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“Come on, Blake. We’ve already got you a hotel room paid for and everything, man. You’ve got to get out of the house and do something. That bitch you’re with is just eating away at your soul,” Charles said.

I rolled my eyes, “You just want me to party in Vegas with you guys.”

Paul shook his head, “We want you to have some damn fun for once dude. Ever since you’ve got with this bitch, all you do is throw your money at her and hope that she stays with you. Why not go out and find someone for one night, just one. Have a one night stand and enjoy yourself or you’re going to end up offing yourself, dude.”

I love my wife, I really do, and it isn’t her fault that we’re having difficulties. The person she married is someone she loves, I know she does, but I can’t satisfy her. I know that Jess cheats on me, that’s not even a question. I’ve caught her doing it, but I can’t blame her at all. My size isn’t what she considers adequate. Four and a half measly inches of shame resided in my pants, she insulted it daily.

“Look, I’ll go, but it’s not going to change anything. She’s probably going to leave me, but I do love her.”

“You’ve been saying that since high school, Blake. You’re twenty-three. Wake up and smell the roses, dude, she’s just using you,” Paul said.

I looked away from them, “You two are assholes.”

“Pack a bag and try to leave your panties behind,” Charles taunted.

I didn’t own any panties but they both liked to joke about my rather feminine nature. My shoulder-length blond hair didn’t do me any favors in the masculinity department, but I enjoyed the look at least. Personal satisfaction mattered the most, right? I wished that wasn’t the case, I’m miserable. My life is awful and I can’t find a way out of this shitty situation. Maybe this vacation is just what I need. Get away from my wife for a few days and reassess what goals I should be shooting for.

The plans were already in motion, even if I didn’t know all of the details. I packed a suitcase and we were off. The drive seemed to take forever, but it wasn’t all that bad. Once there, the flashing lights and crowds of people was a huge culture shock for me.

Charles, Paul, and I all lived in a rather small town. Three thousand people, that was it. This was massively out of my comfort zone and I slouched in my seat. Paul patted me on the shoulder, “Loosen up, Blake. You’re not going to have to go out tonight. We got you a room and a visitor.”

“You did what?” I asked.

“Yeah, we hired an escort. Trust us, you’ll love her,” Charles said.

I sighed and stayed quiet as they took me to the hotel. There was no reason to argue with them, they did tell me that I should get laid. If anything, I should have expected them to pull a stunt like this. The massive hotel made my nausea preemptively act up, “Uh, guys? What floor is my room on?”

“Fifth, we both know you’re a little bitch when it comes to heights. Don’t you worry that pretty little head,” Charles teased.

We checked in and they both got their rooms before I got my card for my door. As we got in the elevator, Paul warned me, “Her name is Sandra, but you’re probably going to want to call her Mistress.”

My eyes widened, “What the fuck did you two do?”

“You’re going to find out at six,” Charles said.

I glanced at my phone, it was already five-thirty. I rushed out of the elevator and hurried to my room. “Have fun, Blair!” they called out in unison.

They knew I hated when they called me that. You get drunk enough to let a guy fondle you in a bar ONE time… We split up and I went to my room. The royal blue walls greeted me and the smell of fresh linens lightened my mood. It was hard to be upset in such an immaculate room. The gold-colored bedclothes took my breath away and I took a moment to run my hand over them. They were beyond soft and I couldn’t wait to take a nap on them.

I almost did, until I remembered that I had a ‘Mistress’ coming to my room to sleep with me. I got my skinny ass in the shower as soon as possible and cleaned myself up. Seconds after I’d dried off and put my shorts and tee shirt on, a pattern of knocks tapped out on my door. I walked to the door and put on a smile as I opened it, “Good afterno—”

My words caught in my throat as I saw her. Her voluptuous breasts were pushed together and in her low cut shirt, it was impossible to not stare. Her wide hips caught my attention, but I thought I saw a shadow that shouldn’t have been there at the crotch of her skirt. This woman was gorgeous and I wanted to tell her, but she spoke before I could say anything else.

“Blake, Blair, whatever they want me to call you, you should probably invite me in before I choke you,” she said.

Her cold tone sent a shiver down my back, “Y-Yes, Mistress. Please come in.” In seconds, I was already trying to avoid this beautiful brunette’s scorn. She walked past me and I took a second to enjoy her stocking-covered shapely legs.

“My name is Sandra, I’m going to be here for two hours at the tops, or until you’ve been taken care of. I’ll let you know when I believe you’re finished. A few disclaimers. No, I do not have any diseases, and no, you do not have to last the full two hours. I assure you, that won’t happen. I’m a Mistress, from what Charles said, that won’t be an issue for you. From this point on, you will address me as Mistress, and you will answer to whatever I call you. What are your hard limits?”

