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Part 1
Caged & Feminized




Chapter 1
Tricked
“You've got to be kidding me, Tracy!” I said in shock.
“I’m serious, Andrew. You owe me and this is how you’re going to pay me back,” she replied with her arms crossed and a scowl on her face. She was was wearing pajama shorts that barely covered her ass cheeks and a tiny white halter top with no bra underneath. Her long blonde hair was tied in a ponytail and had fallen over her left shoulder. She was always hard to say ’no’ to when she was dressed like this, but this was asking too much.
“You want me to pretend that I’m you and host a sales meeting in your place? Not only is that asking way too much, but that’s crazy. There’s no way anyone would believe I’m you.”
“A little makeup and the right outfit can do wonders. Don’t pretend like you aren’t interested in dressing up like me.”
“Why would I be interested in that?”
“Oh, come on. I saw you stealing a pair of my panties from my laundry one time. I know you would love to dress up and pretend you’re me.”
My cheeks burned with embarrassment. I had no idea she had seen that. Her panties aren’t the only thing I’ve tried on before.
“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I lied.
“Even if that wasn’t true, I still need your help! I would go if I could but I’m way too sick. My job depends on this, Andy!”
“No way!” I said with finality. “Im not dressing up like a woman and going out in public.”
She was beginning to look defeated, her shoulders slumped and she had a pouty look on her face. “I’m desperate here, Andy. I will owe you big if you do this for me and I’ll pay you back anyway you want. I’m sure there’s something you would like from me,” she said slowly as she batted her eyelashes.
Is she coming on to me?
There were a million different things I would like from my sexy stepsister, but none that I would ever dare speak aloud. However, her tone intrigued me enough to consider her proposal. Maybe she shares the same desires for me that I have for her after all. If she initiated something between us, I couldn’t be blamed for giving in to temptation, even if she was my stepsister. The chance to wear her clothing again also perked my interest.
“You would do anything, huh?” I asked.
She walked closer to me and ran her finger down my chest as she stared into my eyes. “Anything.”
My heart was beginning to race. “Alright,” I choked out. 
“Thank you, brother!” she exclaimed as she gave me a big hug.
“Stepbrother…” I mumbled under my breath as I returned the hug, feeling her heavy breasts against my chest.
I quickly pulled away, trying to conceal my growing erection.
“We don’t have much time,” she said. “We need to get you dressed and ready for the meeting. You’re going to need to shave your legs while I find you a suitable outfit.”
“What? Why do I need to shave my legs?!”
“Business men are big perverts and they’re going to be looking over every inch of you, we can’t have hairs sticking out of your pantyhose. You don’t have a lot of hair on your legs anyway and it will grow back quickly.”
“Seriously?”
“Yes! Now hurry up! Go use my razors in the shower and shave everything up to your waist.”
I was secretly a little excited, I had always wondered what shaved legs would feel like. I walked down the hall into the bathroom where I got undressed. I stepped into the shower and began covering my first leg with shaving cream. 
After the first few swipes of the razor, my legs were feeling tingly. I ran my finger over the newly shaved skin and felt my smooth skin; it felt nice. 
Tracy was right that I didn’t have much hair on my legs, or body for that matter, so it didn’t take a lot of work to shave the rest of my legs. When I was done, I started on my pubic hair and dick. I had never shaved this area before, but it looked silly to have pubic hair with no leg hair so I did it. When all of the hair was gone, I somehow felt even more naked then I already was, and colder.
Suddenly I heard the door open. I quickly moved my hands to cover my dick. 
“Here, put this on,” Tracy said as she set something down on the bathroom counter. It appeared to be 3 different pieces: a ring, a cylindrical piece and a small lock with a key in it. Both the ring and cylinder were bright pink.
“What the heck is that?” I asked.
“It’s a chastity cage for your penis. It will help keep you from getting aroused while you’re dressed up as me. I can’t risk you getting turned on and showing off an erection during the meeting.”
“This keeps getting worse. Remind me why I agreed to this?”
She stepped further into the bathroom and looked over my naked body, from head to toe. “Because I said I would do anything to repay you.” She walked out of the bathroom as she continued looking at me over her shoulder.
“You’d better,” I mumbled to myself as I grabbed the cage.
The cage was made of a hard plastic and was only a couple inches long. After playing around with it to see how it worked, I began putting it on. I slipped the ring around my testicles and then put the cylinder around my penis until it connected with the ring. My penis filled the cage snuggly. Finally, I inserted the lock into the slot on the top, turned the key and pulled it out. 
I can’t believe I’m doing this.
I put my boxers back on and returned to Tracy’s room. “Alright, I have this stupid cage on and I’ve shaved. Now what?”
“Good, let me have the key,” she said as she held out her hand.
Without thinking, I handed her the key then instantly regretted it.
“Wait, no, give that back!” I shouted.
“Too late. If you want to get this key back, you’re going to have to do everything I say.”
Fuck!
“Ugh, fine.”
“Good, now take off those boxers and let's get you dressed."
“You want me to get undressed in front of you?” I asked hesitantly.
“Sure, why not. We are family now after all.”
I grimaced. I hated when she called us family. Before our parents had married, I had the biggest crush on her and had been building up the courage to ask her out. But now she was my stepsister and suddenly off limits. It made it worse that she knew I had feelings for her and she loved to tease me about it.
I sighed and pulled down my boxers, exposing the pink cage encompassing my penis.
“Mmm, I can’t believe I finally have you naked in my room. Too bad you can’t do anything with that cage on, huh?”
I felt my penis begin to plump up in the cage as she teased me.
“Here, put this on first,” she said as she tossed me a small black thong.
“Why can’t I just wear my boxers?” I asked as I held up the thong.
“Andrew, come on. You can’t wear baggy boxers under women’s clothing; they will bunch up and show terrible lines. It will look like you’re wearing a diaper. You need to wear a thong so you don’t have any panty lines. Business men expect us women to look sleek and sexy.”
I rolled my eyes and pulled the thong over my hairless legs until it slipped into my butt crack and covered my caged penis.
“Looking sexy already in your little thong. Now let me help you with this corset.”
She walked up to me holding out the corset, it was sleek, black, strapless and had bra cups at the top. I raised my arms as she pressed it against my chest and walked around to my back. There she started attaching the many clasps to close it the corset. With each clasp it grew tighter and tighter.
“Why do I need this? No one will see this under my clothes and I can barely breath!”
“It will help give you feminine curves. Plus, you need to have a bra to make it look like you have breasts. Here, I used to wear these when I was younger,” she said as she slipped in some silicon breast inserts into the bra. They filled in the empty space in the bra well.
“Now sit down and I’ll help you with your stockings.”
I sat on the edge of the bed while she kneeled in front of me, her perky breasts on full display. I had imagined us in this same position many times, but she was never helping me put on pantyhose in those fantasies.
She bunched up a stocking in her hands and then slipped it over my leg. She slowly pulled the sheer black stocking up my leg, her fingers sliding up my smooth legs. As her fingers ran up my inner thighs I felt shivers run down my spine.
The stockings ended just below my crotch. She ran her fingers along the top of the thigh high to smooth it out and then traced her hands down the full length of my leg. The feeling of her touch was soft and sensual and caused my penis to throb uncomfortably in its cage.
She began pulling up the stocking on my other leg. The gentle touches on my hairless legs were becoming too much. As she approached the top, my penis was now pushing hard against its cage, trying to get erect.
She glanced at my thong, seeing my protruding cage. “Getting excited are we?”
I blushed.
She grabbed my thighs as she pressed down on them, helping her stand up. “Get up,” she ordered.
I stood up as she wrapped a thin, black lacy fabric around my waist. Straps hung from the sides of the fabric and one at a time she clipped them to the stockings.
“These garters will help hold your thigh highs up,” she explained. “Alright, now let’s finish your outfit."
She handed me a white button up blouse. I put it on and buttoned it up. Next, she handed me a light grey pencil skirt. I stepped my feet into it and pulled it up to my waist, tucking the blouse in. I had to suck in my gut to pull the zipper up all the way, making for a tight fit. I could feel it snug against my thighs and ass.
Tracy tossed a matching suit jacket onto the bed as she walked up to me. “No, no, no. You’re dressing far too modest.” She unbuttoned the top two buttons on the blouse so that the shirt barely covered the padded bra. “You won’t have the advantage of real cleavage, but you can show just enough to get them intrigued.”
“Why do I feel like you’re dressing me up like a slut?” I asked.
“It’s hard as a young woman in sales. You need to use every asset you have. Come sit down at my vanity so I can do your makeup.”
I sat down and she began applying makeup. I had never worn makeup before and was amazed by the transformation she accomplished with me. By the time she was done, my face truly looked feminine. 
“Wow!” I said when she held up a mirror for me to see my finished face. She had applied foundation and concealer to make my face look smoother and more feminine, eye shadow and fake eyelashes to make my eyes look sexy and powerful, and trimmed my eyebrows to make them less masculine. She topped it off with a sexy yet classy shade of pink lipstick.
“It’s amazing what a little makeup can do,” she said, clearly proud of her work on my face. “You’re almost ready. Now I just need to paint your nails and give you a run down of the presentation.”
She grabbed a jar of nail polish off of her vanity and began painting my fingernails. It was a shade of pink very similar to my lipstick.
“You better take this all off me afterwards,” I said.
She shrugged. “Maybe you will like it and want to keep it on,” she said with a smirk. “Now let’s talk about the meeting. The presentation is stored on a thumb drive which I’ve put in a purse for you to take. There’s also a script in the purse. You just need to pop the thumb drive into the projector and read off of the script. It’s contains everything you need to say. Just make sure to look up and make eye contact every now and then.”
“What if they ask questions?”
“Just tell them to hold their questions until the end and if it hasn’t been answered by then, tell them that you will find out and follow up with them. They never ask much because they’re typically not interested in buying, but it’s my job to keep trying. This is a very large account you’re working with today. It would be amazing to lock them in, but honestly the chances of making the deal are slim. My boss would kill me if I didn’t show up though.”
“And remind me why you aren’t going? You don’t seem very sick.”
She coughed a couple times as she tried to hide her smile. “Oh, trust me, I’m just burning up inside.”
I had a sudden feeling that I had been tricked. She had made me shave my legs, put a cage on my penis, dress up as her and then covered me in makeup for no reason.
“I can’t believe you. You better pay up when this is over,” I demanded.
“And you better put on a good show if you want this key back,” she said as she waved the key to the cage in front of me.
She walked away, leaving me stewing in my annoyance. With that key, she held all the power over me. There was no way I could go running to my stepmother looking like this.
When she came back she was holding a pair a high heels.
“No way, I can’t wear those!” I exclaimed.
“Oh, settle down. They aren’t as bad as they look. You will get used to them soon enough. Just put them on.” She set them down in front of me. They were shiny black stilettos.
I slipped my feet into them and braced myself on her vanity table as I stood up. I wobbled as I tried to balance in the tall high heels. Once I had composed myself I took a few steps with my arms stretched out to the side, steadying myself.
“You need to strut, like this,” she said as she walked ahead of me, shifting her ass from side to side. It was hypnotizing to watch.
“I can barely walk in these, and you want me to do that?”
“Give it a try!”
I began walking and swaying my hips from side to side, my legs shook at first but I eventually got used to it. I began to feel more powerful with each stride.
“There you go! Work it, girl!” Tracy hollered.
I stopped and walked back to her, rolling my eyes. She was enjoying this far too much. “Are we done yet? I want to get this over with.”
“One last thing, your wig. I don’t have one that matches my hair, but I have a black wig that I wore for Halloween years ago. It should work well enough. None of these guys know what I look like anyways.”
She went into her closet and pulled out her black wig and returned to me. I lowered my head and allowed her to place it over my head. She adjusted it into place and then brushed the hair down with her hands.
“Don’t forget, you’re a woman now so you need to use a womanly voice.”
I cleared my throat and gave it a try. “Yes, of course,” I said in my girliest voice.
“Very good. Now you’re all set. Go check yourself out.”
I walked over to her mirror to see how I looked. When I saw myself I felt my penis pulse. 
“I look like a woman!” I exclaimed.
“Mmm, yeah, and a sexy one at that,” Tracy said as she crept up behind me and grabbed my ass with both hands.
I briefly stumbled, surprised by her grope, until she caught me with a hug from behind. She reached her hands up and squeezed my padded chest then ran her hands down to my hips, pulling me close to her.
“They’re going to love you,” she whispered into my ear.




