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I was folding clothes when I dropped something on the floor. I bent down to pick it up, and my fingers brushed over my wife's lace underwear. My fingers stroked the soft lace. I don't know how long I was standing like that before I went back to folding the clothes. And when I was putting our clothes into the closet, my eyes landed on a matching bra of the panties I’d picked up earlier. I hesitated. Then, I reached out and grabbed it, lifting it out from the drawer. I glanced around the room, suddenly nervous that anyone would see me. The bra was black with white lace creating a pretty pattern over it. Before I could stop myself, I’d moved over to the curtains, closed them and stripped out of my clothes. I caught sight of my naked frame in the full-length bedroom mirror. The sight of myself with my slight frame and erect cock made me self-conscious, and I hesitated for a moment before I picked up Dana's panties and slid them up my legs. They were softer and tighter against my skin than my own underwear. I slid my hand down to the bulge in front. My breathing was getting faster. My dick harder. There was something delightful about wearing her underwear as if I was doing something forbidden by putting my man-parts where they didn't belong. At least according to society…I glanced at the bra before picking it up. I studied it for a while, trying out the locking mechanism before I slid it up my arms. It took several minutes before I finally managed to hook it at the back. I turned to the mirror and studied myself. I always had broad hips for a man, I thought to myself with just an ounce of satisfaction. I let my hands rest on my hips, exploring my own skin while my eyes watched hypnotised by my movement. My cock was straining the panties. I slipped a hand under the bra and pinched my nipple. I gasped at the sensation. 

“Honey, I’m home!” Panic rushed through me at the thought of being caught like this. My hands shot away from myself with a speed that couldn’t match anything I’d ever done before. I looked frantically for my clothes. No time to take off the underwear.

“Craig? Are you home?” her voice came from the hallway. I could hear her footsteps but I was unable to tell which way she was going. Was she walking this way? I couldn’t tell. I finally found my trousers and grabbed them, hurrying to put my legs through and get them on before she checked if I was in our bedroom. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror and realised that the bra was still very visible. I buttoned the trouser hurriedly, looking from side to side to find my t-shirt while I did so. Her footsteps were decidedly getting closer. There, in a corner. I practically dived at the shirt, grabbed it and threw it on. The door handle rattled, pulled down just as I popped my head through the hole. Her face peered through the slit the door made. 

“Ah, there you are, I-” she began, then her expression turned into puzzlement.

“Why are you wearing your shirt the wrong way?”

“I am?” I glanced down.

“Ah, you’re right. I am.” A forced laughter escaped my throat. I saw her eyes search my face, then look down at my crotch, where my cock was still very much erect. A grin appeared on her face and she started moving towards me.

“Well, someone’s happy to see me,” she grinned. A thousand things went through my mind at the same time, all of them wondering if she had noticed anything. I resisted the urge to glance down at myself or use my hands to straighten my clothes. She stopped inches away from my face. Her hand pressed against my crotch and I gasped.

“You were having some down time with yourself while I was out, weren’t you? You dirty dog. Having fun without me….” She leaned closer, I could feel her breath on my lips. She gave my cock a light squeeze and moments later, I felt her lips on mine. I moaned. I felt her other hand slip under my shirt and tensed. Oh no. She was going to find out. I needed to do something before-

“Craig?”

“Um?”

“Are you all right? You seem a little tense.”

“I uh…um.” I looked at her. She was searching my face, looking for answers. I started inching away, wanting to get away from the risk of exposure.

“Hey, it’s ok. Whatever it is, it’s ok,” she said and embraced me. I was unable to move. Horrified at the contact.

“Craig…” she leaned away from me, studying me with intense eyes. Her lips broke into a mischievous grin, and her eyes twinkled dangerously.

“Are you wearing one of my bras?” I opened my mouth to answer, but all that escaped my mouth was a series of stutters. I closed my eyes and tried to regain my posture by clearing my throat. I had to think fast. Should I deny it? Wouldn’t it just make me more suspicious? Before I could make up my mind, Dana had already slipped her hand under my shirt again.

"Oh my God, you are!" I wanted to shrink and crawl into a hole. Despite my shame, my cock was as hard as ever.

“Show me, honey. I want to see it.”

