into sissification, wants a woman to feminize him and force him to dress in frilly pink underwear and dress up as a girl. Hell, he wants me to pimp him out.”

My mind wanders, and I consider all the possibilities of life with Dr. Babbage, including having my own little Barbie doll to dress up and play with. When Dr. Babbage licks his lips, I notice how fuller they are than an average man. His cheekbones are higher, and his face is so feminine.

No! I can’t do this.

I snap back to what I should be saying, “I’m sending the pics over, and after you show them to him, I guarantee it, James, no way he’s going to sit in the courtroom and let some defense attorney rip him to shreds. You should see what’s in his cart. Chastity cages. Silky panties. Thigh highs. Cosplay outfits.””

I rub the necklace around my neck, and my chest flutters at the thought of having this man’s chastity cage key attached to it. Thinking of emasculating Dr. Babbage causes a noticeable swelling between my thighs. I can’t turn him in. I just can’t because I want him for myself. If he says no—which he could—I’m done. If he has the balls to hang something over my head, he could ruin me and my business.

I need him to understand, “Dr. Babbage, do you know who I am?”

“You were outside the FBI building.” He hangs his head. “You’re here to ruin me. I understand. Listen, if there is any way….” He scrubs his hands through his hair. His eyes dart about, unfocused. “Please.”

Funny, I would have destroyed this man professionally, personally, and socially for my job without blinking an eye. Still, for me to humiliate him and degrade him in unspeakable ways, I find it necessary to have his permission. “With my option, Dr. Babbage, we both have the time of our lives. Becoming my sissy—” When sissy rolls off my tongue, his eyes pop open. “—is a one-time offer and expires in one minute.”

He shakes his head and scrubs his hand through his hair. “I don’t understand?”

Until now, the clerk, wearing a yellow tie adorned with handcuffs and rolled-up shirt sleeves showing off his impressive biceps, seemed content with scribbling in an open leather-bound notebook with tips on various kinks and fetishes. After dropping his pen, he laughs and says, “Oh fucking give me a break. Submit to her. You’re a sissy. Look at her.”

I give a quick thank you smile as our eyes meet. I know a fellow dom when I see one. I return my steely glare to my potential sissy, “You want a Mistress, I want a sissy. So put this on.” I dangle the collar and the little bell jingles. “Put it on, submit to me, my will, and let me protect you.”

Dr. Babbage gazes at the swinging pink collar. Am I pushing him too hard? He fidgets and licks his sexy, pouty lips, which will look even better when they’re painted a nice bright red. The clerk places his chin in his hands, admiring my style.

Any doubts about Dr. Babbage fade when I glance down. A lovely little tent pole strains the fabric of his pants. He reaches for the edge of his nutty professor suitcoat. I smack his hand. “Aren’t you hot? Take off your jacket. Stay awhile.”

The clerk nods, marveling at my technique. The clerk cocks his head and says, “Not much going on here today. I’m interested in how all this turns out.”

“Well?” I say.

Babbage removes his coat. There’s no hiding his erection. I dangle the collar, making sure the little bell jingles. “If you agree to be my slut I promise you.” I cross my heart. Raise my right hand in the air like I’m swearing an oath. “I’ll make you so pretty, so sexy. You’ll be the best sissy that has ever walked the earth. The rest is up to you. Choose, or I leave, and I never come back.”

He reaches for the collar. Our eyes meet. I smile. “Put it on, surrender to me, and…”

He grabs the collar, and we both hold it for a moment. “What do you want from me?” He sputters.

“We both want the same thing….” I’m never at a loss for words, but I can’t think of anything to say. He tugs on the collar. For a moment, I hold my grip. “You put that collar and….”

I let go. With shaking hands, Babbage raises the collar of submission to his neck. He wraps it around his slender feminine neck. He struggles to secure it because his hands shake so much. I help turn him around to face me. He looks so sexy with the collar around his neck. I attach the leash and grab four bags, telling my sissy, “Get the others.”

I tug on the leash, leading him toward the exit. The clerk calls out, “Hey, the fetish club about five blocks down the road is invitation only.” He hands me an invitation. “I might be able to find a few guys or gals, depending on your preference, to break this slut in.”

Babbage eyes brighten, and he wets his lips.

The clerk glances at my new sissy and says, “Seems your new sissy is looking forward to it.”

I grab the invitation, “If she earns it.” I jerk my sissy out the front door.

Once outside, his eyes widen with desire and need. It’s dusk, and neon signs advertising various adult stores, sex shops, and strip clubs line the street. Everyone’s dressed in revealing outfits with wild hair and makeup, and no one seems concerned that I have a man on a pink leash—except for Dr. Babbage.

I smile. Babbage wants me to feminize him, but I can’t make it easy for him. “You have a place around here?”

“Yes… uh, Mistress.”

There’s a twitch under his pants, and a spot of arousal stains the crotch. I say, “What a good girl. You want me to feminize you, and I bet my ass you want to look pretty?”

He swallows. A man walks past, his arms wrapped around a sexy woman in a skin-tight black dress. My sissy face blushes. I tug on his leash. “Are you ashamed?”

“No, Mistress.”

“You want to look like her.”

“Yes, Mistress….”

Two men brush past, dressed in black BDSM gear. I figure they’re going to the club the clerk mentioned. More people stroll past. I so want to feminize him, and when I’m done with him, he’ll be one pretty girl, but he has to earn it. Earn what I can make him into, and it seems with the party at the fetish club close by, no one will blink an eye at what I’m about to do. At least no one will call the cops, anyway.

I plunge my hand into the back of his pants and grab the hem of his panties. “You have panties on? What kind of man wears panties?”

“I…” His head turns left and right as a group of men watch from across the street.

“I’m offering you a deal. It’s sort of like a bonus deal. A one-time offer. You can still serve your country, save lives, testify, and I’ll keep your secrets safe and sound. But you have to put me above country.”