There was so much information to take in. I started with the easy question, “I don’t know what my limits are? I guess if you do something I don’t like, I’ll tell you? Mistress?”

“That’s fine. If something is too much for you, you will say the word red. Under no other circumstances will you use it. Are we clear?” she asked as she sat on the bed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. From what I hear, you’re in a bad relationship. I’m not here to offer therapy. I don’t care how that’s going, I really don’t. If your wife finds out and tries to take action against me, I assure you that it won’t end well. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Mistress. She won’t find out. I hope no one else finds out,” I mumbled.

She shook her head, “That won’t be the case. Discretion is practiced, for the most part. If you or your friends disclose my information, expect to have your kneecaps broken.”

My eyes snapped to her hazel eyes, “What?”

“I didn’t stutter. With that out of the way, I’d like you to strip. You look more like a woman than most of my female clients, so I’d like to see what I’m working with,” Sandra said.

I hated that she wasn’t wrong, but I’ve never been masculine and I wouldn’t pretend to be. That just wasn’t who I was. I took my shirt off and revealed my smooth upper half to her. She clicked her tongue and smiled, “And the shorts.”

I let out a quiet groan and pushed my shorts to the floor and kicked them away. “Why are you still wearing boxers, slut? You’re already half naked, stop thinking that it matters. I assure you, you’re not going to impress me.”

Why was I being called a slut? Wasn’t she the one that sold her body to others? I certainly wouldn’t say that to her, she had a very commanding vibe about her that I didn’t want to test. I pushed away my zebra striped boxer shorts and she audibly laughed at my penis.

“Is that it? Oh my god, I can see why your wife is having problems. Don’t worry, small things are cute. Like a teacup chihuahua, it’s only cute because it’s so tiny. Turn around, sissy,” she demanded.

“I’m not a sissy!” I huffed. Even as I did, I turned around and cocked one hip to the side.

She stood up and got closer to me. A burning pain ripped through my butt and a loud smacking sound rang out. I screamed, “What the fuck!”

“You didn’t call me Mistress. On top of that, you talked back to me. A girl should know her place, shouldn’t she?” Sandra asked.

I whimpered and shook my head, “I’m not a girl, Mistress.”

“You’re whatever I want you to be. A cock that small and you’ve got the balls to call yourself a man?” she asked. Her hand moved to cup my testicles and I let out a quiet gasp, “No, these definitely aren’t large enough to back that claim up.”

“M-Mistress, I don’t know if I like being called a woman,” I mumbled.

“You’re not saying red, that means it’s not a hard limit. So shut the fuck up and appreciate that I’m letting you breathe the same air as me, slut.”

“Y-Yes, Mistress,” my head ducked low. Why was I letting her talk to me like this? If that wasn’t bad enough, I could feel my cock getting hard from this treatment.

Sandra’s hand moved up to my tiny cock and gave it a few soft strokes, “Good girls get rewards. Don’t you want to be a good girl for your Mistress?”

I nodded my head. She roughly slapped my ass with her free hand, “I asked a question, I expect an answer, whore!”

“I want to be a good girl, Mistress!” I yelped. There was something strangely satisfying about being treated like this. I wouldn’t tell my friends about this, of course, but I loved the feeling of being this woman’s plaything. She had me at her mercy and I hadn’t even seen her pussy yet.

She pulled away from me and moved to sit on the bed, “Go stand in the corner, baby girl. I’ve got to get ready for you.”

I walked to the closest corner and asked quietly, “How often do you do this, Mistress?”

“Do I already have you wanting to come back for a second trip? Such an easy little girl to please. I perform four nights a week,” she answered.

Her clothes fell to the floor and I soon heard the sound of plastic being torn open. A familiar latex smell drifted to my nose and I wondered why she had a condom out. Surely she didn’t know my size beforehand?

“I was just curious, you seem to know what you’re doing, Mistress,” I said.

“It’s my job to make people enjoy their time with me. You’re a little bitch boy that wants to be seen as a man. But that would be going against your nature. So instead, you thrive in an environment where people have power over you. Let me guess, you work at a cubicle farm, data processing or IT.”

Her assessment was spot on, but it still stung. “I’m a technical supp—”

“Don’t care. I knew I was right before I asked. That’s the difference between people like your wife and myself. I’m confident in what I want. I tell my submissive sluts what I need from them and they perform. It’s simple. Now,” she tossed something my way and I caught a glimpse of the white panties with lace trim, “put those on.”