“So…have you bought your own or have you stolen mine?”

"I uh…" I still found it difficult to talk. My cheeks were burning from the embarrassment.

“It’s ok. You don’t have to tell me,” she said. I looked at her. The anger and rejection that I’d expected, was nowhere to be found in that expression. She bit her lip and glanced at me.

“So um…can I see?” The words took a while for my brain to register. When they did, I managed to nod but I still couldn’t bring myself to look her in the face.

I reached for the edge of the shirt and pulled it over my head. I felt naked with the unfamiliar feeling of her bra against my upper body. I gazed at the floor. Her hand reached up and touched my cheek, pulling it up until I met her eyes.

“You know, I think this is kind of hot.” I couldn’t believe my ears. I didn’t know what to say in return. I just stood there. She stepped closer to me. I felt her blouse against my skin and shivered slightly. She leaned close to my ear and murmured:

“You know…I can see the waistband of your panties too…it looks like they have a lot more lace on them than what you usually wear…” As she spoke, her fingers found the buttons on my jeans and she started to slowly unbutton them. I shivered slightly from her touches. My skin prickled and at that moment, nothing except her closeness existed. My jeans fell to the floor and I stepped out of them.

“Oh, silly boy…or maybe I should say silly girl?” she said with a teasing tone.

“You can’t wear manly socks with that cute outfit, dear. Why don’t you take them off.” I looked down and realised that I was, indeed, still wearing socks. I bent down and removed them, tossing them over to the laundry basket at the other side of the room.”  

“Turn around so I can get a good look, honey,” Dana said. My arms down, I turned slowly, a whole turn until I faced her again. I could feel my cheeks burn the entire time I did as she instructed.

“So you like this, hm?” She stepped closer to me and started stroking my cock through the panties. I could feel that I would not be able to last long this time and I wanted to stop her from touching me to prevent spluttering my seed into the panties.

“D-don’t. I’ll…I’m uh…I’m gonna cum…if you…ah…continue…mmmh" I said when all I wanted was for her to keep that touch on me and make me cum.

“No? You don’t want me to touch you here?” she moved her hand for a moment and a pathetic whimper left my throat.

“No…I want it…please touch me again,” I begged.

“Oh, wow. You like wearing my underwear that much? I wish I’d known about this sooner…” She said and placed her hand back in front of my crotch, and returned to her rubbing. I was breathing hard, trying to focus on my breath to hold back the orgasm that was building up inside me. It felt like a warm ball that spread from my belly down to my scrotum. 

"So…tell me. Do you like it when I take charge as well?" I looked at her and nodded, eager to please as she fondled my highly sensitive area.

“What about…name-calling? Do you want me to call you my little slut?” I moaned and before I could stop myself, my mind went completely blank and a shout escaped my lips.

I must have collapsed, because the next thing I remember, was that I woke up lying on the bed with my wife’s fingers lightly trailing little touches on my chest.

“Well, I guess that answers that,” she said when she saw that I was awake. I was still wearing my wife’s underwear. A feeling of disgust at myself rose in my chest, and all I wanted to do was remove the bra and cum stained panties from my body. But before I was able to move, Dana opened her mouth to speak:

“I think we need to talk, dear.” My mouth went dry. Those words put together in that way never lead to anything good. Was it too much for her to have a husband who liked wearing women’s underwear? Was she going to file for a divorce? I risked a glance at her and when my eyes rested on her, I realised how beautiful I found her. My fear of losing her making my love for her rise in my chest.

“Oh, don’t look at me like that. I walk in on you in my underwear, and you didn’t expect me to want to talk about it? Honestly, you must have thought about this at some point.”

“W-well, I suppose…I-” She pecked my cheek and rested her head on my chest. She was quiet for so long that I was starting to wonder if she was going to have the conversation today or some other time when she finally opened her mouth.

“When we started dating, I thought you were this seriously vanilla guy, and I really liked you and didn’t want to ruin anything between us. But…there’s this whole side of me that you don’t know. This side of me that really likes seeing you like this.” Her fingers trailed the lace on the bra.

“It wasn’t the first time you wore my underwear, was it?” I hesitated before I answered.

“No.” I could feel her smile against my chest.