Chapter Nine




Dr. Jon Babbage

I can’t believe this is happening. I want this, but here? In public? She’s giving me a very uncomfortable wedgie, and yet I’m erect. Erect as people walk past dressed in fetish gear on their way, no doubt, to the fetish club down the street.

Mistress Aviator Glasses smiles and says, “Get down on your knees.”

I hesitate. I feel small and insignificant, and a lump in my throat forms that I can’t seem to get rid of. I feel emasculated and humiliated and so fucking aroused. I can’t believe I’m considering this. Standing here in the middle of a busy street with a pink collar and leash on, I’m fucking hard and can’t stop myself. My knees buckle.

Was this happening?

I lower myself toward the concrete, taking in the statuesque woman towering over me. The aviator glasses are a perfect accessory to her all-black ensemble. The thigh-high boots made her toned and muscular legs pop. I was under her spell. I obey. I can’t resist. Once on my knees, I glance up again briefly.

Oh, so briefly, she nods and says, “Repeat after me: Mistress. I need to be pretty.”

This woman could destroy my life if she wanted, but that’s not what I was worried about. I’m afraid I might lose her. I don’t care if she humiliates me. Hell, I want her to shame me, show the world what a disgrace of a man I am. A man and a woman walk past, barely concerned with what they see.

I look up into her eyes and drop my gaze to her feet. I can’t hold her gaze. “Here?” I look left. Right.

She removes her mirrored aviator glasses, and her dark black eyes slice through all the fake male skin I’ve been wearing. I can resist her will no longer. “Mistress, I need to be pretty.” And I do. I want nothing more than to be pretty, a sexy girl for her. The concrete digs into my knees.

“Good girl.” She says.

Chills run up and down my spine, as I forget where I am. Next, Mistress Aviator Glasses commands me to say, “I need to be sexy, Mistress.”

Nothing more I want. I’ll not only say it but do anything for Mistress Aviator Glasses if she’ll make me sexy.

Next comes, “I will be obedient to you, Mistress.”

A ma and a woman dressed head to toe in a black leather pass as I say, “I will suck cock for you, Mistress.”

“Hey, I got one right here between my legs.” The man says.

“Later.” Mistress Aviator Glasses says. It hits me that I don’t even know her name, and I am on my knees on a public street, ready to do anything for her.

Next, I say, based on her prompt, “I will devote myself to pleasing you, Mistress. I am no longer a man but your sissy slut.”

Then she pulls a little pink skirt, matching thigh-high and stiletto heels from the bags of sissy goodies, hands them to me, and tells me to put them on.

“Mistress?”

A smile spreads across her face. “Over there.” She points to the alley. “Behind the dumpster and toss your guy clothes in the dumpster. You won’t need them for the rest of the weekend.”

“Mistress?”

“It pleases me. You do you wish to devote yourself to pleasing me?”

“Mistress, yes, but I want to be pretty for you. I’m not. Look at me. No makeup.”

Mistress Aviator’s Glasses eyes narrow into a piercing gaze, and her lips press together in a smirk. Without saying a word, she’s challenging me. She’s expecting me to prove to her that I’ll do anything to be her sissy slut, including humiliating myself. I get her drift: prove yourself, then we make you pretty.

I drift to the alley, cradling the shoes, thigh-highs, mini skirt, and bra, feeling the weight of her gaze. I know that I must prove I have surrendered completely, and it seems she will make sure I’m humiliated to no end in getting her proof.

I duck behind the dumpster and strip, slipping into the pink thigh-highs, the lacey pink bra, the shiny pink and skimpy skirt, and frilly pink stripper heels. I peek around the foul-smelling dumpster; partygoers, kinksters, and other freaks fill the streets.

I take my first tentative step from behind the dumpster, humiliated to the core. I slide an arm into my white dress shirt. It’ll offer me some cover. I glance at Mistress Aviator Glasses. She shakes her head. I toss my clothes, keeping my wallet and keys.

As I walk toward Mistress, the hours of practice in heels have paid off because I don’t stumble, trip, or lose my balance once. The leash swings back and forth in front of me, smacking my erection. I try to tuck my cock between my thighs, reducing my humiliation at least a little. But it pops free.

When I’m standing before my Mistress, she pats my ass, “My, you are a good slut aren’t you?”

I look ridiculous in a short skirt with an erection and a lacey pink bra over my skinny chest. There’s a visible flush of arousal on Mistress’s face as her gaze travels over my body. Holy shit, I realize she’s aroused by humiliating me, and knowing she’s enjoying humiliating me increases my arousal.

I stand nervously, eyes down, waiting for my next sissy assignment. Two female kinksters dressed in cosplay outfits walk toward us. Mistress asks the one with lips painted radiant red if she can borrow her lipstick. There’s an exchange, and Mistress opens the bright red lipstick and kneels before me. My cock throbs. What’s she going to do?

She smears lipstick on my belly as I realize my humiliation hasn’t stopped. It’s only begun. I glance down, Sissy Slut in bright red fills my stomach. She grabs the leash. “Let’s go. Lead the way.”

We make our way down the bustling street. Mistress Aviator Glasses walks behind me, holding the pink leash. My cheeks sear with humiliation as Mistress, like a town crier, announces my arrival into the world, “Look upon this slut of mine, a failure of a man.” My cheeks sear with humiliation. But strangely, I’m aroused by it, and my erection remains rock solid.

My heels click on the pavement as we get closer to my building. The humiliation fades, and excitement and arousal fill me. I love being Mistress’s slut. Mistress tugs on my leash, signaling me to stop. I obey.

She whispers in my ear, “If you truly want nothing more than for me to make you pretty, tell everyone and proclaim to the world what you are about to become. What you want to become.”