Chapter 2
Meetings
As I walked down the hall, hearing the click clacking of my high heels, I tried to remember to strut. I swung my hips from side to side while keeping my posture tall and my chest pressed out, just as my stepsister Tracy had taught me.
When I approached the office secretary she cocked her head to the side and gave me a curious look.
“Tracy here to see Mr. Long,” I told her.
“Oh, yes. You can proceed into the conference room to get setup. Mr. Long and his associates will be in shortly,” she said as she motioned towards a set of double doors.
I followed her gesture and walked into the conference room, shutting the doors behind me so I could prepare in private. I walked to the projector at the front of the room and set down the purse Tracy had given me. It contained the thumb drive containing the presentation file as well as a script, my wallet, keys and extra makeup in case I needed to reapply. I took out the thumb drive and stuck it into the projector and started the presentation.
As I saw the presentation display, my reality sunk in and I felt my heart start racing.
Any second a group of business men are going to walk in expecting to see Tracy give a sales presentation, but instead will find her stepbrother, who knows nothing about her company, dressed up as her. They’re going to laugh me out of the building! Why did I agree to this?!
I started flipping through the script, reading up on the presentation as the first three men opened the doors and walked in. They all wore expensive looking business suits and were deep in conversation with each other. I quickly turned my back to them in an attempt to hide.
As they sat down their conversation changed to hushed tones, but I could hear them every so often. I heard words such as “tight”, “ass”, “fuck”, “tits”.
Are they saying I have a tight ass and they want to fuck me?!
I felt my face turning red as my penis plumped up in its cage.
Maybe it was best that Tracy tricked me to wearing this cage after all. This tight skirt would definitely show my erection if I could get one.
I heard another man enter the conference room to a chorus of greetings. “Good afternoon, Mr. Long,” said the three other men to their boss.
This must be everyone. Time to start. You can do this, just read the presentation.
I took in a deep breathe and released it as I turned to face the table of men, catching my first look at Mr. Long. He was wearing a well fitting black suit with a crisp white dress shirt and a light blue tie. His hair was short and mostly grey, his eyes blue. He looked lean yet strong with a powerful and masculine appearance.
“Good afternoon, everyone. Thank you for taking the time to join me today,” I began with a smile.
The first three men all opened their eyes wide when they saw me. They all turned to look at one another. Mr. Long’s eyes squinted as he appeared to examine me.
One of the men stood up and pushed his chair in. “I think Mr. Long can handle this one himself. Don’t you agree? Steve? Clark?”
The other two men stood up.
“I agree.”
“Me, too.”
All three men hastily walked out, leaving just me and Mr. Long.  I felt a rush of embarrassment as it appeared that they all quickly saw through my disguise.
I looked over at Mr. Long to see what his reaction would be.
“Ms. Olsen, won’t you please begin? I have limited time,” he said. He appeared unfazed.
I cleared my throat and started my presentation. “Thank you, Mr. Long. I’m here on behalf of Sterling Paper Industries and, umm, I think you will be very interested in our paper products and, uhh, supplies.” I felt sweat building up on my forehead. There was only one man left to talk to, but between being dressed like a woman and being completely unprepared,  my nerves were working on overdrive.
I continued. “At Sterling Paper Industries, we pride ourselves in using the latest and greatest technologies. In doing so, we can offer you not only the best quality paper, but at the cheapest prices.” I looked up from the script and saw that Mr. Long was typing on his phone, his body not even facing my direction.
Why am I embarrassing myself if nobody cares?
I sighed and went to the next slide. “We are prepared to offer you our best deal on our highest quality…”
“Excuse me, Ms. Olsen,” Mr. Long interrupted. “Do you mind if I give you a little sales advice?”
“Oh, umm, sure,” I said, flustered by his interruption.
“Be more personable and less… whatever this is,” he said as he gestured his hand at me. “Why don’t you turn off the screen and come give me a quick one-on-one synopsis of your offer.”
“Oh, umm,” I stammered.
How am I supposed to do that? I have no idea what the offer is without the presentation!
I quickly scanned the script looking for monetary values, trying to find the offer I was supposed to make. 
“A-alright, Mr. Long,” I finally agreed as I turned the projector off and walked towards him.
Before I could pull out the chair next to his, he pushed back his own and patted his thighs. “Why don’t you sit on my lap, it will be much more pleasant that way. And please, call me Roger.”
I was stunned.
Do I really need to sit in his lap?
“Come on, I won’t bite,” he continued.
I felt an inclination to do as I was told. If I messed up this deal for Tracy, she might not give me back the key to my cage.
I gave in and sat down on his lap. As I rested my butt on his thighs he grabbed my ass and held it firmly.
“That’s a good girl,” Roger said. “Now why don’t you give me the short, sweet version of your pitch.” I noticed he was staring directly at my chest which was now at his eye level.
“Oh, umm,” I began quickly scanning the script again trying to find the deal. I was so taken aback by his request that I had forgot everything I had just read. “We are prepared to offer you a one time deal of… $10 per 500 sheets for our highest quality paper.”
I waited for a reaction but it seemed that Roger was too distracted by holding me.
“Mr. Long?” I said to regain his attention.
“I’m sorry, Tracy. I got lost in my thoughts. Could you please repeat that?”
He place a hand on my thigh, dangerously close to my crotch. I was beginning to feel very creeped out by him, but surprisingly, I also felt my penis reacting to his touch
“Of course,” I said as I repeated the offer to him.
He again appeared to have lost his attention, this time he was staring at his hand on my thighs. Again I had to snap him out of his thoughts.
“Sorry again. I was in the middle of a rather large negotiation prior to this meeting. While you’re a charming young lady, I just don’t think I have the time for this right now.”
“Oh…,” I muttered.
If he was that busy he should have just canceled the meeting! Then I wouldn’t have had to be here dressed like this!
“I also don’t have our current paper prices available to me right now. Why don’t you allow me to gather that information and then we can meet again. How about tonight at 7pm? At Butcher’s Block.”
“The steakhouse?” I asked in surprise. “You want to meet with me there?”
“That’s the one, yes. We’ll have a nice dinner and you can give me your pitch then. I promise I’ll be more attentive.”
He wants to take me out to dinner with him? I really just want to get this experience over with, but Butcher’s Block is the nicest steakhouse in town! Maybe I should just agree and make Tracy go… just like she should be here right now.
“Oh, alright. That sounds lovely,” I said, agreeing to the dinner.
“Fantastic, I will see you at 7,” he said. He then pulled me close against him, his face nuzzling up by my ear. I could feel his warm breath on my neck. “Wear something sexy, preferably black… and short.”
He pulled away from me and gave my ass a slap, prompting me to standup. He followed me in standing up, gave me a wink and then walked out of the conference room.
I can’t believe I just agreed to that. Whatever. He’s Tracy’s problem now.




Chapter 3
Little Black Dress
“You agreed to what?” Tracy shouted after I told her about Roger’s request to meet for dinner.
I sat down on her bed and kicked off my high heels. I was relieved to finally have them off. 
“I thought you would be happy. You now have a one-on-one with the head of a large company with a good in to get the deal done,” I explained.
“Do you really think he wants to talk business there? This is a date, not a sales meeting.”
“So then you go, have a nice steak and let the old guy flirt with you a little. What’s the harm?”
“I’m glad you said that, because you’re going, not me.”
“What? No! I did my part. I’m done.”
“Oh, no you’re not. You agreed to this so you’re going. Plus, he’s going to be expecting someone looking like you, not me!”
“Then tell him you’re my assistant.”
“A powerful man like that doesn’t deal with assistants! You have to go!”
How did I not think of this when I agreed to meet him. I think I might be stuck going on a date with a man! Unless I can get my key back...
“Give me my key back and then I’ll go,” I said.
“Hah!” she laughed out loud. “You’re going to go on this date because I have your key. Then maybe you will get your key back.”
My shoulders slumped as I knew I was stuck. “And you still owe me big time. Even bigger now.”
“We’ll see,” she said with a wink.
She has always known that I’ve had a crush on her and loved to tease me, but this time it felt different.
“Ugh, fine. He said I should wear a short black dress. He specifically requested something sexy.”
“Oh! I have just the dress for your date,” Tracy said as she hurried to her closet, throwing open the door excitedly. She started pushing aside her various dresses, blouses and skirts that were hanging on the rack until she found what she was looking for. “Here it is!”
She turned around holding a little black dress on a hanger. It was solid black and the top had two crossing straps.
“Why are you still dressed? Take all of that off so we can get you looking sexy for Roger.”
I rolled my eyes at her as I began taking off the suit jacket. “Can you stop calling it a date?”
“Why? That’s exactly what it is. How did he even ask you?”
I continued taking off my outfit, untucking the blouse and then unzipping and pulling down the tight skirt. “Well, I was sitting on his lap and his mind kept getting preoccupied with other business. He said he could give me his full attention if I met him tonight.” I was now only wearing the corset, thong and thigh high stockings.
Tracy started laughing uncontrollably. “You were sitting on his lap?! Andrew, you never agree to sit on their laps!”
“I didn’t want to ruin the deal for you! You were so worried.”
“You played right into his hands, no wonder he asked you out. He thinks you’re ready and willing to go the extra mile for a sale.”
“What do you mean?” I asked concerned.
She dropped the dress on her bed then started walking towards me. “He thinks he’s getting lucky tonight,” she said.
“Ha, ha, ha,” I laughed sarcastically.
She walked behind me as she ran her finger along my corset. “I’m not joking, Andy,” she said as she began tracing my curves with her hands down towards my ass. “And that’s a shame, I thought I might make up my debt to you tonight.”
My penis started pressing against its cage under my thong. My mind raced about all the different ways she might make it up to me. 
“I think you still should,” I attempted to say in a sexy voice.
“Maybe… if you’re not too exhausted from your date.” She grabbed my bare ass and squeezed it hard. “Good thing you have a nice perky ass. He’s going to like that.”
“Ok, ok, enough of that,” I pleaded.
She gave my butt cheek a light slap. “Alright, fine. Let’s get you ready."
She picked up the black dress and brought it over to me. “Here, put this on.”
I took the dress from her and pulled it over my head. She helped me get my head through the crossed straps on the top and then pulled it down my body. The dress was very short and stretchy, going just a few inches below my dick while conforming tightly to my body, giving me some feminine curves. It was sleeveless and backless above the waist other than an ‘X’ on the top of my back from the crossing straps. The front had a small slit between the breasts but other wise covered my chest well in an elegant yet sexy style.
“Damn, you look hot. You would have made a nice girl,” she said as she gave me a look over.
I walked over to her mirror to check myself out. “Very funny. I do look good though.” I struck a few poses for fun.
“Yeah, girl! Get into it. I knew you’d like it.” She again walked up behind me. “I bet you feel pretty sexy, huh?”
“Yeah… I guess I do.”
She grabbed me by the hips and pulled me back into her. Her hands ran along the front of my hips as she wrapped her arms around me. “If I was a lesbian, I don’t think I could resist you,” she whispered into my ear.
My penis was throbbing now.
She’s such a tease.
“You better stay up until I get home,” I said as I turned to face her.
“Or maybe you better not stay out too late on your date.”
“Oh, I’ll be coming home as soon as I can.” I sat down on her bed and rubbed my feet. They were still hurting from wearing high heels earlier. "So give me some advice for tonight. What should I expect?”
“You should at least expect to suck his dick. Do you want some pointers on that?”
I rolled my eyes at her. “Come on, be serious.”
She walked over to her nightstand and opened the drawer, pulling out a large dildo. “Oh, I’m serious. Here, watch me.” She kneeled in front of to me as she spread my legs and placed the dildo on top of my crotch. She looked me in the eyes and smiled before lowering her mouth onto the dildo and deep throating it. 
“Mmm,” she said as she sucked the dildo, moving her head up and down as she kept her eyes locked on mine.
As I watched, I felt my penis straining vigorously in its prison, longing to feel her mouth on it.
She pulled her mouth off and licked the drool from her mouth. “You want to use a lot of tongue and make sure to work the head. Do you want to give it a try?” She extended the dildo towards me.
“What? No! I’m not going to suck his dick, Tracy. I’m just going to dinner to try and close this deal and then I’m heading home.”
“Oh come on, just give it a little suck. Just for fun.”
“Absolutely not,” I said adamantly.
She waved the dildo in front of my face. “You want that key back, right? Then I think you should give it a little suck for me.”
I’m such an idiot for giving her that key. She’s going to keep holding it over me.
“Seriously? You’re going to play that card again?”
“Mmhmm,” she said as she nodded. “Come on, suck it for me.”
I sighed and put my mouth over the dildo, quickly took it off. “There, I did it.”
“You know that doesn’t count. Do it just like I did.”
“Ugh,” I said as I lowered my head on the dildo again, this time closing my mouth on it and sucking as I lifted my head. I went down again, repeating the motions. The dildo didn’t have much of a taste, but I could feel its veins and penis head as I sucked. 
I looked her in the eyes and she nodded as she began pushing it in deeper as I went down. I kept sucking. Down and up, down and up. Suddenly she stuck it in as deep as she could, causing me to gag.
“What the hell?” I exclaimed as I grabbed my throat.
“Just wanted to give you another real experience. Men love shoving their cocks in as far as they can,” she said. "You really got into that. I think you may be a natural. You’re definitely ready for your date tonight."