“Look. I love you. And that won’t change. However, I want things to change in this relationship. I don’t know how much you know about dominant-submissive relationships already…?” She left the question hanging in the room. I bit my lip. It was now or never.

“I know enough to know that I…wouldn’t mind giving you the control in the bedroom.” I glanced at her to try and decipher her reaction to my words. When she grinned, I relaxed.

“I thought you’d never ask. Though I suppose it was technically not a question…”

"I want you to tell me some of your fantasies. I can only give you what you want if I know what it is. And if you don't want to tell me, we could always experiment…" she grinned again and my heart leapt at all the possibilities that lurked behind that smile. I cleared my throat.

“I don’t really know…where to begin.”

“Well, how about we start right here with this underwear. Do you think about being in public when you wear it or do you think about…us here at home in private?” her hand slid down my stomach to the front of the panties again, where I was already starting to grow again.

“I uh…both,” was all I was able to say.

“And uh…s-sometimes I think about what it would be like to be dressed up as a woman and go out.”

“Really…?”

“Y-yes.”

“What about being fucked like a woman…do you ever think about that?”

“What? You mean being fucked by a guy?” She laughed.

“No, no, silly. I mean with a strap-on.”

“Oh. Um.”

“Remember that time I slipped a finger inside you?” My mind raced back to that evening.

“You came so hard the minute I found your prostate…but when you didn’t want to talk about it later, I just assumed…” I shook my head.

“No, I liked it…I just…” I blushed.

“I was embarrassed.”

“Uh-huh…” she kissed my mouth and lifted herself up. She glanced down at me and I could see her grin. She straddled me, and my cock grew another inch.

"Oh, Craig," she said, bent down and kissed me. Her weight and the feel of her butt cheeks on my crotch made my hips buckle involuntarily. I gasped and returned the kiss, reaching up to fumble with the buttons on her blouse. She giggled, leaned back and unbuttoned the blouse herself. Round breasts peeked out from under the blouse, only held back by her bra. She giggled again.

“Look, we’re wearing matching underwear.” I glanced down at myself and saw that she was right. She threw the blouse on the floor and bent down to kiss me again, her hands sneaking behind her back to unclasp the bra. My hands reached out and brushed her skin. It was warm beneath my touch. She somehow managed to wriggle herself out of her skirts and panties by some source of acrobatic skill. In the process, she dismounted from me and threw the clothes on the floor. She was standing next to the bed looking down at me and grinned. She leaned down towards me, arms supporting her weight as she slowly crawled over to me. She kissed my lips one more time before swinging her leg over my head, placing one knee on either side of me. She grabbed my hair with her hands and sat down on my face. Her dripping wet pussy pressed at my mouth, and I eagerly opened it to taste her. Her salty flavour rushed over my taste buds as I lapped out with my tongue, searching for the button of nerves. When I found it, I brushed my tongue along her slit until I reached the top of the button, flicked my tongue and reversed the stroke. 

“Mmmh, that’s it. Keep doing that, honey,” her fingers dug into my hair and I did my best to keep a steady rhythm with my tongue. I was getting hard again and moved a hand to stroke myself while I pleasured her with my tongue.

“Nah-uh.” She swatted my hand.

“I want you fully concentrated. Keep licking,” she said. I whimpered and flicked my tongue at her bud. It felt like pleasurable torture when she started to press herself against my face with increasing vigour while my cock strained without the attention it craved. She moaned, and with each grind, her fingers tugged slightly harder at my hair. I could tell that she was getting closer with each stroke and grind. I glanced up at her. Lost in her own physical need. Breasts bouncing with each movement. I wanted desperately to touch her. But all I could do was watch from underneath her as she pressed and ground and bucked.

“Oh, yes! Fuck, yes! Fuck- fuck, I’m oh! FUUCK” she gasped. I eagerly lapped more as she screamed.

“Don’t move!” I froze and felt her clamp her thighs together.

“Yes, yes! Oh yes, good, good!” She pressed down on my mouth one more time and I felt her whole body tense before a spasm hit her. I looked up and saw her face contort in absolute oblivion. She released me from her grip with care and bent down to peck me.

“That was…that was good, honey,” she said and smiled.   