I turned to pick them up and I could see the thickest cock I’d ever seen in my life. Admittedly, I’d searched for ways to increase my own size and all the images I’d burned through couldn’t compare to her cock. Easily nine inches long and thicker than my forearm and then some, I was envious and slightly afraid. Most of all, I was shocked. “W-What the fuck? You’re a guy?”

Her eyes bore into me, “I’m transgender. Call me a guy again and I’ll forgo the lube and fuck you until you beg for mercy.”

“S-Sorry, Mistress,” I mumbled. Even with this development, I didn’t want to have her stop. She was still appealing to me, even if I didn’t know how on earth she would get me off. My wife and I have never done anal… But wait, didn’t her cock have the condom on it? Everything clicked into place for me and as I stepped into the panties, I blushed a deep shade of crimson. “Y-You’re not going to fuck me, are you, Mistress?”

“That’s exactly what’s going to happen. I’m going to stretch your tight little boy pussy around my cock and leave you in a puddle of your own cum. I might even do something extra special for you if you’re a good girl, seeing as how you’re obviously not getting the treatment you deserve at home.”

The offer of something special sounded wonderful, but I didn’t think I would enjoy being filled by such a massive cock. I pulled the panties over the swell of my ass and they fit snugly. She was larger than me in most dimensions, but her panties fit perfectly. If I had to guess, it was because her massive balls and thick cock filled them out.

“Huh, those barely fit me. I might just let you keep them. How would you like that, whore?” she asked.

I couldn’t pull my eyes from her cock, “I… I would like that, Mistress.”

“Good girl. You’ve got about an hour and forty-five minutes. I’ll let you make one request. You will not penetrate me, not that you could even get that little thing in me. I will not suck your tiny cock either, that’s just… Pathetic.”

I sighed and nodded. A few moments passed as I tried to think about what I wanted from her. Not being allowed to use my cock was a little disappointing, but that disappointment would have been mirrored if I did use it. Sandra didn’t deserve to be disappointed. That thought struck me as comical. I barely knew this woman but here I was, ready to please her.

“Can you kiss me, Mistress?” my hands trembled and my breath faltered.

She smiled and my heart fluttered as she walked towards me. Her hands fell to either side of my head and she pressed her crimson lips against mine. It wasn’t a deep kiss, but it didn’t need to be. She provided me with what I asked for and then pulled away, “Bend over the bed. I’d like to get this started. And don’t worry.” Her hands slid down my body and she squeezed my ass, “I’ve got plenty in the tank for a few rounds.”

I nodded and pulled away from her. After I bent over the bed, I turned to ask, “Mistress, shouldn’t I take the panties off?”

“Not if you want to be a good little cock slut for me. A well-trained sissy doesn’t ask silly questions,” she said as she stepped behind me. To my left, there was a bottle of lubricant that wasn’t there moments ago. She picked it up and asked quietly, “I don’t really want to wear a condom, slut. Would that be a problem for you?”

She said she was clean earlier, so really, I didn’t care. Condom or not, I was still going to end up with her cock in my ass, “No, Mistress. You can fuck me without it.”

“Such a dirty mouth on my little girl. That’s just fine, I’ll teach you some manners before too long,” she cooed. The condom was pulled off and she tossed it in the trash beside my nightstand. As she walked back, I saw her working a glob of cum onto her cock and I clenched instinctively. That was going to hurt going in, no two ways about it.

She pulled my panties aside. I felt that heated cock pressing against my virgin ass and I let out a soft whimper. “Shh, it’s alright. You’ll get used to it after a few moments. But you might want to take a deep breath.”

Her advice was delivered in a rather soft tone which concerned me. I took that deep breath and I felt her push her crown inside my tight hole. That breath was let out in the form of a pained scream. Never in my life had I experienced something that made me want to tear my hair out while still making my cock throb.

She eased another few inches in my tight ass before she stopped, “Shh, screaming bloody murder is only going to get people to knock on your door. It’s already in, don’t make me have to pull out just to answer the door and let them know I’m punishing a cock hungry slut.”

I rubbed my hands across my eyes to wipe away the forming tears, “Y-Yes, Mistress. Your cock is just so b-big!”

“I know it is, but you already proved that you can handle it. Be a good cock sleeve and scream into a pillow or ball up the covers, okay?” she started thrusting into me again.

I grabbed a pillow and pulled it closer. Positioning it under my chest, I wrapped my arms around it and hugged it tightly as she worked herself into my ass with slow strokes. The top of the bottle of lube popped open again and I felt the cold gel dripping onto my gaped hole. Not only did it make my butt stop hurting as bad for a moment, it also helped her cock slide further into me.