Chapter 4
Date Night
When I arrived at Butcher’s Block I was feeling nervous. Tracy was adamant that Roger thought this was a date and that he was going to expect me to put out. I knew there was no way I would do that so I would have to figure out how to avoid getting into that scenario.
Roger was waiting outside the entrance. He was dressed in his same black suit as before except he had ditched his tie and unbuttoned the top buttons of his shirt. He had on dark sunglasses, even though it was already nighttime.
He tipped them down as he saw me approach. “Good evening, beautiful,” he said as he removed the glasses and put them into his coat pocket.
“Good evening,” I blushed.
“Our table is ready. I had my secretary organize an extra private table just for us.”
This really is a date!
“Oh, how nice.”
“Shall we?” he asked as he offered me his arm.
I wrapped my arm around his and allowed him to lead me. The doorman opened the front door for us and inside the head waiter showed us to our table. It was a small, round booth table far away from any other tables. He motioned to me to take a seat. I sat down and slid into the booth seat. Roger slid in after me. The shape of the table gave us no choice but to sit next to each other. He slid in until our thighs touched and then rested his hand on my leg, giving it a gentle rub.
“Don’t worry about ordering, I’ve taken care of everything,” he said.
“Oh, alright,” I said.
Is this how he treats all of his dates?
“Tell me about yourself, Tracy. I want to know everything about you. What are you passionate about? What you gives you great pleasure?"
“Oh, umm,” I stammered. “I guess I am passionate about supplying businesses with great deals on high quality paper.” I said, trying to keep the conversation about business.
He quickly deflected. “Let’s save the work talk until we know each other better. If I’m going to buy from you, I need to trust you, to know you.”
Oh, he’s good.
“Well, I’m a recent college graduate with a degree in finance. This is my first post-school job and I’m trying to make a name for myself.”
“I see,” he said contemplative. “Are you eager and driven to do whatever it takes to succeed?”
I took a deep swallow. “Of course…,” I said hesitantly, knowing exactly what his innuendo implied.
“Very good,” he said as he nodded his approval at me.
A waitress approached the table with a tray with two glasses of champagne and set them down in front of us. Roger grabbed his glass and held it towards me, prompting me to cheers with him.
“To new found relationships, be they business, or otherwise…”
I gave him a smile as I grabbed my glass and clinked it against his. I took a long sip hoping it might help get me through this night.
“Do you take all salespeople out to dinner like this, Roger? This is quite elaborate for a meeting about office supplies,” I said.
“Of course not, Tracy. Only the ones I see a special quality in; ones with which I believe we can find mutual benefits in partnering.”
I noticed his hand beginning to brush the inside of my thigh, just above the top of my thigh high stockings. My hairless legs felt sensitive to his touch and my penis was beginning to react inside of its cage causing a feeling of confusion inside of me.
Why is my penis getting hard from this creep touching me?
He continued. “What do you think, Tracy? Do you think we can mutually benefit each other?”
“Maybe if you buy a lot of paper.”
He gave my thigh a squeeze. “Oh, Tracy. Always bringing it back to business. You are an eager little girl, aren’t you?”
I was beginning to feel trapped. His advances were becoming so strong and overwhelming. I needed to get away.
“Would you excuse me, Roger? I need to use the lady’s room.”
“Of course, dear. But don’t be long, dinner will be here any minute.”
I promptly scooted out of the seat and hurried to the back of the restaurant to find a restroom. I found the women’s restroom and rushed in. I walked to the counter and set my hands on the countertop. I wanted to splash water on my face, hoping it would wake up from this crazy dream, but I was afraid I would mess up my makeup. I stared at myself in the mirror.
Why am I dressed like a woman on a date with a man?! How did I get myself into this? Tracy is going to pay for this!
I took several deep breaths and felt my heartbeat returning to normal. 
I just need to finish this meal and then find an excuse to leave. You can do this.
Once I was feeling more relaxed, I began my walk back to the table, making sure to take my time. When I arrived I was shocked to see Roger eating alongside a woman. As I approached, the woman turned to look up at me. It was Tracy.
Tracy had ditched her pajamas for a dark blue strapless dress, her breasts pushed up and heaving cleavage.
“What are you doing here?” I asked her angrily.
She swallowed a bite of steak. “Roger and I were just finalizing my sale. Thank you for all of your help, Andy.”
“What do you mean? You mean I can leave?” I asked hopefully.
A large grin grew on Roger’s face.
“Oh, no. I’m afraid your night is just beginning, Andy,” Tracy said. “You see, I had heard rumors that Roger here like a certain type of girl.” She made air quotes as she said ‘girl’. “That’s why I sent you in my place, to get his attention. Once you agreed to go on this date with him, I knew I had my opportunity.
“When you stepped away, I came over and explained everything to Roger and we began to work on a deal. He is a stiff negotiator and was adamant that you be included in our agreement. 'One night with Andy,’ he requested.”
Roger had a carnivorous look in his eyes as he glared at me and took a bite of his steak.
“What?! No way! No deal!” I shouted.
“Be quiet and sit down!” demanded Tracy as other diners turned to look at the disturbance.
I sat down next to her in the booth. I grabbed the champagne flute and chugged the remaining contents. “Why would I ever agree to do this? I don’t want to be with a man! I only did this so you would owe me and I could be with you!”
Panic surged through me as I realized what I had just admitted to my stepsister.
“Oh, I know, poor Andy. I am going to be with you in a sense. I will be going with you and Roger to make sure you make good on my deal.”
“I’m going to tell our parents!”
“You are going to tell them that I tricked you into locking your dick in a cage, dressing up as a woman and going on a date with a man? You think they would believe something so outlandish?” she laughed. “They’ve both mentioned to me that they think you might be secretly into men, so I don’t think they would believe that I forced you. They will probably just think you are coming out to them.”
“What? Why would they think that?” I asked in surprise.
“I mentioned to my mom about how my panties keep going missing ever since I moved in with you and your dad. She immediately thought it was you wanting to wear them. She suggested that I setup a camera in my room to find out for sure and, well, it shouldn’t be a surprise that I picked out this outfit for you tonight since I have you on video wearing the exact one.”
My eyes bulged and I felt my cheeks burn with embarrassment. 
She’s right. I snuck into her room and tried on this exact dress a few weeks ago.
“I… I was just curious,” I mumbled.
“Well, if you don’t want me to share that video and the pictures I’ve taken of you and Roger tonight with my mom, your dad, and all of our friends, then you will help me close this deal. I’m sure part of you is curious about what a night with Roger might be like.”
I looked over at Roger and he gave me a wink. I noticed my dick was still engorged in its cage and clearly had some interest.
I don’t think I really have a choice. She now has my key and blackmail. 
I put my head down. “Fine,” I muttered. “I’ll do it.”




Chapter 5
A Deal’s a Deal
We arrived at Roger’s condo an hour later. It was on the top floor of one of the largest buildings in town and it was huge. Upon entering there was large open area with lavish decor. You could tell that no expense was spared. The condo had a very modern color scheme of white, grey and black and all the furniture looked almost futuristic. 
I stumbled in, feeling tipsy from the extra drinks I had ordered at the restaurant and felt my heart start pounding again.
Am I really going to go through with this? What is he expecting from me?
Tracy was true to her word and came with Roger and I. She was looking sexier than ever in her blue dress. It contoured to her body perfectly, leaving little to the imagination. She wore matching open toed heels with straps wrapping around her ankles. She had a small clutch bag wrapped around her wrist and hanging from her neck, between her heaving breasts, was a silver necklace containing the key to my chastity cage, reminding me of her power over me.
Roger led us inside to a seating area in the front room. He took a seat in a dark green lounge chair and motioned for us to sit on the adjoining couch. I sat down with Tracy sitting on my other side, sandwiching me between Roger. I felt my heart thumping even harder.
“Can I offer you ladies some drinks?” Roger asked as he opened the top of an end table, exposing a collection of liquor bottles.
“Yes!” I blurted out.
“No,” said Tracy firmly. “Let’s not waste anytime and just get to business, shall we?”
I felt a pit in my stomach.
“If you insist,” shrugged Roger. He looked at me. “Why don’t you show me what you’ve got?”
I sat frozen in fear, not knowing what to do.
“You heard the man. Get up, Andy!” ordered Tracy as she gave me a little push.
I stood up and walked in front of Roger, looking back at Tracy for some sort of hint as to what I was supposed to do. She shook her head in disappointment, stood up from the couch and stomped over to me. She quickly grabbed the bottom of my dress and pulled it up and over my head, leaving me wearing nothing but my lingerie and thigh highs.
I instantly moved my hands to cover my crotch, not wanting him to see my caged cock.
“Come now, Andy. There’s no reason to be modest. I know what you are, there’s no reason to be ashamed.”
I moved my hands and lowered my head, trying to hide my face as much as I could as I felt extremely exposed in front of Roger.
He looked over to Tracy. “You really do have him under lock and key, don’t you?”
“That’s right, he’s my little bitch,” she laughed out as she fiddled with the key around her neck. “Why don’t you go give Roger a little kiss, Andy. Go warm up that mouth of yours.”
I looked back at her with pleading eyes, but she returned any icy stare. I was going to have to do this.
It’s just a kiss. That’s not so bad.
I took a few steps towards Roger who was still sitting in his chair. He grabbed my bare hips and pulled me down to him. I closed my eyes just as our lips collided. He pushed his lips into mine as he place a hand firmly on the back of my head, holding me close. He had full lips that seemed to swallow mine with each kiss. 
“Good girl, Andy!” I heard behind me. Tracy was standing tall with her arms crossed as she watched. It was then that I realized that I was kissing Roger back, our lips opening and weaving together lustfully. I was astonished by the realization and by how I didn’t want to stop.
Roger forced my mouth open wide as he jammed his tongue deep inside of my mouth. I unleashed my tongue on his, matching this passionate thrusts. He grabbed my ass and pulled me on top of him. I began to grind on him as I grabbed his face with my both of my hands and started to moan.
He began unzipping his pants and I felt a sudden eagerness and impatience for him to get his pants down. My cock was throbbing.
As he pulled down his pants and underwear, I reached down and helped get them down below his knees. His erect cock popped out in front of me. I grabbed it with my hand and pulled my hand up to the head, feeling liquid already leaking out of it. 
Roger groaned at my stroke and pushed me away from him. I opened my eyes to see him staring into them. He lowered his eyes to his cock as he spread his legs and I knew exactly what he wanted. I lowered onto my knees as I stared at his large, veiny cock.
I felt a strong part of me trying to resist, but another part was begging for a taste. I looked back at Tracy who was standing over my shoulder. She gave me a nod.
“That’s right, close the deal for me, Andy.”
I turned back towards Roger, he had a large smile on his face. I took his shaft in my hand and lowered towards my face as I put my mouth over it, putting it deep inside of my throat. I pulled back as I sucked and then took it deep in my throat again. I remembered the advice Tracy gave me earlier in the day and began using my tongue, tracing the veins up his cock each time I raised my mouth. My hand followed my mouth up and down, stroking his cock. Roger gripped the chair’s arms as he leaned back in writhing in pleasure.
“That’s a good slut. Suck that cock, sissy!”
My body was surging with desire. I needed more. I sucked harder and faster, saliva dripping from my mouth. Roger grabbed the back of my head, pushing it down on his cock, causing me to gag momentarily. I pulled my head up to catch my breath and then started licking his shaft up towards his cock head, hungry for more.
I ran my tongue around the head of his cock and felt it swell up. I could tell he was getting close. I put my mouth over the head and continued focusing my attention on it while I continuing to stroke his shaft. I could feel his cock pulsing in my hand while I felt my own doing the same in its cage.
“Oooh, oooh!” yelled Roger as he again grabbed the back of my head and pushed it down, deep onto his cock as it burst into the back of my throat. I could feel his cock continue to pump out cum into my mouth as I watched Roger melt into his chair and let go of my head.
I pulled my mouth up, off of his cock, collecting his cum as I went. I stood up and turned to face Tracy who had a large smirk on her face. I stared into her eyes as I swallowed my mouthful of Roger’s cum.
“I knew you had it in you, Andy,” she said as she gave me a pat on the cheek. “You’re going to be my closer from now on.”
















Part 2
Submitting to Mistress




Chapter 1
Returning Home
As I returned from my night with Roger, my mind was spinning out of control. Today had been a whirlwind. It started with me agreeing to dress up as my stepsister Tracy to take her place in a sales meeting. She claimed she was sick and would owe me a huge favor and would do anything to pay me back. I agreed, thinking that I would finally have a chance to fuck her in return, but instead, my night ended with her standing over me watching me pleasure a man.
I had never felt an interest in men before, so why had I tonight? Sure, part of the reason I went through with it was because Tracy was blackmailing me, but once I felt Roger’s hands on my bare hips and his lips on mine, I felt a flood of desire that I couldn’t hold back. I couldn’t hold back from making out with him and I couldn’t hold back from sucking his cock. I could still taste his cum in the back of my throat.
How did she control me so easily?
I snuck back into my room, not wanting to be seen by my dad or stepmom. There I began to get undressed. I pulled off my short black dress, unhooked my tight corset and garter belt, and slid off my thigh highs and thong. I kicked them into a pile in the corner of the room, not wanting to see or think of them again tonight. I was left wearing nothing but the small pink chastity cage that Tracy had tricked me into wearing.
It’s this cage! Ever since I put it on I haven’t felt the same.
As I put on my normal clothes, I heard my bedroom door open.
“Changed already?” asked Tracy as she walked in. “I was hoping we might still have some fun tonight with you dressed as a girl.” She was still wearing her blue strapless dress, her full breasts practically bulging out of it. She had taken off her heels and I no longer saw the silver necklace  that held my chastity key around her neck.
“Yeah, I’m sure you really mean that,” I said sarcastically. "The only thing I want from you is for you to take off this makeup so I can be done with this night.”
She shrugged. “Alright. Then let’s go to the bathroom and get you cleaned up.”
I followed her into the hallway bathroom and stood in front of the mirror. My lipstick was smeared all over my face from kissing Roger. Tracy grabbed some wipes and started cleaning off the makeup from my face.
“You really impressed me tonight, Andrew. I thought I’d have to push you harder to make you give in, but you were so quick to become obedient to me.”
“It’s this stupid cage. It’s brainwashing me or something. You need to give me back the key and never speak of tonight to anyone ever again!”
She looked at me through the mirror. “What was it you said earlier? ‘The only thing I want from you is for you to take off this makeup?’ Your wish has been granted. That’s all you get tonight, dear brother.”
“What?! No, you said if I went through with tonight that you would give me back the key. Give it to me!”
“That was before I found out how useful you could be. You’re going to suck my way to the top!”
“I won’t do it,” I said defiantly.
“Didn't you see what I was doing while you were sucking Roger’s cock? I was recording you! I have everything you did on video.”
I felt a surge of anger build inside of me. “You bitch!” I blurted out.
“That’s right. You’re mine to use unless you want everyone to see what you did.”
I gritted my teeth. I wasn’t sure if I wanted people to find out. I had so many mixed emotions after tonight. I felt like I was possessed and was unsure if I had just got caught up in the moment or if that was really a part of me.
Maybe I should keep this cage on a little longer to help me learn more about myself.
“Fine, fine,” I gave in. “I’ll do what you say... for now. But you’re going to have to let me out of this cage eventually.”
“By the time I’m done training you, you’ll never want out,” she said as she walked out of the bathroom.
I looked back at myself in the mirror. My face was cleaned of makeup, leaving my normal male face which I was glad to see again. I couldn’t believe she had me dressed as a girl all day. 
I noticed that my nails were still painted bright pink. Luckily, I had seen my mom remove her nail polish before so I knew how. I grabbed a bottle of nail polish remover from the bathroom cabinet and began removing my nail polish as I got lost in my thoughts.
How the heck did Tracy outsmart me so easily? First the hidden camera in her room catching me wearing her clothing, then getting me to wear a chastity cage and finally blackmailing me to suck a man’s dick which apparently she recorded for even more blackmail!
More importantly, why did I get so into kissing him? Why did I crave his cock once I saw it? And why did I swallow his cum?
When I was done I returned to my bedroom and flopped down into bed. This had been one of the longest and craziest days of my life and I was exhausted. I threw the blankets over me as I laid on my back, staring at the ceiling fan spinning above me.
What did Tracy mean when she said she would be training me?
I felt a pit form in my stomach as an ominous fear encompassed me. I had a feeling that I had yet to see the worst of Tracy’s plans for me and that I was going to learn a lot about myself very soon.