“Now, how about a shower?”

“Can’t I just…” I looked down at my cock and then at her, begging with my eyes.

“No. I want you to wait until tonight…” I swallowed hard, all the implications of that sentence flooding my mind. She got up, and I followed her. When I went to turn on the shower, she stopped me.

“No, not yet. We need to get rid of your body hair first.” I looked at her and then down at myself.

“Honestly, if you’re going to walk around with that pretty underwear, we need to make sure that your body is smooth and ladylike, don’t we?” She bent down and got a cream out of the bathroom cabinet.

“Now, undress and just stand still…”

I was standing in a changing room while Dana threw clothes at me. The latest outfit was something that looked like a school girl’s uniform. I admired my own reflection. If it wasn’t for the lack of breasts, I didn’t look too bad. My wife pulled aside the curtains and stepped in.

"Oh, wow. You look even better than I thought you would. You could easily pass for being a woman with a little fixing." I blushed and thought about anyone hearing her talk on the outside.

“You’re so damn cute, I’m almost jealous.” She leaned closer to me, pressing her breasts against my chest and kissed me.

“Fuck, you’re making me so turned on, I just want to fuck right here.” She mumbled in my ear. My cock grew instantly, making a bulge appear in the skirt. Dana giggled.

“I know I said you had to wait until tonight, but that doesn’t mean that I can’t cum. Come here,” she said and pulled me closer. She grabbed my hand and placed it under her skirt. My fingers brushed at her skin, and I realised that she wasn’t wearing underwear. I let a finger slide in and placed my thumb against her clit. She let out a shaky breath and kissed me, muffling any sounds as best she could.

My wife unlocked the front door and stepped aside to let me in with the shopping bags. It was a strange unfamiliar sensation of smooth skin against the rough jeans fabric whenever I moved.

“Take them to the bedroom, honey,” she said.

“I’ll be with you in a minute,” she pecked me on the cheek and stepped back to the car to retrieve the last bag. I stepped into the bedroom and put the clothes on top of the bed. Moments later, I felt Dana’s hands slide around my waist. I felt her lips on my neck.

"We better start making you ready…" I felt myself harden at her words but tried to push it down by thinking about something else. Not the easiest thing, when Dana kept reminding me with her words. She let go of me and started emptying the contents of the bags onto the bed. She put aside a set of lace stockings and panties. Then she picked up a corset and a bra we'd bought.

“I’m not quite able to decide which one will look best on you tonight, dear. What do you think?” My eyes roamed over the pattern on the corset. It was a simple black one that you could only see the pattern on up close. I blushed, not really wanting to admit that I liked it. I looked down and felt her hand touch my chin.

“Darling. Please tell me which one you prefer, otherwise, you might have to walk to the bar in just panties and stockings.” The thought made me equally horrified and turned on, but I somehow managed to stutter:

“The corset.”

“Good girl,” I blushed furiously at her words.

“I’m not really though…” She stopped what she was doing and turned to look at me. It felt like that studying gaze was going to read my thoughts. She must have found what she was looking for, because a moment later, she said:

“Oh, shush. So long as you’re wearing women’s clothing I’ll call you my girl. Understand?” I nodded.

“Good.” She returned to picking out clothes for me. Satisfied, she turned around and handed me what she’d found.

“When you’re done putting these on, I’ll help you with the corset.” She sat down on the bed and looked at me.

“Um. Are you going to watch me get dressed?” She smiled.

"How can I resist?" I blushed again but started to undress. I wasn't sure what was more embarrassing. Standing naked in front of her while she watched or putting on the women's clothes. Either way, I felt like I was on display. No matter how embarrassing my brain thought it was, my cock certainly enjoyed the attention. I slid the new panties over the stockings, pressing the cock inside.

"It's a good thing you're not bigger than you are, darling. Otherwise, those panties wouldn't fit. But what you have is a cute little cocklette, isn’t it?” I looked up and she winked at me. I reached for the blouse when she stopped me.

“No, no. You put the garter on first, dear.” She picked it up.