As we walk, I announce to the world proudly, “I’m a failure as a man, so my Mistress is going to turn me into a sissy slut.” And not only is my cock stiff and throbbing during my verbal public humiliation, but it leaks sticky precum freely, making my groin sticky and uncomfortable. But I press on.

Approaching us are two women dressed in shiny black PVC and a man in a frilly pink maid outfit. Mistress yanks on my leash like she’s stopping her pet. I watch as the sissy approaches, envious of her flawless appearance and makeup, unlike my current situation. Mistress Aviator Glasses points to the pretty sissy, “Look how pretty she is. Look at you! You are an embarrassment.”

A flash of anger runs through me. “I can look that good, Mistress, if you had let me. I want to be pretty like her for you.”

The black Amazon Mistress greets Mistress Aviator’s glasses, “I’m Mistress Ebony. This slut is Candi. What do you do for me slut?”

Candi, oh so fucking pretty, says, eyes down, “I suck cock for you, Mistress.”

Fuck her! Mistress Aviator Glasses’ gaze travels over Candi’s perfection, taking her flawless appearance. Seeing how my Mistress is eyeing her and needing to prevail, I say. “Mistress, I’ll suck cock for you. Just pick a guy, and I’ll do it for you. Mistress, I’m no longer a man but your sissy slut. Please, I swear, Mistress, I can look as good as her.”

Candi sizes me up as her lips curl in disgust. “I’m pretty.”

“Mistress, please, I can look pretty like her. I can. I swear. If….”

Mistress Ebony says, “We’ve rented a room at the fetish club. We’re having a little party. Maybe bring your slut by, and we can have a little sissy competition.”

Mistress nods. “We just might.”

Mistress laughs, tugs at my leash, and we walk the last half block to my building. We enter, ride the elevator to my apartment and enter.


Chapter Ten




Mistress Aviator Glasses

When I enter Babbage’s tiny apartment, what I see pleases me. It’s wall-to-wall pink, and a mirror hangs straight ahead. Not wasting time, I guide my new sissy in front of the mirror, place my hands on her trembling shoulders and slide my chin into the crook of her neck. I point at her reflection, “Look upon a failure of a man. Maybe we can still make something out of you. Do you desire to be my sissy, a good sissy?”

“Yes, more than anything, Mistress.”

I glance around the room and know the answer before asking, “Have you been practicing your makeup and look?”

“Mistress, I can be a sexy girl for you. I swear.”

“Strip.”

While my sissy strips, I call James Newsome, the CEO who hired me. I place the call on speaker loud enough for Dr. Babbage to hear.

“James, Jazz here.”

“Got something on Babbage?” He says.

Sissy’s naked now, crossing and uncrossing her arms, and all four inches of her sissy clitty throbs. “No. Nothing. Babbage is as straight—” I chuckle.

“Something funny, Jazz?”

“No, James. Not at all.” I smile at Babbage and pull my amusement back into control. If he were straight, soon he’d be as gay as they come. “Sorry. Our Doctor Babbage is as boring as they come. If I were giving out an award for the world’s most boring guy, Babbage would be at the top of my list. One other thing, I hate to tell you this, but he’s not the one snitching to the FBI.”

“What? Who is it then?”

“Not sure. But for another ten grand, I’ll find out.”

James agrees. I hang up. I smile and hold the invitation to the fetish club in my hand, “Ever suck a cock?”

Sissy shakes her head. “I practice. With you know. Are you going to help me look pretty, Mistress?”

I nod as I dig through the bags, finding the items I’ll need for my next step. I lay the cock cage between my sissy’s feet. I grab her swollen and stiff sissy clitty and her little peanut balls and twist. “You’ll not need this flesh anymore. What should I call you? Babbage won’t do.”

I twist and squeeze and savor sissy’s contorted face. Her eyes flutter, fighting the discomfort, but on the other hand, there is a twinkle of arousal in her eyes despite the pain—I struck gold. I release her sissy clitty, and sissy drops to her knees.

Sissy glances up at me, her face still twisted with distress, yet her sissy clitty seemed to enjoy the pain.

“Bambi, that’s my sissy name.” She says.

“Bambi? What a nice slutty name. I think that will do. Yeah, nice and slutty. Bambi it is. Now, get on all fours in front of the mirror.”

Sissy obeys. I lick the back of a six-inch long pink dildo and stick it to the mirror right at about the height of sissy’s mouth. “Now, you’re going to show me your skills.” I unwrap a condom and hand it to sissy. “Put it on.”

I slide into a harness I pull from the haul and attach the dildo. I kneel behind sissy, grab her hips and line my strapon with Bambi’s sissy hole. “Here are the rules.”

I explain the game’s rules. They’re not complicated. Bambi may only stroke her cock when the dildo is either buried in her ass or she has swallowed the entire cock attached to the mirror. I lube up the strapon nicely.

“Go.”

Sissy wraps her hand around her cock, and swallows the dildo stuck to the mirror. Spittle spills out from her lips. Her cheeks puff out, struggling to breathe. She strokes her cock, furiously. I’m pleased because all this humiliation has turned her on.

I grab her hips and pull her back into the dildo. The tension in her hips tells me she’s already close to shooting her sissy load. She gags as tears stream from her eyes. She fights her gag reflex, wanting to cum before she has to pull back. Damn, does this slut want to cum. But she can’t hold her breath any longer and leans back into my strapon.

Watching Bambi’s reflection, she grimaces as her muscles clenched, fighting my strapon entry.

I remind her, “Get used to it. It’s going in, so loosen up.”

She strokes her cock; I put a stop to it with several intimidating smacks to her ass. She inches back, taking three inches, which is not quite enough for me to let her stroke her cock. But Bambi tries and tries again. Whenever she grabs her cock I smack her ass. If she hasn’t complied with my standards, I spank her ass progressively harder.

Back and forth we go, between deep-throating the dildo on the mirror and taking my strapon in her tight ass. Once she’s got it deep in her throat, I let Bambi stroke her cock. Her cheeks puff, and drool runs freely down her cheeks, down the side of her neck, as her breathing becomes heavy.