Chapter 2
The Morning After
The next morning I woke up to my dick straining against my chastity cage. Despite feeling exhausted, I had struggled to fall sleep because my mind refused to settle. Normally after a long, tiring day I would jerk off to relax and fall asleep, but with this cage on, I couldn’t touch my dick let alone manage to jerk off.
I kept thinking about the night with Roger, our passionate kissing, my stroking his cock as I sucked and licked it, and the feeling of it exploding in my throat. Every time I thought about it, my own dick would try harder and harder to get erect, continually getting denied by the cage.
The thought of wearing women’s clothing haunted me as well. I was starting to feel a pressure of sexual energy building inside of me that wanted to express itself in anyway possible. As I got out of bed, my urge grew stronger. To feel a thong slide into my butt crack, the silky thigh highs on my smooth skin, the tight dress contouring to my body; I longed for it all. I looked over at the pile of clothes from last night in the corner of my room.
Maybe I’ll just put the thong back on for now. Just for a little bit.
I removed my boxers then I walked over the the pile, picked up the thong and slipped it on, tucking my cage down into it. Feeling the thong in my butt crack just felt right. I put on a pair of grey shorts and a black t-shirt over the thong and left my room to get breakfast.
✽✽✽
 
I finished my breakfast just as Tracy walked into the kitchen. She was wearing her normal pajama outfit of short pink shorts and a small white halter top with no bra.
“Good morning, Andy. Sleep well?” she asked me.
“I’ve had better nights,” I replied as I glared at her. 
I stood up from the table and took my plate to the sink. Tracy followed me in and leaned against the opposite counter.
“Are you upset with me?”
“What do you think? You only lied, tricked and blackmailed me into doing something that I never wanted to do.”
“You seemed to like it quite a bit last night,” she said innocently. “Most men wonder what it would be like to suck dick their whole lives and never get to experience it. I helped you get that new experience.”
“I had never thought about it before,” I said defensively.
“And don’t tell me you didn’t like getting dressed up as a beautiful woman. I know that’s a little fetish of yours.”
“No! I was just… curious.” I finished cleaning off my plate and put it in the dishwasher. I kept my back towards Tracy and leaned over the sink, putting my hands on the countertop.
“It’s ok if you want to wear women’s clothing, Andy. Lots of men like to crossdress these days.”
“Just let it go, Tracy. I don’t like to crossdress.”
“Are you sure?” she said as she suddenly pulled down my shorts, exposing the black thong I was wearing.
I felt a rush of panic as I bent over to grab my shorts as fast as I could. As I did, she ran her finger along my butt crack, tracing the fabric of the thong. “Looks like you do to me.”
I squirmed to get her finger away as I pulled up my shorts. “What the hell, Tracy? Just leave me alone,” I shouted at her, keeping my back turned to her as I held onto my pants.
“Don’t be like that. I just want to help you admit to it.”
“If I wanted to admit to anything, I would.”
“Alright, I’m sorry.”
An awkward silence filled the room. She had apologized, but I had nothing to say to her.
“Let me make it up to you,” she said as stepped closer and ran her hand down my back.
“Yeah, right. Why would I trust anything you plan?”
She chuckled, putting her other hand on my back and massaging my shoulders. I wanted to shake her hands off of me, but it felt too nice.
“You’re probably right to doubt me, but it won’t be anything elaborate. Mom and dad will be out tonight so I was thinking that we could just share a night in. Make some snacks, watch a movie, have a few drinks, and curl up on the couch together. You know, a girls night in.”
“A girls night in? Very funny,” I scoffed.
“It’s just an expression, but you’re more than welcome to borrow a pair of my pajamas to wear if you would like."
I turned to face her as I crossed my arms. She lifted her arms off of me then placed them back on my arms once I was facing her. 
“Fine, we can watch a movie tonight, but you better not try anything funny.”
She jumped up and down, her youthful and perky breasts bouncing with each hop. “Yay!” she shouted. “So was that a yes to borrowing some of my pajamas? We can both wear something extra sexy.”
I felt flustered by her question and the thought of her wearing something skimpy and sexy. I did want to dress up again, but didn’t trust her to not use it against me. I could feel my penis enlarging in its cage; I really wanted to do it.
“Alright, sure. But you have to give me your phone beforehand. I can’t let you take anymore pictures or videos.”
“That’s fair,” she agreed. “Come to my room at 6pm and we’ll start our girls night in."




Chapter 3
Girls Night In
I didn’t know what to expect when I arrived at Tracy’s room. She said it would be a “girls night in” and we would watch a movie, but I knew I shouldn’t let my guard down around her again. She could be plotting another trick for me at any moment and dressing me up in her clothes was exactly how she blackmailed me before.
I knocked on her door and she opened it to let me in. She was wearing a matching set of bra, panty and garter belt, all black and lacy. The garter belt held up sheer black thigh highs. On top she wore a satin white robe that was unfastened and draped loosely over her. Her blonde hair was down from her usual ponytail, hanging around her shoulders. I could tell she had put on some light makeup and her lips glistened with a light pink lip gloss.
Damn, she’s sexy.
“This is what you wear for pajamas?” I asked as I admired her.
“Not typically, no. But I said I wanted to make things up to you so I dressed up a little. Don’t worry, you get to wear the same thing,” she replied as she walked over to her bed and gestured to a set of clothes. “This is for you.”
I walked over to the clothes to take a look. I could see that it appeared to be the same style of clothes that she was wearing.
She continued. “Go ahead and get dressed then meet me in the living room.”
“Uhh, ok,” I muttered as I felt my dick trying to get hard. “Don’t forget that you need to give me your phone.”
“Still don’t trust me? Fine,” she said as she picked it up off her bedside table and handed it to me. “Here you go. Don’t you dare try to unlock it.”
“Thank you,” I said as I stuck it into my pants pocket.
She walked out, leaving me alone in her room.  I took off my clothes and stared at what Tracy had set out for me.
Am I really going to dress up for her again?
I was. Because I wanted to. I grabbed the black panties and slipped them on. They were a little small, but that helped them hug my ass well. Next, I picked up the matching bra, slipped my arms through the straps and hooked them together in the back. It had a smaller cup size than I wore last night and no underwire. I took the garter belt and hooked it around my waist then put on each of the thigh highs and attached them to the belt’s steps.
Why can’t men wear underwear like this? It feels so good…
The next item was the robe. She had left me a bright pink satin robe. I rolled my eyes at the sight of it.
Of course she gives me the pink one. Oh well, I’m already wearing lingerie. What’s the harm in wearing something pink and a little extra girly.
I slid my arms through the sleeves and tied the belt around my waist. The last item was the black wig that I wore yesterday. I slipped on the wig and adjusted it in the mirror. Once it was on right and I had brushed it straight with my fingers, I left Tracy’s bedroom to meet her in the living room.
✽✽✽
 
In the living room, Tracy had set out blankets and pillows on the couch along with an assortment of snacks on the coffee table. As I approached she stood up from the couch and offered me a drink as she held her own in her other hand.
She whistled at me. “Looking good, Andy,” she said.
“I thought we would be wearing your little pajama shorts and a tank top, not lingerie. I’m not sure how you convinced me to dress like this yet again.” I took the drink from her and took a sip. “Wow, that’s strong.”
“Gotta loosen you up so we can have fun,” she said with a wink as she took a long sip of her own drink. “Come sit down and relax. Have some snacks. I was thinking we would start by chatting about boys while we painted each other’s nails.”
“You weren’t joking about having a girls night, were you? I think I’ll pass on the nail painting though. And the talking about boys.”
“Don’t be like that. When are you ever going to get to experience a real girls night again? Embrace it! Let me at least paint your toenails. All you have to do is sit back and relax.”
“Ugh. Fine. Just just the toenails. I don’t want anyone seeing them.”
“Yay!” She clapped her excitement. “If you play along with everything, maybe we’ll even have a pillow fight later, too.”
I would love to get her into bed with her looking like this. This cage is saving me from having a massive erection from just looking at her.
I sat on the couch and picked up some snacks from the tray. Tracy kneeled down in front of me and stared into my eyes. I couldn’t help but look past her eyes and into her full breasts, held up by her padded bra, as if on a pedestal for me. 
She started rubbing my hairless legs. “Do you think you will keep shaving your legs? They feel so nice and smooth.”
“Oh, I hadn’t thought about it.”
“I think you should. In fact, all men should. It feels so much nicer feeling smooth legs against mine. Hairy legs are so sweaty, scratchy and gross.”
“Hmm, maybe…”
I took another sip of my drink. Damn, she really makes strong drinks. I tried to hide my cringe at the strong taste of alcohol in the drink.
She rested my foot on her thigh and picked up a container of nail polish off the table. It was the same bright pink that she used on my fingers yesterday. She took out the brush and began painting my toenails.
“So what boy or boys are you interested in these days?” I asked, deciding I would play along with her.
She looked up at me. “Oh, you know. After having a lot of bad luck with men lately, these days I’m starting to realize you might find something good hiding right under your nose.”
Does she mean me?
“What about you? Any guys you’re into?” she asked with a smirk.
“Very funny,” I said. “But I think I’m more than done with men, thank you.”
“So you don’t want me to make any more deals with you included?”
“Hell no. Not unless it’s with some hot woman,” I said adamantly.
“Good to know,” she said with a thoughtful look on her face.
She went back to painting my nails as I took another sip. I was already starting to feel a little tipsy after having just half of this drink Tracy made for me. “What the heck did you put in this? It tastes like pure alcohol.”
“It’s just tequila with dash of orange juice and ice. What? You don’t like it?” Tracy asked, pouting her lips out to look sad.
“It’s a bit hard to swallow, but I guess it’s alright.” I took another swallow and forced a smile to show her it was alright.
“Good. Oh, why don’t I put a movie on.”
She got up and grabbed the television remote off the table. She turned it on and started navigating as I reached over and grabbed some more snacks.
When I looked up, it appeared as if there was some home footage playing. There were two young women sitting on a bed talking. They were both wearing lingerie and started making out.
“Is this lesbian porn? I thought you wanted to watch a movie,” I said as I watched the women continue to make out on the screen.
“Don’t you think it’s hot?”
“Very hot,” I answered as I felt my penis start throbbing in its cage.
She sat down on the couch next to me. “All men should watch lesbian porn, too. They can learn so much about what women really want in bed.”
“You think men should be hairless and watch lesbian porn? Kind of sounds like you might be a lesbian yourself.”
“Well to be honest, I have always been interested in exploring with another woman.” She rested her head on my shoulder and wrapped her arms around mine. “You’re so lucky you got to experience being with a man last night. I envy you.”
I could feel her breasts against my arm. My penis was going crazy, wanting to break free and be used on her.
“Why not just try then? I’m sure you could pick up another girl easily.”
“Oh, I don’t know.”
I looked back at the TV. The girls were now naked with one of them laying down, moaning with her legs spread as the other was between them, eating her out.
I pointed at the screen. “You don’t think you could do that?”
“Hah, well I’d rather someone do it to me to be honest. I’m always the more dominant one in the relationship.”
She lifted her head off my shoulder and looked up at me. I turned to look at her, our faces just inches away. She had a mischievous look in her eyes. All of a sudden she hoisted her leg over me, grabbed my wrists and pinned them back behind me.
“See what I mean?” She licked my neck. I didn’t resist. “I bet you would love it if I unlocked that cage and rode your cock, wouldn’t you?”
I moaned as my dick continued to throb and squirm. “Yes!” I exclaimed as she started rubbing my cage. 
This was the most interest she had ever shown in me and it felt amazing. I wanted to grab her but she was holding my arms back forcefully. I wanted to kiss her but thought it would be wrong. I decided to let her lead.
There was loud moaning coming from the TV now. I caught a glimpse as Tracy continued rubbing my caged dick through my panties, one of the women was bent over the bed as the other one fucked her with a strap on.
That’s pretty hot.
She grabbed my chest and squeezed it as if she was squeezing breasts. “What do you think? Want to reenact this movie and be my first lesbian experience?”
I felt a boost of excitement. I looked back at the screen and saw the woman still fucking the other.
She’s going to unlock me and let me fuck her!
“Yeah, let’s do it,” I whispered.
She leaned over and gave me a gentle kiss on the lips, her lips still sticky with lip gloss. It was such a simple touch, but it was one that I had desired for years. I felt like I was floating.
She stood up and offered me her hand. I took it and together we walked back to her bedroom.




Chapter 4
Pleasure
I followed Tracy into her bedroom, still holding her hand. My heart was fluttering.
Is this actually going to happen?
She let go of my hand, threw off her robe, then flung herself backwards onto the bed. I let my robe slide off my shoulders to the ground then walked up to the bed, looking down at her. She looked stunning in her bra, panties, and thigh highs.
She held out her hand towards me. When I grabbed it, she pulled me down on top of her. I held myself up on my elbows, my face inches away from hers. After wanting this moment for so long and building it up so much, I found it hard to initiate. 
Is this wrong? She’s my stepsister!
We stared into each other’s eyes for what felt like an eternity. My lips quivered with desire but my brain was still questioning whether or not to kiss her.
“I guess I’ll have to be dominant with you, too,” she said as she swiftly rolled, flipping us over so that she was on top of me. “No wonder you never had the courage to tell me you wanted me until last night.”
Before I could feel ashamed she lowered her head, her lips parting slightly as she kissed me. Our kissing was slow and sensual. Her plush lips stuck to mine with every kiss.
I reached out and grabbed her chest as I had wanted to so many times before. I massaged them with my hands through the bra until I needed more. I unhooked her bra and she pulled it off. Then I finally got my first real touch of her breasts. They were so soft yet firm, her nipples beginning to get erect with excitement, just as my cock was trying to do in its chastity cage.
She grabbed my wrists and pulled them away from her chest, pinning them down above me, just as she had on the couch. I let her take back control. She began grinding her pussy on my caged cock. It drove my dick crazy to not be able to feel it.
I broke my mouth free from hers. “Unlock my cage,” I pleaded.
She pushed herself up above me. “No, you need to pleasure me first. Just like in the movie."
She climbed over me and rested her head on her pillows at the top of the bed. I flipped over and crawled after her. She spread her legs as I got close and I grabbed her inner thighs and kissed them up to her panties.
I hastily pulled down her panties, but they got stuck in her garter belt. I fumbled with the garters for a moment before giving up and pulling everything down and off her, then throwing it all across the room. She was now naked in bed with me. Finally.
I stared down at her bare pussy and began to salivate.
This is just what I need to make up for last night. Giving her oral will get my mind right again.
I lowered my head started kissing her thighs again, first the left leg and then switching to the right, teasing her just as she loved to tease me. I ran my tongue up and down her lips, licking her labia. I watched her grab her breasts and squeeze them tightly in pleasure as I continued licking.
I teased her clitoris for a moment before picking up the speed of my licking. I felt her thighs press tightly against my head as she squirmed.
I went back to her clitoris and began licking it in a circular motion. Around and around while she writhed and bucked in pleasure. She continued squeezing her breasts and biting her lip.
Moans escaped her as she arched her back. She dropped her breasts and grabbed her bedsheets and let out a loud cry as her body convulsed and she orgasmed.
I pulled my head away as she dropped her back into the bed. She was panting and had sweat on her forehead. I climbed up her body and gave her a wet kiss before collapsing next to her to catch my breath.
I can’t believe I just made Tracy cum! Now to get her to let me out of this cage so I can finish the job.
After we laid in silence for a minute, Tracy turned on her side to look at me.
“That was unexpected, Andy. Well done. Maybe I was wrong about you. Maybe you’re not gay after all,” she said.
“Just because I like to wear panties every now and then doesn’t make me gay. I told you I was just curious,” I said to defend myself.
“Sucking a man’s dick is usually a big sign though,” she teased.
“I-I don’t know what that was. I was drunk and got caught up in the moment. That will never happen again.”
“Never? Are you sure? I could easily arrange another visit with Roger. Maybe he would renew for another year if I could give you back to him.”
Part of me wanted to go for it, to agree to see Roger again, but I had my naked stepsister in bed and I need to keep my mind on her.
“How about you unlock this cage and let me show you how straight I am,” I propositioned her.
“Mmm, that does sound nice. I haven’t had a good dicking in a while.” She reached down below my panties and started stroking my cage. My cock was pulsing vigorously at her touch, dying to feel her smooth hands. “But I told you I wanted my first lesbian experience tonight and you agreed to reenact the movie I put on. Don’t you remember that?”
“Yeah, and after the one girl pleasured the other, she then fucked her.”
“Oh, no, Andy. You have that backwards. The girl who was pleasured, fucked the one who did the pleasuring.” A naughty grin formed on her face. “Are you ready to get fucked?"