“Like this, see?” she demonstrated and handed it to me. I looked down at the stringy item, bent down and slid it up my legs. Dana stepped closer to me and let her fingers assist with putting it in place before she pulled the straps down to fasten the stockings. It dawned on me that the smooth sensation of my legs inside the stockings somehow made their silky sensation better against my skin. I bent down to pick up the blouse again when she stopped me again.

"Oh, I almost forgot. I went and bought you a little surprise." She picked up the bag she'd run to get in the car and handed it to me. I let my hand roam inside and pulled out a breast-shaped harness.

“It’s all about presentation, visual and acting, dear. I thought these might help a little.” She held out a hand.

“Let me.” I handed her the harness and she helped me get inside the contraption. When I placed the blouse over, the soft silicone created a natural roundness on my chest. I stroked them absentmindedly, glancing down my body. Dana smiled.

“Well, don’t get caught up here, darling. There’s still quite a bit left.”

I stared at myself in the mirror, the transformation was astonishing. The corset felt tight and secure and pressed the silicone breasts between my skin and the corset. A wig covered my short hair and made it look long and wavy. I didn’t recognise my own face from the make-up Dana had applied.

“I was right when I said I thought you were about my size. I always liked guys that look like they can be whipped around a little…” she turned me around and I saw her grin. 

“Just one last thing before we go out,” she looked at me with that dangerous twinkle in her eye and with one hand held behind her back. She gazed at me and brought her hand out from behind her back. It was a pink collar with the word ‘bitch’ on it. She grinned and stepped behind me, placing the collar around my neck. Her lips brushed my ear and she whispered:

“Just so you know you’re mine.”

An hour later, we were sitting at a table in a bar. Dana bought me a cocktail and we sat down. I was nervous and kept glancing around the room, expecting someone to call me out at any moment. She handed me the cocktail glass and clinked her glass with mine.

“To the new you,” she smiled and brought the glass to her lips. I followed her example.

"Don't look, there's a man three o'clock who's staring at you," her eyes shifted from somewhere behind me and back to me. Of course, I turned around. It wasn't really that I wanted to go home with anyone. And I was certainly not interested in guys. But I was surprised to notice that I liked the attention. I searched for the man my wife pointed out, but couldn't see anyone who seemed overly interested. I swiped the bar. There. A tall man with dark hair in a leather jacket. He lifted his glass to me when he noticed my gaze. I whipped around to face Dana again. I felt the heat rise to my cheeks instantly. Her lips were curling up into a smug smile.

“I told you not to look.”

"Oh, God. Please don’t make him walk over here,” I mumbled under my breath. Then, after a pause, I asked my wife: “What is he doing?”

“Nothing. It seems like he’s talking to one of the bartenders.” A few minutes later, someone put down a couple of drinks on our table. When I looked up, it was a woman wearing a bartender uniform. She smiled.

“Compliments of the gentleman over there.” She pointed behind me. I turned around with suspicion rising. My fears were confirmed when the guy in the leather jacket raised his glass as if to propose a toast for the second time in a short while that evening.

“Tell him thanks,” Dana said. The bartender nodded and left. Dana lifted the drink with a grin and said:

“There aren’t many perks to being a woman in this society, but a free drink is definitely one of them.” She took a sip and put it back down. I lifted my own glass and gulped a few mouthfuls down to try to subdue my nervousness. I felt Dana’s hand on mine.

“Whoa, slow down on the intake there, pretty lady. If you get too drunk tonight, you won’t get any when we get home.” I blushed.

“You think I’m pretty?” the words were out of my mouth before I had a chance to think about what I said. I regretted them the moment they came out. It felt like the silliest thing I’d ever said.

“Of course, darling. You’re my little artistic masterpiece. And when we get home, I’m going to-” she was interrupted by a voice.

“Good evening, ladies.” I looked up. It was the man from the bar. Dana smiled and reached out a hand.

“Good evening. Thank you for the drinks.” She glanced at me from the corner of her eye. The alcohol had worked its way into my system, and I was more relaxed than I’d been earlier in the evening. But I felt myself tense slightly at the newcomer’s appearance. 

“I was wondering if I might dance with the pretty lady?” he turned to me. I was unable to move. I felt both their eyes staring at me and the heat rose to my cheeks again. What was I going to say? Was he going to get angry if he found out that I was a guy? But he might not find out... Dana decided to jump in again.