When she gets on the edge, so close to shooting her sissy load, I smack her ass, it’s nice and pink. “Fuck my dildo, slut. Prove to me your worth.”

This sissy initiation goes on for twenty minutes before the condom fills with what will be her last orgasm for quite some time. Thirty seconds later, Bambi’s sucking the cum out of the condom. When drained, Bambi wipes the leftover cum from her lips and lowers her eyes submissively, and asks, “Will you help me pretty now, Mistress. Please.”


Chapter Eleven




Bambi

“Can you make me pretty now, Mistress?”

Mistress smiles. “Oh yes, my little slut. Then we’re going test this throat of yours out.” Mistress slips her finger between my lips, and I allow her finger to drift into my mouth with no resistance. She begins fucking my mouth with her finger. “Who owns this mouth, slut?”

“You do, Mistress,” It feels so good to say that dwelling starts again below.

Mistress grabs a handful of my ass and says, “If I can find one, maybe we try that ass out on some cock. How about that?”

I nod. My chest and stomach flutter, and there’s no doubt an erection is on the horizon. Again. So soon?

Mistress cups my chin, “You are going to be so fucking pretty. Now go shower, make sure you’re smooth and…” Mistress studies my tiny apartment, “Where’s your makeup?”

I point to the dresser, “Third drawer from the bottom.”

“Shower and make sure you’re smooth.”

I turn and head for the shower. Running like a bat out of hell might be a better way to describe my journey to the bathroom. When I turn on the shower, my heart pounds wildly. When I start shaving, my hand shakes so much that I’m nervous that I just might scrape the top layer of skin right off. I can’t! I have to be pretty for Mistress and want nothing more than to please Mistress Aviator Glasses. After showering, I massage lotion over my legs, arms, and face wanting to be the best damn sissy in the world. I’ve forgotten about testifying, my career as a scientist, and whoever Dr. Jon Babbage was. I want nothing more than to be a good sissy.

I race to the kitchen, where Mistress has the table set up as a makeshift dressing table. Before she begins, she inspects my body, running her hand over every inch. When she runs her hands down my legs, I can’t take my eyes off her tits; they’re so lovely, soft, and….

She catches me looking. “Those are for real men. Now bend over, let’s check out that sissy hole.” I bend over and spread my ass cheeks. Mistress rummages around back there, making sure I have cleaned out my sissy hole.

Then she grabs the chastity cage, which I’d forgotten about. Mistress hasn’t. She dropped to her knees, intending to lock me up, and shockingly, the fear of being locked in chastity gave me an instant erection. For the life of me, I can’t explain why the thought of being denied access to my flesh would be arousing, but it was. There was no way the plastic was going over my newly formed erection, so to get the plastic over my cock, and after we both realized that getting my cock smacked with a spatula was arousing to me, she dunked my flesh in a concoction of ice and water. That shrunk it to a nub.

Once Mistress locked my cock up, and the key to my release was dangling on a necklace around her neck, she cracked her knuckles and said, “Time for the pretty train.”

Standing there waiting with anticipation, the excitement was too much, and despite having two orgasms in a little over four hours, the ache of what comes naturally to a man gnaws at me. Pressure builds, but the incredible sensation of an erection doesn’t happen. I glance at the key, and the realization slaps me in the face: I am at her mercy and like it.

Mistress pats the kitchen chair, and I sit. Sitting reminds me my balls are swollen and aching, and it’s apparent to me that wearing a cock cage is a huge commitment. As uncomfortable as I suspect it will be long-term, I like it. She picks my favorite well-worn pallet of vibrant pinks and purples. Her hand moves precisely, layering my eyelids with decadent colors and finishing up with heavy layers of mascara. My face comes next. Slowly, I become lovelier with each stroke of her brush, and as I watch my transformation, the pressure between my legs steadily increases. But I’m forbidden an erection.

After an hour, I’m done. The last puzzle piece is my favorite bobbed pink wig. She guides me to the mirror. My slender frame, skinny arms, and the slight curve at my hips make me look like a very flat-chested girl. Oh my God, I’m sexy as hell. Hell, I’d love to fuck me. This thought generates more strain against the plastic confining my flesh.

I slip into pink thigh-highs, careful not to tear them. Then comes the matching garter belt and a lacey, soft bra. Now, I’m simply delectable. To finish off my prettiness, I squirm into my skin-tight pink club dress. My look is complete after slipping into pink chunky heels. Mistress ensures the collar goes back around my neck.

Mistress dials the number she got from the sissy and two Mistress on the street. The ones she borrowed the lipstick from. I hear bits and pieces of the exchange, and what I know for sure is there is a little gathering of sissies at the fetish club, and Mistress Jazz wishes to break me in and show me off.

Mistress Jazz slips into the fetish clothes she made me buy for her at the adult bookshop. The skin-tight latex outfit sparkles in the dim light of my studio apartment, and the skin-tight leather corset cinches in her waist, not that she needed it. She was already quite curvy, but now. Wow! If she wasn’t all dominant and powerful before the latex bodysuit cemented it for me.

Fuck!

Wow!

An hour later, we’re standing in front of the Fetish Club. It’s painted black, and the only indication of what goes on inside is how people dress. I suspect once I step inside, I’m going to see a side of the world I never knew existed.

Inside, Mistress pulls out the leash and attaches it. After asking another guest where the room we were supposed to go to was, she led me down the hall. We arrive in the fetish room, and indeed, there is a party going on. There are four Mistresses dressed in various styles and types of fetish gear, and that fucking Candi. The slut that made me look bad on the street.

Mistress froze, staring at this bitch like she wanted her and not me. Mistress Jazz says, “My, she’s pretty.”