Chapter 5
A Sissy is Born
I stared at Tracy in shock. "Am I ready to what?”
She climbed out of bed, her perfect, naked body had a gentle glisten to it from sweat. She looked angelic.
“You heard me. Are you ready to get fucked?” she repeated her question as she bent over, sticking her ass towards me.
Seeing her bent over in front of me was the ultimate tease. I was so aroused but couldn’t do anything with this chastity cage on and she knew it. She opened her nightstand drawer and pulled out the dildo she made me suck yesterday as well as some black straps.
“Why would I get fucked? I’m the one with the dick!”
She started pulling the straps through her legs and up to her waist. She grabbed the dildo and waved it at me. “Are you? All I see is a little pink cage under your panties.” She attached the dildo to the straps and let go so it dangled as if she had a large cock. “I bet this brings back some fond memories, doesn’t it?”
“I knew this was too good to be true. You always have to find away to trick and deceive me. I’m done with it. Give me back my key so I can go.”
“How did I deceive you? I told you I wanted to reenact the porn. It had a woman fucking another woman with a strap on. Nether of them had real dicks.”
“You made me believe I was finally going to get to fuck you, that’s why I agreed to this!”
“Oh, Andy. Sad, pathetic Andy.” She kneeled on the bed, the dildo hanging in front of my face. “I only let real men fuck me. Not sissies like you.”
“I’m not a sissy!” I shouted as I climbed up, on to my knees facing her.
“Look at yourself. You’re wearing lingerie for at least the second day in a row and last night you sucked a man’s cock. You’re a sissy and that’s okay, Andy. Because you’re my sissy.”
I glared at her and shook my head. “Is this some sick game to you? Why are you doing this to me?"
She stared at me with penetrating eyes. “Because I know you’re just a good little subservient sissy deep inside, begging to come out and please a master. Because I want to be the one to dominate you, to control you, to use you to get what I want in life. Because I can.”
“You’re crazy. There’s no way I’m going along with anymore of this."
She cocked her head to the side as she grabbed the shaft of the dildo, never taking her eyes off of me. "I bet you’re dying to suck my dick, aren’t you?"
I stared at the dildo hanging from her crotch and had a flashback from the night before. Me on my knees in front of Roger, sucking his hard cock and stroking it with my hand. I felt a strange energy flowing through me as I thought about it. It seemed to be pulling me towards her. My breath grew heavy as I tried to resist.
I shook my head to break free from my trance. “What? No!”
“Andy, you don’t have to lie to me. It’s okay that you want to suck my big, juicy cock.”
“Stop it, Tracy. This isn’t funny.”
“I can see the look in your eyes, Andy. You’re hungry for more cock. You crave it. Just give in and suck it.”
“I’m out of here,” I said as I started dismounting from the bed.
“I said suck it!” she yelled in a forceful voice.
I looked back at her and then the dildo. I felt a need to obey her.
“Just a little suck, Andy. For me,” she said now in a gentle tone.
I felt desire building back up inside of me and I wasn’t sure I could resist. I lowered myself down to all fours, my face right in front of the dildo. She moved her hips forward, brushing the dildo against my lips. I looked up at her. She smiled and gave me a nod, just as she had last night with Roger.
I opened my mouth and slid it over the dildo as I our eyes stayed locked. I sucked the it gently as I felt my penis filling up.
Why do I like this so much?
“That’s right. Suck it, sissy,” Tracy ordered.
She began thrusting her hips, pushing the dildo deeper in with each push. I synced the bobbing of my head to the rhythm of her thrusts, continuing to slobber on the fake cock.
A few moments later she abruptly stopped. “That’s enough of this,” she said while she backed off the bed, pulling the dildo from my mouth.
I used my tongue to lick the saliva that was dripping from my mouth as I looked at her curiously, wondering why she had stopped.
“I’ll ask you again. Are you ready to get fucked?” she asked firmly.
My heart was pounding, my breath was heavy, my dick was pounding against its cage, my asshole was pulsing as if trying agree, and my mouth was moving. “Yes,” my mouth said.
“Beg for it, beg for me to fuck you,” she demanded.
“Please fuck me, Tracy,” I pleaded. I didn’t know why I suddenly wanted it so badly, but I did. I needed it.
“Call me ‘mistress.’"
“Fuck me, mistress.”
“Turn around and present your ass.”
I did as I was told, turning around in the bed until my ass was facing hers. My asshole was trembling with desire. I heard Tracy squirt some lube on the dildo and slather it on with her hand. She ripped down my panties and I felt the cold drip of lube on my asshole as she squeezed the tube over me. She used her finger to rub it around, teasing my ass, then she slowly inserted her finger. I felt spasms of pain and pleasure.
“You’ve got a tight asshole, Andy,” she said as she pushed her finger in deeper. “We’re going to have to loosen that up.”
She moved her finger in and out, fucking me slowly. With each movement I felt the pleasure build as my anus relaxed. As I started to moan she removed her finger. I felt the wet touch of the dildo on my asshole. She gently brushed it with the tip of the dildo.
Why does she always have to tease me!
Finally, she grabbed my hip with one hand and pulled me back as she pushed the dildo in with her other hand. I felt the head pop into my ass and I gasped.
She slowly stuck it in further. I could feel the veins of the fake cock move inside of me as she pushed it in. She pulled it back then pushed it back in a little faster, continuing this pattern as she ramped up in speed.
Both of her hands were on my hips now with a strong grip. She moved her hips back and forth as she pushed and pulled mine, getting into a rhythm of fucking me harder and faster. I was biting my lip to suppress my moans.
This feels amazing!
I could feel cum building up in my penis, and felt like I was close to cumming. I couldn’t hide my moans anymore as I let out a loud cry of passion.
“Tell me you like it, sissy!” Tracy said.
“I like it!” I shouted.
“Tell me you want more.”
“I want more! Please give me more!” I pleaded.
She pounded the dildo even harder into my ass. I could feel her hips on my cheeks as she pushed it in as far as she could go and I still wanted more.
“Fuck me! Harder, mistress!” I started pushing my ass back into the dildo, wanting it more and more.
My penis was still building up and was pulsing. I felt like I was going to…
“Oooohh!” I shouted as my caged cock burst. I stopped moving and dropped my head to the bed. Tracy slowed down and then came to a stop and pulled the dildo out of me.
“Did you like that Andy?” Tracy asked.
I turned around and sat on the edge of the bed in front of her.
“Yes…,” I said, starting to feel ashamed.
“Now will you admit that you’re my sissy?”
I looked her in the eyes and knew she was right. 
“I’m your sissy."
















Part 3
Dominated




Chapter 1
Sissy Training
The next week was surreal. Ever since I had admitted to my stepsister Tracy that I was her sissy, she was adamant that I obey her every request. She gave me a series of demands that she called my “sissy training”. At first she just made me continue to shave my legs and keep my toenails painted. Then she demanded that I call her ‘mistress’ whenever we were alone together.
Next, once she had received her sizable bonus check from signing Roger Long’s company to a large contract, she bought me items she said were necessary for my training. She bought me a collection of variously styled and colored panties that she wanted me to wear everyday. I found this gift of hers when one morning I went to change my clothes and find them. All of my old boxers were gone.
She also bought me my own dildo and ordered me to practice sucking it every day. If I didn’t or if I disobeyed any of her rules or demands, she would punish me.
The first time I said I wasn’t in the mood to suck the dildo, she pushed me over my bed, pulled down my pants and gave me a bare ass spanking. I was stunned to be handled by my stepsister in such a manner. I was also stunned by how much I wanted her to take the dildo and stick it inside of me as she had the previous weekend.
The second time she grabbed the back of my head and forced me to suck the dildo, pushing my head down as far as it could go. I gagged and choked as she held my head down. When she eventually let me up she gave me a few seconds to catch my breath and then demanded that I start my practice. She stood and watched, making sure I continued to take it deep in my throat, saying that I needed to work on my gag reflex.
I wanted to be good and learn my lesson after the second punishment, but I was beginning to enjoying her dominance over me too much. I found her extremely sexy.
The next day I again skipped my practice and when she found out she was furious. Once again she bent me over my bed and spanked me as hard as she could, over and over, harder and harder, until she left red welts on my cheeks.
She then grabbed my dildo and brushed the tip over my asshole, teasing me. I stuck my ass out towards her, showing her my willingness to take it for her. Instead she pulled it away.
“No more fuckings for you,” she said. “And no getting out of your cage either. Not until you’re a good sissy and you do as you’re told.”
That was the moment I knew I needed to become a good, obedient sissy for my mistress. I turned around to face her and took the dildo from her hands and began my sucking practice. I would do my best.
✽✽✽
 
My jaw and neck were getting sore after days of practicing, but Tracy was insistent that I get better. She coached me as I practiced giving blow jobs and sometimes she would wear the dildo on her strap on for a more real life experience.
She told me that after getting Roger to sign a large contract, her boss was going to be giving her bigger accounts to work. She was going to need my help closing these new deals for her.
When she had used me as part of her sales negotiations with Roger I was furious. She lied, tricked, and blackmailed to get me to do her bidding. But now that I knew what she wanted from me and she had shown me the pleasures possible from it, I had started fantasizing about it. When I practiced sucking my dildo I would imagine I was sucking a real man’s cock as she watched over me, just as she had that night with Roger.
I knew eventually she would require more from me than just sucking cock. While I enjoyed and even orgasmed the one time she had fucked me with a strap on, the thought of a man fucking me made me nervous.
Could I really let a man fuck me?
My penis throbbed at the thought of being fucked by a man, but I worried that afterwards I would regret it.
Is the pleasure really worth it? I guess there is only one way to find out.
The next time I knew I was alone in the house, I grabbed my dildo and a bottle of lube and was determined to feel the pleasure of being fucked again.
I got naked and stuck the suction cup of the dildo to the wall then covered it with lube. I bent over and reached around to grab the top of the dildo, keeping it firm as I backed my asshole up to it. I pushed my ass back until the dildo penetrated me then slowly kept pushing back, feeling it enter deeper inside of me.
I pictured it was Roger behind me, wearing his expensive black suit. His pants unzipped and his hard, erect cock sticking out of his pants and inside of me. I moved my hips back and forth, fucking myself with the dildo stuck to the wall.
Each push sent a wave of pleasure coursing through my body. The deeper I let the dildo go, the better it felt. I imagined Roger had a hold of my hips and was thrusting his cock into me, harder and harder. My penis was pushing against its cage.
My breathing was growing deep and I could feel sweat beads forming on my forehead. I began to moan.
“Oh, Roger!” I shouted between moans. “Fuck me, fuck me harder!”
I pushed it in as deep as it would go then I ground on it, feeling it press hard against my prostate. I reached my hand back to the wall, rubbing it as I pretended that I was touching his hard abs.
Why does this feel so good?
I continued fucking myself until I felt the dildo grow dry inside of me. I stopped and pulled the dildo out of me to apply more lube.
Just as I did, I heard the front door open and someone quickly walking down the hall.