"If you'll have her back to me after one dance. As you can see, she's my bitch." I felt my cheeks get warmer and her words made me hyper-aware of the collar around my neck.

"Of course. One dance." He raised Dana's hand to his lips and kissed it before he extended an arm to me. I was so nervous I didn't know what to do with myself. But I somehow managed to get up from my seat with a little help from the stranger. I threw a glance at Dana, who was watching me over her glass. Just as we entered the dance floor, a slow song came on. I considered turning around and making my way back to our table but before I got that far, I felt his hand on my hip pulling me closer to him. I swallowed, taking care not to get my body pressed too close to his. My heart was beating so hard that it was a miracle the whole room didn’t hear it.

“So... you two some kind of BDSM-lesbian couple or something?” he asked as he lead me around the floor. He really didn’t beat around the bush, did he? I made an effort to let him take the lead. I wasn’t used to the feeling of being lead by someone else and it was a strange feeling. I hesitated for a moment before I nodded my head.

“Something like that,” I managed to squeak out in a voice that I hoped sounded convincingly feminine. I caught my wife’s watching eyes over the stranger’s shoulder and I felt her gaze burn into me every time I had my back to her. There was something erotic about dancing with a man while my wife was watching, all the while knowing that she was in charge of the situation. It was, in a strange way, like she was the one dancing with me through someone else.

"Well, you know. If you ever want to meet the right guy, I'll be happy to be an experiment," he said and winked down at me. His hands tightened his grip on my hips and pushed me closer. I shook my head.

“Thank you, but I am quite happy with my…with my wife.” Just at that moment, I met her eyes across the room and in horror, I felt myself grow hard. My mind was reeling. If he kept pressing me this close, he was sure to notice it if my cock didn’t soften soon.

“Ah, so you’re married?” I didn’t trust my own voice to answer and nodded. I wanted desperately for the song to be over so I could go back to my wife. The rest of the dance continued in agonised silence. Me desperately trying to think of everything other than being dressed up as a woman in public — him probably trying to find something else to talk about than my boner pressing against him.

The song finally ended and I let out a breath that I hadn’t even realised I’d been holding. I smiled up at the stranger and mumbled a ’thank you’. Rather than run the other direction when the dance finished, his arm still held mine as I turned to leave back, and pulled me back. He bent down and as if in slow motion, I saw his lips come closer and closer until they were pressing against mine. Instead of pushing him away, I closed my eyes and responded to his kiss by opening my mouth. I felt his tongue invade my mouth, searching for my tongue. I moaned into the kiss. Then it was over. I stood for a moment in shock before my brain kicked in and realised what had happened. He kept my hand and lead me back to the table where Dana was waiting. Before he left, he bent down to give me a hug.

“I felt your little girly cock…if you ever want to feel a real cock…” he whispered in my ear and moments later, I felt him put something in my hand. He let go of me and turned around. In moments, he was gone. I looked down at the object in my hand. It was a piece of paper with a name and a phone number.

“Did you have fun?” She smiled over another drink and I saw that my old glass had also been replaced. I nodded.

“Good. I liked watching you squirm in his hands.” She reached a hand out to me before I sat down.

“Come sit closer, honey.” I moved my chair and sat down. She leaned closer to me and I felt her breath on my ear before she started murmuring.

“I could tell that you liked it. You liked being treated like a girl, didn’t you?” I looked down at my lap.

“Come on. Tell me. What was it like?” I fiddled with my straw.

“I…liked being treated like a girl…”

“Yea? Did it turn you on? Did it make your dicklette wet and horny?” My ears were burning and my eyes darted around the room, hoping that no one was close enough to hear what she said. I nodded. Dana bit my ear lightly before she continued murmuring:

“It was so hot to watch you on the dance floor being lead around by a man. I’m so wet right now…let’s get out of here…when we get home, I’m gonna fuck you like the sissy Girl you are.” I felt precum dribble out into my panties at the sound of her words. I felt her hand slip under my skirt and I wanted to hide my face in my hands.

“Oh, you like that, huh?” With burning cheeks, I let Dana pull me up from the seat and out of the bar.