Sitting on a white couch, the Black Mistress nods, “Thank you. I’m Mistress Ebony.” She points from left to right, “Mistress Eden, Mistress Yvette, and Mistress Viola over there.”

Me, I can’t take my eyes off the hyper-feminine sissy Candi. Fucking bitch! I’m going to show her.

Mistress Ebony snaps her finger at Candi, kneeling at her feet and holding a glass of red liquid. Candi hands Mistress Ebony the glass, keeping her head down. “This is Candi, isn’t she pretty….” Mistress Ebony sips her drink and hands it back.

Mistress Jazz says, “My my, your slut looks so pretty. Bambi, it looks like you have some competition.”

Mistress Jazz lifts my club skirt, smacks my ass, “This slut is Bambi. Mistress points at Candi, “Bambi, look at her.”

Mistress Ebony says, “Stand slut.”

Candi stands and smirks at me. Candi’s not wearing any underwear, and her pink polka dot skaters’s skirt is so short it exposes her pink caged cock. It’s barely a nub. How did her cock get so small? “Candi’s not ashamed of her sissy clitty. Are you, Bambi?”

My cock strains against the plastic.

Mistress Jazz says, “Would you ladies like some entertainment? Bambi likes to dance, don’t you?”

I nod, nervous yet excited. “Yes, I do. I love to dance.” In truth, I have no idea how to dance.

Mistress Ebony stands and swipes through her smartphone until some dance music blasts from the Bluetooth speaker on a desk. All eyes are on me as I stand frozen in place. I have a moment of doubt. Am I pretty enough? What if I don’t dance well enough? I want to please Mistress Jazz so much. And I want to make this slut, Candi, look bad. Can I do it?

I glance at Candi, realizing this is a competition, a sissy competition, and I plan on winning. Candi stands watching, smirking, and waiting for me to look foolish. Holy fuck, what have I gotten myself into?

Candi shakes her arms at her side and loosens up her shoulders like a dancer might. She nods at me, daring me to do better. She sways her hips like a professional stripper seducing her audience. All eyes are on her. She lifts the hem of her skirt, exposing her little pink cage. She bounces on her feet, her tits and cock cage bounce. No way am I as pretty as Candi. She has a cut-off, see-through pink crop top that leaves little to my imagination, including her budding breasts and perky and erect brown nipples. Holy crap, I’m jealous. I glance at Mistress Jazz, wondering if she’ll let me have tits.

All five Mistresses are clapping, including mine. “Good girl.”

“Go Candi!” Mistress Yvette yells.

Mistress Eden says, “Go slut. What’s wrong with your sissy, Jazz?”

Mistress Jazz glares at me. Candi lowers her hips, flaunting her sexy, irresistible ass. I glance at Mistress. All her attention is on Candi.

I can’t have this, no way, this slut’s showing me up. I’m a better sissy. I have to be. I swing my hips clumsily, realizing I could give a crap anymore about my life as a research scientist. There is only one desire anymore, and that is to be the best sissy in the world, and this slut, Candi, is standing in my way.

Mistress licks her lips, soaking in the stunning Candi, dancing gracefully and sensually, and I’m…. I’m dancing like a research scientist. I have to please Mistress. I’m determined to do one better than Candi and prove to Mistress I am the finest sissy, and she need not look elsewhere. I’m not sure where it came from, but I dig deep, swing and sway my hips, lift my skirt, shake my hips, and in seconds, we have a sissy dance-off. I’m starting to feel it, so I let myself go. I’m a pretty girl. I’m no longer a man. I have to win.

Candi, perhaps seeing my efforts, takes things up a notch and takes off her top. She smirks at me as she shows off her budding titties. She shakes so that they bounce and jiggle. She swings her hips in a manner to make her cock cage click and bounce.

All five Mistresses are laughing and clapping; all their attention is on Candi. That bitch!

“Go, Candi. Seems we have a winner.”

Mistress Viola says, “What say you ladies? Winner take all?”

“Oh yeah,” Mistress Ebony says.

Mistress Yvette and Eden cheer. “Hell yeah.”

I glance at Mistress Jazz. She’s enjoying the show but watching Candi more than me. I can’t let this sissy best me, so I let go of all my inhibitions, remove my dress and panties, and I’m dancing in nothing but my cock cage, thigh highs, and heels. Candi, maybe getting worried, starts taunting me, teasing me, perhaps by playing with things I don’t have tits, knowing I can’t match that.

We’re standing next to each other, our sissy clitties bouncing, clicking and swinging. Mistress Ebony says to Mistress Jazz. “Shall we take this competition to a new level?”

Mistress Jazz says, “That’s enough.”


Chapter Twelve




Mistress Jazz

I say, “That’s enough.” I nod, smile, and say, “You’re right, Ebony. While I enjoyed watching these two sluts shake their little sissy clitties about, dancing does not make a sissy great.”

“Yeah! Let’s have some fun with our little girls.” Mistress Yvette says. “How big of a cock can you take, Bambi?”

Bambi smiles but follows it up with a nervous gulp. The wheels are turning in her mind. It’s all over her face. I’ve never in my life sucked a cock. But what will she say? Will she admit it?

I wait. Wait for Bambi to fess up with the truth: I have never sucked cock before. Although I’m pretty sure she’s had a few dreams about sucking cock. I wait for her to admit the reality; I’ve practiced on a dildo and have taken a pretty big one wishing it was cock. I know I have her when her eyes fill with shame because she’s never sucked a cock.

Bambi says, “I-”

Candi interrupts, “Bet I can take a bigger one than that amateur over there.”

Bambi’s plucked and shaped brows furrow. “No, you can’t. I’ll take anything you can and bigger.” Bambi has a pained expression on her face. I can see that she’s scrambling to reverse the challenge.

Candi sets her jaw, “No way. Bet you never had cock before.”

Mistress Viola says, “Girls, girls, girls, no fighting. There’s only one way to find out.”