Chapter 2
Caught
I rushed to find my clothes and throw them back on. I heard my door open just as I was pulling on my shirt.
“Don’t come in!” I yelled, annoyed at whoever was barging into my room.
The door proceeded to open and Tracy walked in. “As your mistress, I can enter whenever I please,” she said. She looked around the room, clearly sensing that something was awry.
It was then that I noticed the dildo still stuck to the wall. I tried to hide my fear and avoid looking at it so I didn’t draw it any attention.
“What were you up to in here?” she asked me.
“Nothing,” I lied. “I was just changing my clothes.”
She started walking towards me. “Then why are you sweating?”
“I was working out. Doing some push-ups.”
“Huh, alright. As you were then,” she said as she turned to leave.
POP!
The loud noise drew both of our eyes as the dildo’s suction cup lost its grip on the wall and fell to the floor. I felt consumed with embarrassment as my heart started pounding rapidly in my chest.
Noooo! She was almost out!
She stared at the dildo on the ground. “What were you doing with that?” she asked.
“My practice,” I continued to lie.
“You stuck it on the wall at crotch level? What a good idea. I like the initiative.” She walked closer to it and looked around until her eyes caught the bottle of lube on the table nearby. She pointed to it. “Are you lying to me, sissy?"
Should I just admit it? She would probably appreciate what I was doing. But she told me no more fuckings until I obeyed her.
“Uhh, well… I was doing a different kind of practice,” I admitted.
“You were fucking yourself!” she said with a gasp.
My cheeks were burning now.
“I’m sorry, mistress! I needed to feel it again.”
“You needed to feel a cock inside of you? Needed?”
“Yes, mistress,” I admitted as I bowed my head in shame.
“Hmm.” She walked over to me. “I see our sissy training is progressing quickly.”
I stood quietly, unsure of what to say, my head still bowed.
She continued. “I think you’re ready to serve my new client. Do you think you’re ready, Andy?”
I could feel the excitement building inside of me. A new client to serve?
“I suppose so, mistress.”
“I think I have just the one for you."
“You do?” I asked curiously, perking my head back up to look at her.
“For some reason I think I may be nice to you and honor your request to be dealt to a hot woman. I suppose I want to show you that I can be a kind mistress.”
“Oh?” I asked with a growing appetite.
Being used by a woman would be so hot! I can’t believe she remembered I said that.
“She’s a powerful woman and a dominant one at that. She has had to work her ass off to get where she is today and to surpass less intelligent and able men who would get promoted just because they have dicks; at least that’s how she explained it to me. She sounded a bit resentful. I really admired her.”
“Why would she be interested in me?”
“I didn’t think she would be either, but the more we talked the more I understood her. When I told her about my sissy stepbrother she lit up and was very eager to meet you.”
“She was?”
“She is. Are you eager to meet her?”
“I-I guess,” I said. “Is she a lesbian? Why would she be interested in a man like me?”
She walked up to me. “She doesn’t really care how you dress. She just likes subservient and obedient men. Ones that she can control.” She grabbed my cheeks and squeezed them together. “That sounds like you, doesn’t it?”
“Yes, mistress. Yes, it does,” I admitted when she let go of my face.
“That’s right. I think you should wear something slutty though. Would you like that?”
“Yes, mistress. I would enjoy dressing slutty for you.”
“Good, girl. This is a big deal for me, Andy. It’s not to be taken lightly. Impressing her could be huge for my career. You’re not going to embarrass me are you?”
“No, mistress. Of course not.”
“Good. I will set up your date and let you know,” said as she turned to walk away.
“Does this mean you’re going to let me out of my cage? So she can use my dick?”
She turned back and looked at me. “I will be sending her the key. It will be up to her whether or not you get unlocked and if your dick gets used. And you better not ask or beg her for either.”
“Oh, ok. I understand.”
“For your sake, I hope you do.” She turned and walked out of my room.
I had no idea what to expect, but I was relived that it was with a woman. I guess I would find out soon enough.




Chapter 3
Meeting Veronica
The next day, Tracy came to see me after work, in the late afternoon. She was wearing a black business suit with a khaki-colored blouse underneath. She wore khaki-colored stilettos to match her blouse and her blonde hair was down. She looked powerful and sexy.
Seeing her made me nervous. She had an aura about her that told me she was bringing trouble. Trouble for me at least.
She carried with her a shopping bag which she set on my bed. “You’re date is all set for tonight,” she said. “Veronica will be expecting you at 7pm sharp."
“Yes, mistress,” I said.
“This bad contains your clothes for tonight. I expect you to get dressed now and then come to my room so I can do your makeup.”
“Yes, mistress."
As she left my room I approached the shopping bag on my bed and took out each piece of clothing. Some of the items looked familiar such as the black lacy bra and garter belt I wore with her last weekend. The rest was new. It included a black pleated skater skirt, sleeveless white t-shirt, and a new set of sheer black thigh highs.
She didn’t include any panties, so I went to my closet and pulled out a lacy black pair of cheeky panties and slipped them on. I next put the garter belt around my waist and slipped on the new thigh highs, clipping each one to the garter belt as I pulled them up.
I grabbed the skirt and pulled it up to my waist and then put on the lacy black bra. I pulled the shirt over the bra. It was sleeveless with a high neckline and was short enough to show a little midriff. I went to back to my closet and pulled out my black wig and high heels to finish the outfit.
Once I was dressed, I went to my mirror to check out my new look. The pleated skirt and white shirt gave me a school girl look and the thigh highs made me look and feel naughty. I liked it.
I walked down the hall to Tracy’s bedroom where she was waiting for me. She had changed out of her work clothes and into her lounge attire, tight pink leggings and a loose white tank top. I sat down at her vanity.
“Do you like your new outfit?” she asked.
“It’s very cute, but why the school girl look?” I said.
She began applying foundation to my face. “Let’s just say that I have a feeling that Veronica is going to teach you a thing or two about obedience tonight.”
Well that sound ominous.
“Huh. Alright,” I said. 
She continued applying my makeup. Eyeshadow and false eyelashes, a dash of blush and the pink lipstick she loved having me wear.
When she was done she put her hands on my shoulder and squatted down so her face was alongside mine in the vanity mirror. “You’re all set. Don’t disappoint me tonight, sissy.”
“I won’t, mistress,” I said.
I pulled my car up to Veronica’s security gate and rang the intercom. 
“Who is it?” said a voice on the other end. It was a very stern voice.
“It’s Andy to see Veronica,” I replied.
The intercom buzzed and the iron gate started rolling open.
“Come in,” said the voice.
Once the gate had opened, I began the drive down the long driveway, surrounded by tall green hedges. The house was hidden up in the hills outside of town and protected like a fortress. It was a house built for privacy and to keep unwanted guests out.
I parked my car at the end of the driveway and started towards the front entrance of the extravagant white mansion. It was a grand entrance with large double doors framed by large statues on both sides. It was intimidating to say the least.
I straighten my outfit and brushed my wig with my hands then rang the doorbell. Moments later the doors swung open and I was greeted by a man.
“Good evening, Mr. Olsen. Ms. Pierce is expecting you. Please come in,” said the man.
I was embarrassed that he referred to me as mister even though I was dressed as a woman, but I supposed he was told a man was coming over. I entered the house into an opulent entrance containing a long spiral staircase leading to the second floor. There I saw a woman walking down.
She appeared be in her early 40s with dirty blonde hair styled in a short cut. Her eyes were dark brown and had a look of intensity. She was wearing a long black coat with a short, tight blue dress underneath. Her strut emanated power and confidence with each click-clack of her black high heels.
“You must be Andrew,” she said.
“Uhh, yes. And you are Veronica?” I said.
She gave me a disgusted look. “I did not give you permission to call me by my name.”
“Oh, I’m sorry, Ms. Pierce.”
“You do look sorry,” she walked around me, looking me over. “Aren’t you a man?”
“Uhh, well, yes,” I stammered.
“You men these days are disgusting. You control the world for centuries, then once women finally start taking charge, you try to become them. You’re weak, pathetic creatures,” she spat out.
I didn’t know what to say. She had an intense energy and I was quickly becoming afraid of her.
She continued. “Very well, I will still find a use for you tonight. Follow me.”
She walked past the staircase, and into a dark hallway. I could feel my heart beating in my chest.
What the hell did Tracy get me into?




Chapter 4
Dungeon
At the end of the hallway was a simple white door. Unlike the other doors in the hallway, it lacked any moulding or design; it blended well into the wall and if anyone did notice it, they likely would have thought it a supply closet.
Veronica opened the door, revealing a dimly lit staircase going down to the basement. I followed her down the steps, my nerves building with each step as I held tightly onto the railings to not fall in my high heels.
I was beginning to question why Tracy had me dress up like a girl today. Veronica clearly seemed annoyed by it.
I guess I just have to trust her.
The bottom of the stairs opened up to a large room, illuminated by the tiny flames of candles burning around the perimeter of the room. As my eyes adjusted to the lack of light, I began feeling terrified by what I saw.
The room was painted a silvery grey, giving it a cold look. It had dark brown wood flooring and the walls were covered in chains and leather tools. There were black leather covered chairs, tables and benches throughout the room. At the end of the room was an iron railed bed with chains hanging from all four posts; it had black curtains surrounding it and a silver colored comforter and matching pillows.
What the fuck is this place?
Veronica threw off her coat then whipped her head towards me. “Hang that up,” she demanded.
I hurried over to grab her coat then quickly scanned the room for a proper hanging spot. When I spotted some empty hooks on the wall I rushed over and hung it up. I turned back to Veronica to see her now sitting in a large leather chair, leaning back with her legs crossed and a leather strap in her hand.
“Tonight you are mine. You will do what I say, when I say it, and you will answer my questions truthfully. Is that clear?”
“Yes, Ms. Pierce,” I replied as I gave her a short bow.
“Call me ‘madam’,” she said.
“Yes, madam.”
“Good. Now earlier you told me that you are a man. That clearly isn’t true, is it?”
“No, madam,” I said, feeling a tinge of shame.
“Then what are you?” She slapped the leather strap down.
“I’m a sissy, madam,” I admitted.
“Yes, very good.” She reached behind her and grabbed a small metal box. “Your mistress gave me this. What is it?” She opened the box and pulled out a silver necklace which held the key to my chastity cage.
“That’s the key to my penis cage, madam.”
“Show me.”
I pulled down my panties then grabbed the front of my skirt and lifted it up, exposing my small pink chastity cage. I felt a rush of excitement. I had never explicitly shown anyone else my cage, let alone a woman who was holding my key.
This might be my chance to finally get out!
She leaned forward and grabbed my balls, lifting my caged penis up as she inspected it. “Magnificent,” she said. “All men should wear these cages to keep them humble, just as they should be.”
“I agree, madam.”
“Do you think I should unlock it?” she asked.
“Only if you so desire, madam,” I said even though I was dying to say yes.
“Good answer. You may cover yourself,” she said.
I dropped my skirt and pulled up my panties.
She continued. “I was told that you have a history of disobedience, but you seem well trained so far. But I suppose I will have to test the extent of your obedience.”
She stood up suddenly, surprising me. I took a step back and early tripped in my heels.
“Are you afraid of me?” she asked as she glared at me.
“Yes, madam,” I mumbled in my embarrassment.
“That’s good. Fear is the first step towards proper servitude. Follow me.”
I followed her towards a wall covered in chains. She took my arm and pushed me face first against the wall. She grabbed a chain off the wall and strapped the cuff around my wrist, then did the same with my other wrist. She pulled another chain which tightened the ones attached to me and pulled my arms above my head. I felt vulnerable and anxious. I had no idea what I was in for and with my back to her, I couldn’t see what she was up to.
Veronica walked to my side and glared at me. She slapped my thigh with her leather strap. “Bend over!”
I inched my legs back from the wall until I was sufficiently bent over.
Is she going to fuck me?
From the corner of my eye I watched her as she approached a wall and placed her leather strap onto a hook. She ran her fingers over other tools on the wall before grabbing a small handle with short leather straps hanging off the end.
She walked behind me. The sound of her heels echoing loudly in the quiet room. I want to break the silence, to talk to her and find out her plans but I knew I shouldn’t.
“Who is your mistress?” she asked me as she flipped my skirt onto my back, exposing my butt cheeks.
“Tracy is,” I answered.
She began brushing my butt cheeks with the leather whip. “Good. Is she a good mistress to you?”
“Uhh, I guess so.”
SMACK!
I felt a surge of pain on my right butt cheek and flinched forward. “Ooof!” I yelled.
“Answer again,” she commanded.
“Yes, madam. Tracy is an amazing mistress,” I replied as I braced for another hit.
“Better. Your mistress is infallible. Only you can do wrong. Do you understand?”
“Yes, madam,” I said.
“Do you enjoy being her sissy? Being her toy to do with as she pleases?”
“Yes, madam.”
“Do you want to fuck me?”
I wasn’t sure how to answer this question. I could offend her by answering yes or no. I decided to play it safe. “Yes, madam.”
SMACK!
Another surge of pain, this time on my left cheek.
“Answer again.”
“No, madam,” I answered this time.
SMACK!
“Oww!” I shouted, turning my head back to look at Veronica.
“A good slave has no opinions. They just do as they are told.”
SMACK!
I flinched hard again. My ass was throbbing in pain.
What is this? This isn’t how I expected the night to be! This is awful!
“Tell me what you’ve learned so far,” she said as she brushed the whip against my sore ass.
I thought about everything she had told me since my arrival and took my time compiling my thoughts.
“I am a sissy and tonight you are my madam. My mistress, Tracy, is infallible and only I can do wrong,” I said as I continued to rack my brain. “I have no opinions, I just do as I’m told.”
“You didn’t mention that you men are weak and pathetic creatures.”
“I would have, madam. But I am not a man.”
“Very good!” Veronica exclaimed in excitement. “I think it’s time to unlock your cage.”