“Wait, wait. Before we go on. I need you to remember two things. If you want me to stop at any point, scream ‘red’, all right? Now, if you’re gagged or find that you can’t speak, tap three times with your hand flat. Do you understand me?” I nodded and she dragged me close to her. The kiss made my feet tingle and I let myself be pulled into the bedroom. She gave my chest a shove and I landed on my back on top of the bed. I looked at her while she undressed. One layer of clothing at a time until she was naked. She grinned at me.

“Like what you see, honey? I bet you wish you had my body, don’t you?” Her hands grabbed her breasts and pinched her nipples.

“You want these?” My breathing got harder and my cock was making a tent inside the skirt.

“See, I don’t think you want to be a girl. I think you like to pretend to be a girl. Don’t you?” She grabbed my cheek.

“Don’t you?” she repeated. I nodded.

“Yes.”

“Good girl,” she said. Even though she was standing in front of me completely naked and I was completely clothed, I still felt more vulnerable. Like she had all the power and she knew it.

“Now, do you remember the shop we went to after the lingerie store, honey?” Images flew across my mind at the memories from the sex shop. I nodded.

“I thought so. The bag is in the second drawer over there. Get it for me.” I stood up and felt a smack land on my butt as I passed Dana. I opened the drawer and pulled out the bag.

“Good. Now open the bag and take it out.” I glanced down. A strap-on. Of course, I’d known that that was what it was, but I still felt my cock jolt at the sight of it. I picked it up and handed it to Dana. She started opening the package while I watched.

"Well, don't just stand there, dear. Go be a good girl and get the lube for me." I opened the drawer and placed the lube on the bed in front of her. My pulse was racing and I wanted to place my hand on my cock to give it some much-needed friction. As soon as I moved my hand closer to my crotch, I remembered the smack from earlier in the day and restrained myself. I glanced at Dana. She pulled at the straps to fasten the device and grinned at me. She took a few steps forwards and closed the distance between us. Her soft lips closed on mine, and I felt the hard silicone cock press between us.

“I’m gonna treat you really good, babe, and show you a good time," she said and grinned. She pressed me down on the bed again, this time with her lying on top of me. Her hands roaming on top of my clothes. 

“I’m gonna fuck you with these clothes on. You’d like that, wouldn’t you? Make you feel like a proper slut, hm?" she asked me, and I let out a moan in response to her words. I was slowly becoming more and more careless about my actions as my desire got stronger. I felt her hand on my thigh, sliding slowly under the skirt. Her hand slid across the nylon stockings before it found the naked skin above. I enjoyed the stroke and feel of her hand over the stockings. Her hand reached my panties. She teased me by playing with the edges and avoiding any contact with my cock. Every time she lightly brushed the laced fabric, it was as if my skin became more sensitive and I whimpered. She laughed.

“Oh, I love seeing you like this. I really do. You’re really just my sissy slut, aren’t you?”

“Y-yes!”

“Good girl. That’s what I thought.” I felt her hand reach for the top of my panties and pull it down with a firm hand.

"Oh, my…someone's dribbled their juices all over her panties…" She grinned and showed me the panties.

"Yes, she has." I stared at the cum stain I'd made. I moaned again. She tossed the panties aside and squeezed my cock through the skirt.

“Well, that just proves that you’re just a little slut, doesn’t it?” I nodded and let out a shaky breath.

“I’m going to show you exactly how I treat little sluts” she grinned and leaned her body away from me. I looked down at the dildo. Her hand moved towards it and started stroking it while her eyes, always with that gleam in them, were watching me intently. I met them and she smiled at me.

"Why don't you come here and give it a little taste…after all, we might want to train you to take a cock down your throat in case we invite a real man over sometime…" I couldn't help but moan at the thought of Dana forcing me to suck a real cock and I sat up in a kneeling position.

“No, no, no. Not like this. On the floor.” She pointed, I got up and knelt between her legs. She spread them and leaned back, the strap-on dildo pointing up like a massive pillar on her crotch. I eyed it, then looked up at her. She smiled down at me, baring her teeth in a predatory grin.

“Go on, bitch.” I put my hands on the bedsheets for support and opened my mouth to enter the fake cock.