Mistress Ebony drags a pink bondage bench into the center of the room. “I agree. Winner takes all.”

Mistress Ebony winks at me and glances at the four or five strap-on harnesses in the corner. I nod. I like this lady already. Mistress Ebony attaches two menacing pink dildos, eight inches long, on each end of the bench. They stand at attention, rigid soldiers daring our sissies to challenge their asses.

Sissy Bambi gulps. She struggled with the four-inch dildo we started on just two hours ago. I smile. This is so much fun.

Mistress Ebony grabs a spinning vibrator, clicks it on, and teases it in front of Candi’s and Bambi’s faces. She hands the vibrator to me. Ebony grabs a black riding crop and hands it to Mistress Viola. She hands the two wrist cuffs, with a chain, to Mistress Eden. Candi and Bambi stand naked, except for the pink cock cages and heels. Mistress Eden lubes up the dildos and pats the bench, “Climb on board, ladies.”

Bambi looks at me, wonder and worry in her eyes.

I say, “Get up there.”

Bambi obeys. “Good girl,” I say.

Mistress Ebony says, “Get up, ladies, but no need to ride the cocks just yet. We’re going to have a little fun first.”

Bambi straddles the bench, putting her knees on the padded railing. The pink dildo runs up the middle of her back. Her legs shake. Candi straddles the other end. The sissies stare at each other, both waiting to prove their asses worthy of being entered into the Sissy Hall of Fame.

Mistress Eden pulls Bambi’s hands behind her and says, “My, my, aren’t you flexible, Bambi? “ Mistress Eden looks at me, “You have a good girl here. Before we have them go to town on these beasts, let’s have a little fun.”

Mistress Eden runs the chain attached to the wrist restraints through a metal loop on the end of the bench while Mistress Ebony grabs Bambi at the base of her caged cock, “Oh my, she’s so tense. Feel it, ladies.”

I wrap my hand around the base of Bambi’s cock. It’s swollen. I almost can feel the flesh of her cock trying to escape. “Oh my. You are tense, aren’t you.”

Mistress Viola takes her turn teasing and edging Bambi’s tormented flesh, followed by Yvette. Bambi’s body collapses in on itself, and her dull and lifeless eyes reveal her humiliation at being treated like nothing more than our playtoy. Mistress Eden flicks Bambi’s cock with her long red fingernail, “Look at it bounce. Bambi’s hard under there. Aren’t you?”

Bambi moans.

Mistress Yvette takes over and grabs Bambi’s balls, “Oh my, I think your sissy is enjoying herself.”

Candi looks sullen, watching Bambi get all the attention. Bambi smiles at her, teasing her.

Candi says, “I’m prettier. I have tits. “

Bambi says, “I bet I take that cock first.”

Mistress Ebony says, “Look at them. Ladies, be nice. Why don’t you two kiss and make up.”

They both turn their heads.

Candi says, “I’m not making out with that slut!”

Mistress Ebony pushes Candi’s head forward, and I do the same for Bambi. We go until their lips touch. Before long, they drive surrender, and their tongues are flicking into and out of each other’s mouths. Can this be the boring, dull scientist I’d been following for three weeks?

I grin deviously and switch on the vibrator and place it on the tip of Bambi’s sissy clitty. Her body tenses. Her hands grip the chain, restraining her arms. Bambi’s like a coiled spring. I glance down, and I swear her sissy clitty flesh is spilling out from the sides.

Bambi and Candi toss aside their differences in less than two minutes and start making out like they‘re enjoying themselves. Mistress Ebony cradles Candi’s cock in her left hand and smacks it with her riding crop. Candi flushes red.

Ebony says, “My look at these two. I think they’re enjoying themselves.”

Mistress Ebony and I switch.

I edge Candi with the vibrator as Mistress Ebony smacks Bambi’s cock with the riding crop. Back and forth we go. Edging and punishing as they make out. The tips of their plastic cages are sticky and shiny with precum by the time Mistress Yvette says, “Okay, ladies, no more games. Ride the cocks. Winner takes all.”

We all laugh. Candi smirks at Bambi. I’m sure she understands the game, but Bambi has no clue. Bambi wants to win for me. Let her win. I glance at the eight-inch cock resting against her back. I hope she wins. If she does and she takes us all, there will be little doubt in my mind she’s worthy of being my sissy.


Chapter Thirteen




Sissy Bambi

Oh my God, every second in chastity feels like an eternity; my insides are constantly on edge, and I’m craving release even though it’s only been hours. Holy crap, how long is Mistress going to keep me caged?

Mistress pushes my head toward Candi. I don’t want to kiss this slut! She looks so sexy, though. Her lips are fuller than mine. If I like it, it’d be like admitting she’s a better sissy than me. Our lips touch. Candi’s lips are so soft and taste so sweet. When Candi’s tongue darts out, I can’t resist. I part my lips and let her drive her tongue into my mouth. Our tongues meet and dance. I lean forward, and instinctively, my hand strains to cradle her chin, but they are secure behind my back.

When the vibrator hits my cock and balls, it’s like a jolt of electricity hits my groin, sending waves of pleasure upward. Into my stomach. Up my spine. I feel like I’m going to burst. The vibrator beating against the plastic of my cage is loud and intense. I’m in hell, but there’s also a hint of heaven in the sensation.

I get lost in the moment. Kissing Candi, how wonderful the vibrations feel on my cock. Then it stops. It’s Candi’s turn for the vibrator and my turn for Mistress Eden’s riding crop. Mistress Edens smacks remind me that being a sissy is as painful as it is pleasurable. I endure. Candi’s invasive and dancing tongue becomes submissive and passive as the vibrator overtakes her.

Back and forth, the ladies take turns on us helpless sissies switching between the spinning vibrator and the riding crop. Edging us. Torturing us. Humiliating us.