Chapter 5
Unlocked
I couldn’t believe it, Veronica actually said she was going to unlock my cage! I tried to hide my excitement.
She removed my wrist straps and said, “Take off your skirt and turn around.”
I followed her orders, turning to face her and then lowering my skirt until it dropped to the ground. I looked at her, awaiting further directions.
She grabbed the straps and reattached them to my wrists, holding my hands high above me. She bent down and attached two more straps to my ankles. I was completely at her mercy.
I watched as she walked across the room and grabbed a rolling stool. She kicked it back towards me and it slammed into the wall just next to my leg. I could feel my dick plumping up in its cage at the possibility of its release, but I still worried what Veronica might do to it and me.
I saw her pick up the box containing my chastity key and pull the necklace out. She slowly walked back over to me, letting the key dangle from the necklace in her hand. When she was in front of me, she stared at me in the eyes. Without breaking eye contact, she fiercely grabbed my caged dick.
“Shall we see what’s inside this little cage?” she said as she lowered herself down on to the stool. 
Her face was now at the level of my crotch, my caged dick still in her hand. She stuck the key in the lock, turned it and pulled it out. My chastity cage separated from the ring as my penis began to fill up. She took the cage off, but kept the ring on.
“It’s bigger than I expected,” she said as she watched my freed dick start growing rapidly after being locked up for over a week. 
She ran her hand along the underside of my dick. After days of being locked in a cage, it was extremely sensitive. Her sensual touch made my penis get fully erect. To my surprise it felt weird to have a full erection.
“Thank you, madam,” I said, feeling relieved to finally have the cage off.
“Why are you thanking me, sissy? Don’t you like wearing your cage for your mistress?” she asked me.
Do I? This cage has definitely changed my life so much. But for better or worse?
I gave the best answer I could think of. “I like everything my mistress requests of me,” I answered.
“That’s a very good answer,” she said. She began gently stroking my cock. “You’re very turned on, aren’t you?”
“Yes, madam.”
She spit on my dick and kept rubbing it. “I bet you wish you could touch yourself right now. You haven’t touched your little dick in awhile, have you?”
“No, madam. I haven’t.” 
She leaned forward and ran her tongue around the tip of my dick. It felt so good.
She pulled away and said, “I bet you would do anything for me to let you cum, wouldn’t you?”
I wanted to beg and plea with her, but did my best to be good. “Only if that’s what you wanted me to do, madam.”
She let go of my dick and bent over in front of me. I watched as she backed up against my erect dick, her pussy lips just brushing against my head. She reached back and grabbed my shaft, moving it up and down along her lips.
“If you think my hand feels good, imagine how good this would feel,” she teased.
My penis was trembling with desire. I felt it commanding my body to break free from its restraints so I could aid it in pushing inside of her.
She stood back up and turned to face me, spitting on my cock again. She began rubbing it faster. I moaned with pleasure. It felt like it had been such a long time since my dick had been touched and it felt amazing.
“Maybe you would let me feel it?” I asked, no longer able to hold back my desperation.
She stopped rubbing and looked at me. She dropped my cock and grabbed my balls, squeezing them tight. I shrieked in pain. 
“You were so close to passing my test, but you clearly haven’t been trained well enough,” she said. “What a shame, I was actually looking forward to using your cock tonight.”
“I’m sorry, madam. I’ll do anything, please,” I pleaded.
“Mmm, I like that. Beg to me. Beg to feel my pussy.”
“Please, madam. Please let me feel your pussy!” I begged.
She backed up and crossed her arms. “Ms. Olsen has started your training well, but still has awhile to go. She hasn’t broken your male spirit yet. And you still think that your words still matter.”
I lowered my head and sighed in disappointment.
She grabbed my chin and lifted my face back up to hers. “Your life is ruled by women from now on. Welcome to the modern world.”
She walked over to where I had hung her coat and put it on. 
“Tell Ms. Olsen that we’ll do the deal under my original terms and for not a penny more. You were a fun respite, but you still need more discipline before you’re of any use to me. I will make sure to tell her that I highly encourage her to not let you out of that cage until her teachings have been sufficiently drilled into your mind.”
I felt like I had been punched in the stomach. I had finally been unlocked from my cage, but now it sounded like I would be locked back up for a very long time. At least until I learned to fully embraced my new life.
She walked back and picked up my chastity cage and slid it back on to my dick. It was a snug fit, but she was able to push it back until it fit with the ring. She grabbed the lock and key, stuck it in the cage’s opening, and locked it, pulling the key out and putting it into her coat pocket.
“I’m sorry that I disappointed you, madam,” I said, feeling mostly sorry to see my dick get locked back up.
“Don’t be sorry to me,” she said. “Save your sorry for your mistress.”
I instantly knew she was right. I had disappointed Tracy and I feared what her wrath might be.
She reached up and unstrapped my arm restraints. I rubbed my chaffed wrists as she bent over and removed the ankle straps.
“I’m done with you. You’re no use to me as you are. Perhaps when my contract is up for renewal I will see you again and you will be more to my liking.”
“Yes, madam.” I gave her a smile and a small nod then I pulled up my skirt and hurried out of Veronica’s basement dungeon, down the long hallway and out the front door. As I drove away, happy to escape the night mostly unharmed, a wonder what might be waiting me at home once Tracy learned that I hadn’t fulfilled Veronica’s needs.
















Part 4
Maid a Sissy




Chapter 1
Disappointment
I opened the front door of my house as quietly as I could, afraid to alert my stepsister Tracy that I had returned. I had just disappointed her in front of a large potential client and idol of hers and I wasn’t yet ready for my repercussions.
Her client, Veronica Pierce, had taken me into her home dungeon, chained me to the wall and teased me. She briefly took off my chastity cage and played with my dick, taking me to the point of orgasm before locking me back up. My balls still ached thinking about it.
In the end, Veronica had deemed me unworthy of her time and her pussy because I wasn’t obedient or trained well enough for her liking. Veronica’s disappointment of me was a reflection on my stepsister mistress and I knew she would be very upset when she learned about it.
I managed to sneak into my bedroom without being seen. I started taking off my clothes; my black high heels, white t-shirt, lacy black bra, black pleated skater skirt, garter belt, black sheer thigh highs, and finally my black wig. I had enjoyed the outfit Tracy had made me wear tonight, but being dressed as a woman was definitely another point of contention for Veronica.
When my outfit was off, I was left wearing nothing but my black cheeky panties. I left them on because I had nothing else to wear after Tracy had replaced my drawer of boxers with nothing but panties. As I started putting my clothes away, my bedroom door slammed open. I turned to see Tracy stomp in with a scowl on her face.
“You pathetic sissy. How dare you embarrass me like that!” she shouted.
“I’m sorry, mistress!” I said.
“I explicitly told you to not beg for your sad dick to be used. And that’s exactly what you did.”
“S-she unlocked my cage and was rubbing my dick, it felt so good… then she rubbed her pussy lips on the tip. I couldn’t help it.”
She shook her head at me in disappointment. “That’s the problem. You couldn’t help it. You’re weak.”
“I’m sorry!”
She sighed. “You clearly weren’t ready for that assignment. I shouldn’t have sent you to her so soon,” she said. “When I caught you fucking yourself I got excited. I thought you were committed to being a good sissy for me, but you’re still too self serving and have too much man in you.”
“Why can’t I still be a man? I mean, I know you want me to be a sissy, but I’m still technically a man.”
She gasped. “You’re worse than I thought. I’ve clearly been too easy on you. I now see that I need to ramp up my training for you.”
That doesn’t sound good.
I was growing concerned by her words. “Maybe I’m just not cut out for this. Maybe you should unlock me and let me go back to the way I was.”
“Oh, no. I let you eat me out and I can’t have people knowing that. I’m never letting you out from under my control. You will always be my little sissy. Do you understand?”
I gulped and said, “I guess so.”
She stepped up to me and grabbed my balls tightly. “You guess so?”
My balls surged with pain. “Yes, yes! I understand! I’m your sissy!”
She released her grip but kept her hands on my testicles.
“Tell me you won’t disappoint me again, sissy,” she demanded.
“I promise. I won’t disappoint you again,” I said, flinching as I braced for pain again.
“The next time you do, I may just have to cut these off, then we’ll see how much man you have left in you.” She removed her hand and took a step back.
“I think that’s a bit extreme,” I said.
“Sometimes in life when you need something done right, you need to be extreme.”
“Uhh, maybe,” I said. “But not when it comes to my bodily harm.”
“That’s where you’re wrong, Andy. You’re mine now. Every inch of you. I can dress you how I want, paint you up how I want, do with you what I want, and sell you to whomever I want for them to do what they want with you. That’s the lesson you clearly still need to learn.”
Her dominant energy was starting to turn me on again. I felt my penis filling up in my little pink chastity cage. Giving in to her would be the ultimate arousal.
“Yes, mistress,” I said.
She nodded. “That’s a good start, but I still think I need extra help making you truly obedient,” she said. She turned towards my bedroom door and shouted, "Mom!"




Chapter 2
Stepmother
I started scrambling, looking for clothes to put on. I ran to my closet as I heard footsteps approaching my bedroom door.
Mom?! She’s calling my stepmother in to help make me more obedient?
I grabbed a pair of shorts and quickly pulled them on as the door opened and my stepmother, Rebecca, entered.
“What’s wrong dear?” she asked Tracy. “Is your sissy not behaving?
I looked at her in shock then looked at Tracy, glaring at her, trying to figure out what her mom knew.
Tracy shrugged and said, “I tell my mom everything. She was actually the one who actually gave me the idea to make you my sissy once we discovered you were stealing my panties.”
Rebecca smiled at her daughter and said, “That’s right. And she has made me a proud mom from her work turning you into her sissy so quickly.”
I was stunned that my stepmother might know the extent of what her daughter had done to me, of what she had made me do, and was not only okay with it but was proud of it.
“My dad doesn’t know, does he?” I asked in panic.
“Your dad?” started Rebecca. “No, of course not. He’s too busy being my sissy. I don’t tell him what he doesn’t need to know.”
“What?!” I shouted.
“That’s right. Your daddy is my little pet now. I guess that makes me the matriarch of the family.”
I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Why would my dad have succumbed to her and why would he marry a woman who would do this to her?
“There’s no way he would ever agree to that!”
“He didn’t have a choice. When he was with your mom, your dad was a very successful and powerful man, but when she passed, he became a wreck and a shell of his former self,” Rebecca said. “When I met him he was practically like clay in my hand. I could shape him and mold him in any way I wanted. I told him that I had a way to help him regain his focus, his drive, his power. That’s how I first convinced him to wear a chastity cage. One very similar to yours.
“Wearing a chastity cage did help him regain his former self, but what he didn’t realize was that by giving me his key, he gave me an insurmountable power over him. Once we were married I started his transition into my sissy. If it makes you feel better, it wasn’t an easy transition. He put up quite a fight.”
“Like father, like son,” Tracy said.
I couldn’t believe what I was hearing from my stepmom. I stood in silence, my mouth agape.
“So he’s giving you trouble?” asked Rebecca.
“He embarrassed me tonight with Veronica. She said he wasn’t trained well enough and that he begged to feel his dick inside of her. She told me that he needs his male spirit broken.”
Rebecca nodded. “These men can be like gentle horses or wild stallions. Some convert willingly while others need to be rode hard until their spirits break. Are you prepared to ride him hard, dear?”
“I’m afraid he will like that too much and it won’t help.”
Rebecca laughed. “Of course he will like that. But I don’t mean you need to fuck him hard. You need to submit him, get him to see that there is no way other than yours.”
My eyes were going back and forth as I watched the two women talk about turning me into a sissy. I felt frozen in disbelief.
“Let me show you,” Rebecca said as she stepped closer to me. “Sissy, take of your pants,” she ordered me.
I stared at her for a moment and then gave in to her command, pulling down my shorts and letting them fall to the ground. I was once again left wearing nothing but my black lacy panties.
“I see you have him shaving his legs and wearing panties. That’s good.” Rebecca kneeled down in front of me and pulled my panties down to my knees. I quickly covered my cage with my hands, but she slapped them and pushed them away. “No need for modest, sissy.”
She grabbed my cage and inspected it. “This cage is too big, dear. You need to get him into the smallest size possible. His dick has too much room to grow in this cage. He needs his manhood suppressed. I think I may have a spare one he can wear.” She stood up and walked back to her daughter. “That will be a good next step. Make sure he keeps it on for a long time. It will make him desperate and easier to control.”
“Thank you, mother. I think I understand what I need to do now,” nodded Tracy.
“And you know what? Now that the women are in control of this house, I think we really need to take charge. To start, I think it’s time for this jobless sissy to finally start contributing for this family instead of living off daddy’s success.”
“What did you have in mind?” asked Tracy.
“I think it’s time for this house to have a maid,” said Rebecca with a devious smile on her face.




Chapter 3
Made a Maid
My life was getting out of control. How was this all happening to me? My stepmom wanted me to be the family maid?
“A maid?” Tracy pondered out loud. “You really think making him our maid will break him, mother?”
“Definitely,” said Rebecca. “Once you have him prancing around in a dress with a little apron while he cooks and cleans for us, it will surely take the last ounces of manhood out of him.”
She wants me to cook and clean for them? This is too much!
“Enough is enough. I don’t care what sort of crazy witches you think you are, but you can’t just make me do whatever you want,” I said. “I’m not your little doll you can just dress up and play with however you want.”
“Oh really, Andy? So you never want to get unlocked from your chastity cage? And you want all of those videos of you dressed as a woman sucking Roger’s cock released online?” asked Tracy.
I don't want any of that, but I definitely don't want to be their maid either. I'm at a loss.
I sighed.
“Look, Andy. We can’t make you do anything. Just like I couldn’t make you put on a chastity cage, dress up as a woman, or suck a man’s dick. You chose to do all of that, all it took was a little encouraging. We both know that you would love any excuse to dress up in a skimpy outfit all day so why not just give it a try? Be our family maid tomorrow.”
She was right. I did want to dress up more. Maybe cleaning the house wouldn’t be all that bad if I got to dress up more.
“Fine… I’ll do it. I’ll be your maid tomorrow,” I said.
“Yay!” exclaimed Tracy as she clapped her hands and hopped up and down. I watched her perky breasts bounce as she moved. “I’ll have an outfit for you in the morning, along with your new cage. If you do a good job, I think I may have a special surprise for you.”
I’ve learned enough to know that her surprises are never as well intentioned as she made them seem.
“Very good, Tracy,” said her mom. “I think that’s enough for tonight. We will continue to work on him in the coming weeks.”
“Thanks, mom.”
Both women turned and left, leaving me alone in my bedroom wearing just my panties. I put on my pajamas and crawled into bed, hoping I could get a good nights sleep to prepare for whatever was to come tomorrow.
✽✽✽
 
The next morning I woke up to a banging on my bedroom door. I propped myself up in my bed just in time to see Tracy strutting in with a big grin on her face and a bag in her hand.
“Good morning, brother. Are you ready for your exciting first day as my sissy maid?” asked Tracy.
“Don’t I get to wake up first?” I replied as I rubbed my eyes.
“Technically, a good maid should wake up before their master to have breakfast ready, but I will give you a break today because you don’t have your uniform yet.”
This is getting even better. Now I have to wake up at the crack of dawn to make them breakfast?
She continued. “I have it here for you though. Stand up and take off your clothes.”
I stood up from my bed and walked towards her. I began taking off my clothes as she walked behind me with her bag still in her hand. After I took my shirt off, I noticed her reach in to her bag and pull something out. She quickly slapped something cold on my wrist then pulled my other arm behind my back and slapped it on that wrist as well.
“What the hell?” I exclaimed when I noticed she had just handcuffed my arms behind me.
“Sorry, Andy, but this is the safest way for me to change out your chastity cage.” She pulled a key out of her pocket and unlocked my cage.
She pulled out a smaller pink chastity cage from her bag and slipped it over my dick and locked the cage. This cage was much more snug on my dick as it was half the size of my old cage.
“There we are,” she said. She tucked the key back into her pocket then set her bag on my bed. She pulled out another set of keys and unlocked the handcuffs. I massaged my sore wrists as she began pulling clothes out of the bag.
“Put on this bra to start and find a pair of panties to match,” she said. She tossed me a white bra from her bag.
I took off my clothes and grabbed the bra off the bed. I slipped it on then went to my closet to grab a fresh pair of panties. I picked out a matching white thong and put it on.
Next, she pulled out a black thonged bodysuit with a white collar.
“Here, put this on next,” she said.
I pulled the bodysuit over my head and clasped it between my legs as I tucked my cage beneath the straps. When I was done, she tossed me a black skirt to put on next, which I did. She once again walked behind me, this time she set a small white apron around my waist then pulled it behind me and tied the straps in a bow.
“Now just put on your wig and high heels and you’re all set.”
“No thigh highs?” I asked as I went to my closet to fetch the final items.
“You need to earn the right to dress sexier. Do a good job and I’ll give you some thigh highs, continue and I’ll give you a corset, and so on.”
“Oh, alright,” I said disappointedly. I put on my wig and high heels.
Tracy walked over to me and began straightening and brushing my wig. I looked at her beautiful face and, even after everything she had done to me, I still had the desire to taste her lips again.
“Were you ever going to let me fuck you?” I asked.
“Hmm, maybe if I’m ever lonely and horny I’ll use your dick or at least let you go down on me again. You were pretty good at that. But definitely not until we have you well trained as the house maid,” she said.
I found it hard to believe her, but still I knew I would hold on to that sliver of hope forever.
“But remember,” she said. “If you do a good job today, I have a very exciting surprise just for you.”
“Yes, mistress,” I said.
Her excitement for my surprise gave me an anxious feeling. No good can come from her excitement.
“Now let’s get you started. Mother and I are starving. Time for you to make us some breakfast!”