Her cock delved deep into my ass and I could feel a pressure building in my stomach. Being penetrated this way was uncomfortable, or at least, it was different. It didn’t take long for that pain to wash away, the slightest sting remaining as her massive cock worked into my hole. She leaned over me and whispered softly, “Be proud, little whore. It’s not every day that you take seven and a half inches of girth into your boy pussy.”

While her words were crude, I did feel that flutter in my chest again. I knew I was achieving something big, literally. How many guys could say that a woman with a cock almost as big as a coke can fucked them? Probably not many, but then again, how many guys were little sluts like me?

My own thoughts caught me by surprise. If it felt this good, why should I feel bad about enjoying it so much? Having her cock in my ass while her panties kept my own cock snug against my crotch, that was something I would gladly experience again. I knew that some people thought that anal sex was amazing, but I wouldn’t have believed it if I wasn’t experiencing it first hand.

The way her cock pressed against my prostate as she fucked me mercilessly was bliss. I couldn’t stop the stream of moans that flowed from me. “M-Mistress, f-fuck me harder, please!” I begged.

“I told you, you would learn to be a good little slut, didn’t I?” she cooed. Her hips pounded into me, each stroke of her cock into my ass sending her balls crashing into my cheeks. The sound of our hips clapping together further served to arouse me and I knew I wouldn’t last much longer.

“Y-Yes, Mistress! I’m close!” I cried.

She snaked an arm under my hips and squeezed the base of my cock painfully tight, “I don’t care if you’re close. I didn’t tell you that you could cum.” Sandra used my cock as something of a handle. She pulled against it and I lifted my hips higher for her.

I could feel the cum aching in my balls, desperate to release itself into my panties, but she didn’t let me. My moans turned into desperate cries of frustrated pleasure.

“You want to cum, don’t you slut?” she grunted.

“I do, Mistress!”

She let go of my cock and took a handful of my blonde hair and pulled hard to arch my back. “Then squirt your pathetic load into my panties. If you want to keep them, you’ll learn to appreciate being covered in cum. That’s what a whore wants, isn’t it?”

“F-Fuck yes!” I screamed. The pent-up tension in my balls released in floods. While my orgasms weren’t typically large, I didn’t think I would ever stop cumming as she continued fucking my ass.

Her quiet grunts only brought me more pleasure. Just knowing that she was enjoying my greedy boy pussy sent me into a state of euphoria. I felt like this was my calling. I should be serving a Mistress with my body, doing anything she wanted as long as it brought her pleasure.

My tight ass must have felt even tighter while I climaxed as her thrusts were taking full advantage of my body’s natural clenching. Sandra let go of my hands and grabbed my ass, spreading my cheeks as she gave me a few last strokes. Then, her cock pulled out of me. She quickly climbed onto the bed and turned my head towards her. I opened my mouth and took the head of her cock into my mouth.

A good sissy didn’t need to be told what to do.

“I told you, if you were a good girl, you’d get a reward. Enjoy, whore,” she unleashed her hot girl-cum into my mouth. After a few spurts, I was struggling to swallow it all. I choked on the deliciously salty cum and got some on my lips. She gave up on making me enjoy all of her cum and pulled back, spraying the rest of her load onto my face.

Those warm ropes felt like the best reward. Never in my life would I imagine feeling this satisfied by being showered in another person’s spunk, yet here I was… Life had never been better.

Her orgasm finally stopped, the covers around my head were caught in the crossfire of her seemingly never-ending fountain of cum, my poor hair was soaked, and I knew I would have to take another shower. That didn’t stop me from smiling at her. I showed her the little cum that remained in my mouth and then swallowed.

“Such a good whore…” she leaned back and tapped glanced at her phone. “You’ve got an hour left, but you don’t look like you could handle another round if your life depended on it. So how about a compromise? I’ll give you a free hour next time you come around.”

I nodded slowly, “I would love that, Mistress. Thank you for teaching me this, by the way.”

She cocked her head, “Teaching you what?”

“That I’m a good girl. I didn’t know I was a sissy but after you… I don’t think I could even dream of having sex like I used to. Maybe I can get my wife to use me as well, that might help out.”

“It might. Learn to eat her pussy like a good little whore and you’ll do just fine with her. And don’t forget that she’s in charge of you. A sissy always takes orders from her betters,” Sandra said with a smirk.

I slowly got off the bed and asked, “Can I still keep these panties?”

“Of course, I wouldn’t want them back now anyway.”

“Then I’ll see you next time?”

She started getting dressed, “Go get a shower. I’ll leave a business card on your bed. It was nice playing with you, Blair.”

“I loved every second of it, Mistress.”
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