Fuck, this is great. It’s so much fun. So arousing. I feel the stickiness building on the end of my cock cage. I lose track of time as Candi and I make out. One minute I have a vibrator edging my cock. The next, Ebony is smacking it with a riding crop. Then the cold hands of one Mistress or another seize the base of my cock and squeeze it.

Fuck!

Mistress Yvette says, “Okay ladies, ride ’em.”

I want to win. How the hell was I going to win? I’ve never had a cock this big? I have to, though. I lift my ass, shift back and line up the dildo with my ass.

“Oh fuck!” I say as its circumference hits my tight hole. I’m going to lose. I’ll embarrass Mistress as I watch Candi take two inches of her dildo without breaking a sweat.

Candi smiles and points at my contorted face, “I knew it! Look at her! She can’t!”

Candi smiles as she lowers her hips down over half of her cock in the first thrust, much more than my half an inch. She shimmies her hips, savoring the sensation. She squeezes her eyes shut, drowning in the pleasure of a dick up her ass. My muscles tense. I gulp. I realize maybe I’m in for it because I’ve never, ever had a cock this big.

“Go Candi. That’s my girl.” Mistress Ebony cheers on. “The first one to take it all wins.”

Mistress Yvette says, “Take it sissy. Come on. I want my cock in your ass.”

I wonder what that means. I glance at Mistress Jazz. She shakes her head and sighs in frustration. I’m disappointing her. I have to win for her! As much as this might hurt, the thought of being able to take this pink monster up my tight sissy hole for Mistress drives my hips lower. I gasp as my muscles simply refuse to relinquish their iron-fisted grip on the plastic cock.

Candi’s bouncing up and down now. Riding her cock like a girl on a mission. Her chastity cage clicks up and down. Precum splatters my stomach. Up and down, she drives, and the pink almost disappears. Her head lifts, exposing her neck to me. Oh fuck, this is my chance. Enjoying riding her cock so much she’s forgotten all about the competition. I take a deep breath and lower my hips. My ass tightens up around the ridges and bumps of the head. I wince in pain. But I manage another inch or two, and it feels like I have a fist up my ass. I check I’m halfway there.

Candi screams. “Oh fuck!” Her body shakes wildly. More of a spasm than a shake. Is she having an orgasm? Mistress Eden flicks Candi’s chastity cage. “She’s close.”

I can’t let her win. Candi’s screaming like a banshee now, bouncing up and down on her dildo so fiercely the bench bounces. Her sissy clitty rattles as it bounces. But she doesn’t take it all. She seems loose enough, so why isn’t she letting it all slip in?

Mistress Jazz grabs Candi’s tiny tits and squeezes and says, “So nice.” I’m jealous watching Mistress Jazz play with Candi’s tits as they bounce up and down.

“I’ll get them for you, Mistress. I‘m going to win, Mistress. I promise.”

I have to win. I have to win. I relax, lift my hips, and drive them down. I close my eyes, focusing on my task. Candi’s moans grow louder. Then she screams as a warm, wet, sticky, and slippery fluid hits my stomach.

What the hell?

The Mistresses are clapping and yelling, “Sissygasm.”

Candi stops riding her dildo, shaking. I glance down. Holy fuck, Candi spattered my stomach and chastity cage with her sticky seed. With Candi spent from her sissygasm, I can take it all. I push myself riding up and down, and after what feels like an eternity, with a pop, my ass hits the seat.

“We have a winner, ladies.”

“I win. Yeah! I did it! Mistress, I won. I’m a better sissy than her!” But soaking in Candi’s appearance, full of pleasure, ecstasy, and submission and nothing but satisfaction in her eyes, I think maybe I lost. I want a sissygasm, too.

Mistress Ebony and Mistress Jazz step to the side, discussing something. I can’t take my eyes off Candi, how envious of her tits I am and the softness of her skin. I want to be like her someday.

Candi leans forward, “You think your ass is sore now, wait till they get done with you.”

“Well, for the winner, we have a special treat. One only a sissy would appreciate.”

Mistress Eden sets Candi free, and Mistress Ebony says to Candi, “You may rise.”

Candi gets off the bench. I continue to bounce on my dildo mainly because I want a sissygasm, too, as I wonder what my prize will be. Mistress Eden removes my restraints. A tidal wave of lust hits me as I take in the scene unfolding. I ride harder, wanting a sissygasm.

Mistress Ebony has already slipped into her leather harness, brandishing a dildo even thicker and longer than the one I just rode. It dangles between her thick thighs. Mistress Yvette stood, hands on her child-rearing hips. It hits me. Candi and my eyes meet.

Mistress Jazz wraps her arms around me and pulls me tight. She whispers in my ear. “You’ve had quite the night, haven’t you?”

I nod.

Mistress Jazz, “Princess….”

Mistress Jazz calling me Princess sends shivers of joy up and down my spine and is the greatest gift of all.

“You have proven yourself to me. Shall we leave these ladies to their fun? You are mine now, and I do not wish to share you tonight. Not with these ladies. I think you need to taste something warmer.”

I glance over my shoulder. Candi winks at me, smiles, and blows me a kiss. Candi lays down on a table in the middle of the room and lifts her legs as if this were a practiced act. Mistress Ebony straddles her grabs her ankles, spreads them and plunges into her.

“Mistress, can we stay? I mean, if you wish.”


Chapter Fourteen




Mistress Jazz

My gaze rested on Bambi. Bambi was what I had been craving for, well, forever: a sissy to call my own. Someone to dress how I pleased and use as I pleased. And now, here I am with everything I wanted and more. What do I do now? The answer is simple: use her until she begs me to stop.

I smile and say as I pat her cheek lovingly, “I wanted a slut, and it seems I’ve found one.” I nod. “Okay, slut, if we stay, you go till I say stop. No whining. Here’s the deal you take, whoever I say. Understand? I think it’s time to try some warm, throbbing flesh.”