Chapter 4
Maid Service
The rest of the day was exhausting. It started with making Tracy and Rebecca breakfast and coffee while they mocked and teased me and my cooking. When they were done, I had to clean up after them. That, however, was the easy part of the day.
Before leaving for work, Tracy gave me a long checklist of tasks for me to do during the day. The list included: vacuuming the house, changing and washing their bedsheets, doing their laundry and putting it away, deep cleaning the kitchen and general tidying of the house.
My dad was off on a business trip and both Tracy and her mom left the house for work so I was at least able to do my chores without them breathing down my neck. But in the back of my mind I feared what they might do if I didn’t perform my chores to their liking.
A few hours in, I found this fear justified as Tracy stopped in for a surprise inspection. I had taken off my high heels to let my sore feet recover and when she found me not wearing them, she was upset. When she asked for a progress update on the list she had given me, she determined I was behind schedule and was furious.
She commanded me to bend over and I did as I was told. She pulled my skirt down to my ankles and began spanking me as hard as she could.
“I’m going to make your ass so sore you won’t be able to sit and laze about,” she shouted at me.
She was true to her word. My ass stung when she was done punishing me and ached for hours afterwards. However, it definitely lit a fire in me as I began working twice as fast to get my chores done, taking as few breaks as I could to hydrate and occasionally rub my hurting feet.
I made sure to have dinner cooking by the time both Tracy and Rebecca arrived home from work. I served them at the dining table while I took my plate alone in the kitchen. They told me that masters do not eat with the help and dismissed me when I tried to join them. When they were done with dinner, I cleaned the table, washed the dishes, then retreated to my room, hoping my day was finally over.
In my bedroom, I jumped into bed and laid still with my face down in the mattress as I tried to catch my breath. Before I could manage to relax, my door once again shot open and Tracy barged in.
“The house is looking good, sissy,” she said. “Not a bad first day on the job.”
“Thank you, mistress,” I said, my face still in my blankets.
“You should look at your mistress when she’s talking to you.”
I slowly pushed myself up and propped my back against the headboard of my bed.
“Sorry, mistress.”
“You must be wondering if you earned your special surprise today.”
I had forgotten all about it and just wanted to sleep.
“Yes, mistress. Of course,” I lied.
“Unfortunately, I did catch you out of uniform this afternoon which required a punishment. That put a blemish on the day so I can’t grant you your surprise. However, you did do a good job for your first day so you are now allowed to wear your thigh highs. Maybe those will help motivate you more.”
I perked up at the thought of wearing thigh highs with my uniform. “Thank you, mistress.”
“There’s always tomorrow to earn your big surprise, so keep your chin up,” she said with a wicked smile.
I sighed at the thought of repeating this tomorrow. “Didn’t I clean everything already? Would could you possibly need done tomorrow.”
“Oh, there’s always house work to be done. There’s plenty for tomorrow, the next day, and so on. Don’t you worry. You should probably rest up though. Mother and I will be expecting breakfast ready when we wake up from now on.”
I faked a smile. “Yes, mistress.”
“And remember, be a good, obedient maid tomorrow and you’ll get a big surprise.”
“Yes, mistress,” I repeated.
“On the other hand, additional offenses or breaking of rules and your punishments will escalate.”
I could still feel a reminisce of pain on my ass. I didn’t want to get anything worse than that.
I’ll have to bust it out tomorrow and then maybe I’ll be done with this.
“I understand,” I said.
“Good. I’ll see you in the morning,” said Tracy as she walked out of my bedroom.
I climbed out of bed, stripped out of my uniform and put one some pajamas. I crawled back into bed, closed my eyes and quickly fell asleep.
✽✽✽
 
The next morning I woke up before everyone else to get dressed and make breakfast. Wearing thigh highs with my uniform definitely made me feel sexier and more interested in the uniform. 
By the time Tracy and Rebecca had come out of their rooms, I had coffee and breakfast set out for them.
“Looks like our sissy can learn after all,” said Rebecca as she took a sip of coffee.
“I have no doubt that he will see things our way soon enough, mother,” said Tracy.
Rebecca smiled. “Let’s hope so. I don’t want to have to lift another finger in this house ever again.”
They both laughed together as they enjoyed the breakfast I had prepared for them while I cleaned the kitchen. 
Once again, Tracy gave me cleaning checklist for the day before she left for work. Today’s list included: scrubbing the bathroom sinks, toilets and showers, mopping the floors, and dusting the whole house. It sounded like another long day of work. Once they both left for work, I got started.
✽✽✽
 
Today was Rebecca’s chance to surprise me with visit. In the early afternoon, she snuck into the house and found me cleaning the living room bookcase with a duster.
“Looks like you’re still hard at work. Good job, sissy,” she said.
“Thank you,” I said as turned to see her and gave her a short bow. I wasn’t sure if I should refer to her as mistress as well, but I knew she would let me know either way.
I went back to dusting, but she lingered behind me, watching me. After a long moment, she walked up to me and pulled up my skirt.
“You have a nice plump ass,” she said. She grabbed my ass with both hands and gave my cheeks firm squeezes. “I bet it really bounces when it gets fucked. I look forward to finding out soon.”
I felt my dick trying to get hard in its chastity cage. 
My stepmom wants to fuck me now? Maybe this life isn’t so bad after all.
She walked out of the room and I eventually heard the front door slam shut. 
✽✽✽
 
That evening, after I had finished cleaning up dinner, I was once again exhausted. A second full day spent in high heels felt like eternity. I left the kitchen to head to my bedroom, but Tracy was blocking my door.
“You did a great job today, Andy. Even your cooking was improved,” she said.
“Thank you, mistress,” I replied.
“I’m happy to say that you have earned your big reward today. Are you excited?”
“Uhh, I guess so. Thank you, mistress,” I said hesitantly. I still wasn’t sure if I trusted her to give me something I actually wanted.
She opened my door and swung it open. “He’s waiting for you inside. Go on in.”
He?!
I took a few steps towards the entrance to my room and peeked my head in. There was indeed a man sitting on my bed. He turned to look at me and gave me a wave when our eyes locked.
It was Roger Long.




Chapter 5
Rode Hard
What was Roger doing in my bedroom? The last time I saw him was in his expensive condo when I sucked his dick. Did he come back for more?
“Uhh, hi,” I said to him as I returned his wave.
“Hey there,” he replied. He wore dark gray slacks and a light blue button up shirt. He ran a hand through his greying hair.
I walked into my bedroom and looked around. Nothing seemed to be off, but I had an odd feeling about his presence.
I turned back to Tracy and asked, “So he’s my surprise?”
“Oh, yes,” she said. “Roger was very taken by you and decided he wanted to append more to his order. Under one stipulation of course… you.”
“M-me?” I asked, surprised.
“That’s right,” Roger said. 
I turned back to look at him. I could already see the outline of an erect cock in his pants. He was definitely excited to see me.
He continued, “You had a certain fire in you. An eagerness and lust. Having you suck my cock left me very satisfied that night, but my desire for you is far from satiated.”
I felt my penis start growing from his words. 
He really wants me!
“Oh, I see,” I said.
Tracy walked next to me and slapped my ass.
“This time, however,” she said. “He requested something more than a simple blow job.”
My eyes bulged in shock.
He wants to fuck me!
I couldn’t speak. I looked back and forth between Tracy and Roger, my heart beginning to race.
“Don’t worry, I’ll be gentle,” he said with a creepy chuckle.
I finally found my voice. “N-no! No! I can’t do this! I don’t want to get fucked by a man.”
“Stop lying to yourself, brother! You know you do. You loved sucking Roger’s cock and you loved it when I fucked you. You loved it so much that you had to fuck yourself because you needed to feel it again. Remember saying that?”
“Yes…,” I admitted. She was right, I did love the feeling of being fucked by the dildo. 
“Roger is about the same size as your dildo so what’s the difference? You’ll enjoy it at least just as much.”
“One is fake and one is real and attached to a man, that’s the difference,” I exclaimed.
I looked back at Roger and saw that he had taken his pants off and was stroking his large cock while sitting on my bed. Tracy walked over to him and kneeled next to his cock.
“So there’s no part of you that wants to come over here and just touch it a little bit?” she asked.
“I guess touching wouldn’t be too bad,” I said. I walked over and knelt in front of Roger. I reached out and grabbed his cock and started stroking it. Touching it brought back a wave of memories and desires. I remembered how it felt inside of my mouth, how it tasted, and how happy I was as it exploded cum deep in my throat.
“See, that’s not too bad,” said Tracy.
“It’s not,” I said.
“What about just a little kiss on the head? That would be harmless.”
“O-ok,” I choked out. I pulled his cock down towards my mouth as I opened it, puckering my lips together. I leaned forward to give Roger’s cock a kiss.
Just as my lips touched his cock, I felt a force on the back of my head push me forward and his dick went deep into my mouth. I gagged and realized that Tracy was holding my head down.
“Let’s speed this up. You know you want to suck it. So just suck it, slut,” she said.
My hand still on the base of his shaft and my mouth now filled with his cock, I looked back at Tracy. She gave me her supporting yet commanding nod. She was right, this is what I wanted. 
I felt my body fill with a feeling of euphoria as I started sucking his cock. It was liberating to not only admit my desire to myself but to act on it.
I looked up at Roger who was leaning back in the bed, holding himself up with his arms. His eyes were closed and his head back as he enjoyed the pleasure of my lips and tongue on his cock. I felt appreciative of the dildo sucking practice Tracy had made me perform as I had much more confidence and vigor for sucking his cock this time.
I continued to suck. I twisted my head as I went up and down and ran my tongue along his shaft. I slurped up my excess drool and grabbed his hard abs. I could feel my dick pulsing with arousal and delight.
“You’re becoming such a good cock sucker, Andy. Such a good sissy.” She pulled me back, off of Roger’s cock, snapping me out of my trance. I looked back at her, confused. As if to answer my look she said, “That’s enough of that. We both know what you need to do now."
I nodded my agreement as I bit my lip.
She walked to my closet and pulled out my container of lubricant. She handed it to Roger and he generously applied it to his dick. It was fully erect, its veins well pronounced and its head bulbous. 
I pulled down my panties and aimed my asshole at his cock as I faced Tracy.
“That’s right. Take that dick,” she ordered me.
“Yes, mistress,” I answered.
I squatted down, pushing my ass further towards Roger’s cock. He grabbed his shaft and directed it towards my asshole. When I felt the tip on my hole, I pushed down hard until I felt it penetrate me. I gasped as I felt his cock enter.
I continued squatting down, allowing his cock to enter deeper inside of me.
“All the way down, sissy. Don’t disappoint me again,” said Tracy as she watched intently. 
I followed her orders and let his cock fully inside of me until I could feel his thighs on my ass. Roger grabbed the sides of my ass, spreading my cheeks, then began thrusting his cock up and down, fucking me. I started moaning as he thrusted harder. I put my hands on the edge of the bed to brace myself and began bouncing to the rhythm of his thrusts.
“You love that cock, don’t you? Tell me you love it, sissy,” said Tracy.
I moaned. “I love cock!” I shouted.
“You’re going to be my cock slut from now on. Do you like that? Do you want to be my cock slut?”
“Yes! Please let me be your cock slut!”
My moaning grew louder as Roger kept fucking me. I could feel his cock begin to pulse. Its head growing bigger. He let go of my ass and grabbed my chest as if he was grabbing breasts. He ran his hands down my body to my hips. It felt so good to be caressed like a woman while he fucked me. My penis was throbbing in pleasure and I felt like I was close to cumming in my cage again.
Suddenly, he pulled my hips down, thrusting his dick all the way inside me as he held me in place. That’s when I felt his cock pump and erupt inside of me. I could feel his cum fill me as his dick continued to pump.
“Just a little more, please! I’m so close!” I whined. I tried to bounce on his cock more.
Tracy raised her hand and gave Roger a signal to stop and he again held me down. “I’m afraid not, Andy. If you want more cock and another chance to cum, you will have to wait for your next reward. And earn it as my maid.”
After a moment, Roger started to push my ass off of his dick. I clenched my asshole to keep his cum inside of me. I felt sad feeling his cock leave me. My own cock continued to throb in frustration, but I knew my chance was lost.
I looked at my stepsister and saw pride emanating from her smile. She was happy to have just watched me get fucked by a man and happy that she knew I wanted more of it. 
“So, are you going to be a good sissy maid for me so I can reward you with more cock?” Tracy asked.
“Yes, mistress,” I said. 
For more of that, I would.
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