Bambi lowers her gaze. There’s no doubt in her tone, “Yes, Mistress. I am yours. I want you to pimp me out. If that’s what you want.”

I smile and run my thumb over Bambi’s warm cheek. Bambi, probably for a long time as she’s been wearing panties, has fantasized about being pimped out and treated like a slut. Most sissy do. But they need an extra little push. By forcing her to do it, I’m fulfilling one of Bambi’s oldest, most intimate fantasies.

Bambi’s shaking is more from excitement and desire than fear or worry. I find a blindfold and place it over her eyes. I whisper in her ears, “You will not know who’s inside you.”

I lead her out into the fetish club for a night she will never forget.


Chapter Fifteen




Bambi

After Mistress put the blindfold on me, things got strange. The leash clicked on my collar as Mistress said, “Do you trust me, whore?”

My heart started pounding furiously. Candi moans and screams off to my side, and the slick, wet sounds of skin slapping against skin, which was not even noticeable before, now drowned out even the pounding of my heart.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress tugs my leash. We turned left, walked for half a minute, and then Mistress smacked my ass and said, “Slut for use. Come one, come all.”

It hit me. I have no control over who uses me, and the anonymity of the situation causes even more arousal to race through my veins. Feet shuffle toward me, gathering around me. When a hand runs up my calf thigh and parts my thighs, my heart pounds like it will explode.

Mistress places her hands on my shoulders. Another hand grabs my ass, and another pinches my nipples. Are they men’s hands? Or womens. A fat finger swipes across my dripping caged cock and then finds its way to my lips. The finger was wet and sticky with my arousal.

“Open that pretty little mouth slut.”

I hesitate. What do I do? Who was this? Where am I?

People are talking in the background; some are talking about me, and others are talking about other things. Another hand runs down my back, resting on my ass. I think it’s a man’s hand. It’s callused, strong…. I’m amazed, I can tell. The hand on my ass slips between my ass cheeks. “She’s already slick with lube.” His hand explores. “The sluts loose too.”

Mistress pushes me to my knees. “This is what you wanted, slut.”

On my knees, I can’t tell if Mistress watches as hands, so many hands roam my body. I hear the sharp click of a belt buckle, not one but two, one on each side of me.

“Oh fuck.” I say.

The finger probing my sissy hole has become two or maybe three. A hand is playing with my caged cock. Is it the same guy finger fucking me from behind? There is rustling of fabric as pants are lowered.

Someone grabs my left hand and pulls it upward until I have the heavy weight of a cock in my hand. I can feel the veins pulsing against my palm as I stroke.

“Oh damn, her hands are so soft.” He says.

Another meaty hand grabs my right wrist, and before long, there’s another cock in my hand. I have two now. There’s a satisfied sigh from up and to the right as the guy’s cock hardens.

Another hand grabs me behind the neck. I knew what was coming next. I feel the heat of flesh on my lips. I open and allow entry to the first cock of my life. Time slows, and I have one concern: bringing these men to completion.

Men moaned with pleasure all around me. A hand tangled in my wig, pulling me deeper and guiding me up and down his cock. I was enjoying myself. Real cock felt warm and alive compared to the dildos I’d been practicing on. I took cock after cock in my mouth, deeper and deeper, until their heads hit the back of my throat. I lose track of time. I started to notice differences in size and curvature; some curve upward, some to the right, some are skinny and long, others short and fat. One is simply huge. I gag. Warm cum fills my mouth, but these men waste no time, giving me no rest as another chokes me.

Man after man’s hips bucked against my face, all ending with a moan of pleasure and warm seed erupting down my throat. “Oh fuck, you’re so good.”

“Damn, let me have a taste.” I hear off to my left.

There’s a pause before another cock drives into my mouth. I take this guy deep with no trouble and fumble around till I have two cocks in my hand.

Mistress says, “You guys are missing out on a nice tight sissy hole.”

The guy face fucking me says, “Not yet, I’m close…. Oh fuck….” His hips buck as he shoots his load down my throat.

They waste no time. How many have there been? How many will there be? I’m guided to what feels like a table, and several hands lift me on my back. My legs are spread, and before I know it, both holes are filled. I can’t say how long this went on. It was hard to tell how many I pleased. When things got quiet, my ass ached, my throat ached, and I was choking on cum.

Mistress removed the blindfold and said, “Shall we go home?”

“Home?”

“Yes, slut. I’m not letting you out of my sight.” Mistress says.


Chapter Sixteen




Special Agent Amelia Sanchez

You could hear a pin drop inside the courtroom while waiting for Dr. Jon Babbage’s testimony. Outside, it was like a frantic mix of excitement and curiosity. Everyone wondered if Dr. Babbage would seal the fate of the executives at Medgenius.

Honestly, I’m not sure. It’s been six months since I’ve seen or heard from my star witness. Two weeks after he handed me the last batch of files, Babbage resigned and disappeared, seemingly off the face of the Earth. A week later, a private investigator known more for her dirty deeds than her investigating ability let me know that Dr. Babbage was under her care and I could contact him through her.

She ended our conversation with, “He’s mine now.”

The prosecutor leans over the railing, “Where’s Babbage? We’re sunk if he doesn’t show.”

I scan the courtroom; I see Jazz Sanchez, the woman who said Babbage was hers now, whatever that meant. Sitting next to her is the cutest girl I’ve ever seen. She’s petite, no taller than five-eight, with curly blonde hair and glistening blue eyes.

Our eyes meet. I hold my hands, palms up, and mouth, “Where’s Babbage.”

She nods. I understand. Go ahead and call him to the witness stand.

I signal the prosecutor all in order.

After the judge and jury arrive, they take their places. The prosecutor calls Dr. Jon Babbage to the witness stand. With my career at stake, I turn waiting.

The cute girl sitting next to Jazz stands, walks to the front of the courtroom, and takes the witness stand.

The courtroom erupts.




The End
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