"That's it." She placed a hand on the back of my head and put a gentle pressure on it that prevented me from pulling back. The dildo had a strong odour of plastic. As I placed my tongue on it, a bitter flavour flowed over my tongue. The texture was much softer than I'd expected. Her hand pressed my head a little further down. I felt the dildo slip further into my mouth. I took a deep breath through my nose and tried to relax. Spit gathered in my mouth and I felt it threaten to overflow and run down from my lips. Dana applied more pressure and the dildo was at the back of my throat now. I gagged and tried to pull back. She held me in place firmly.

“Shhh, relax honey. Relax.” I focused my eyes on her skin in front of me and forced myself to relax.

“Good. Now breathe through your nose.” I tried to comply. I pushed back against her hand again.

"No," she said and I stopped pushing. I gagged again and I felt tears well up in my eyes. I closed my eyes and forced myself to relax completely, taking a deep breath through my nose. Then another one. Eventually, I found that I could breathe with ease and the compulsion to gag was subdued. I opened my eyes and took one more breath through my nose and pushed the rest of the fake cock down my throat.

“Oh, good girl!” Dana purred from above me. She stroked my hair lightly and I pulled back. Before I reached the tip, Dana applied pressure to my head again. I took the hint and pushed the cock back down my throat, allowing several moments to pass to adjust before I pulled back again.

“You’re a natural at this, honey. Proves what a little slut you are.” I moaned. When I pulled my head back the last time, instead of applying pressure to my head, she placed her hand under my chin and pulled me up. I stood up until I was eye level with her. Then felt her hands on my hips, gently guiding me towards her lap. I sat down, my cock trapped between our bodies and her strap-on. I felt it press all the way along my cock and continue.

“Mh, I know. It’s much bigger than yours, isn’t it?” She said as her lips gently brushed mine.

"It's how we know you're just a sissy slut and not a real man." I moaned and ground myself on her lap. She kissed my neck, trailing the sensitive area by the artery. I groaned and bucked my hips. She leaned back and looked at me.

“Are you getting impatient, honey? Are you such a slut that you want to cum while I fuck you?”

“Y-yeees,” I whimpered. She grinned and pushed me aside.

“Turn around. Ass in the air.” I complied and rested my weight on my arms while I let my butt faced her. I felt her hands lift my skirt. The sound of a lid popping reached my ears and moments later, the cold feel of the lube dribbling down my asshole, made my skin prickle. I let out a shaky breath.

“Such a pretty little virgin sissy pussy.” I felt something press against my hole and tensed.

"You have to relax, honey," she said. A hand touched the underside of my cock and I lost track of everything else but the feeling of her hand on my dick. Seconds later, her finger slipped inside me. I moaned and pushed back, letting my instincts take over. It wasn't long before she had two fingers inside me, then three, stretching and pulling me open.

"Oh, good sissy slut! Your little pussy is hungry, isn't she?" My answer was lost with the muffled moans I made into the pillow. Her laughter filled my ears. A lovingly mocking sound. Her fingers disappeared from my hole, and I felt strangely empty. Like I needed to have something inside in order to feel fulfilled. When her hand moved away from my cock as well, I bucked my hips, wishing for contact. Any contact. I heard her fiddling with the lube again before something pushed against my stretched anus. I groaned into the pillow as she pushed the dildo inside me. Though she had spent a long time stretching me, it felt like I was going to break. Like the silicone, cock was going to stretch me so far that I would rip. Just as I thought I couldn't take it anymore, it stopped moving and I felt her skin touch my buttocks. I let out a long groan and grabbed the sheets at my side. I felt her hand grip my penis, which had remained partly stiff despite the pain. At the feel of her touch, my cock regained the last stiffness it had lost and I let out another moan.

“That’s it…I knew it. You’re just my cocksucking whore. And now I’m going to fuck you just like you deserve.” I heard a tiny click and then vibrations pulsating from the fake cock, from the ring of nerves and up along my canal.

“A little something extra for the both of us…” she said. She pulled back until I felt the tip of the dildo almost exit before she rammed into me again. As she slammed inside, she hit something inside me that made me scream in pleasure.

“Oh, yes, baby! That’s it!” She pulled out and slammed in again, this time she hit the spot with more precision and I screamed again. Spit pooling down on the pillow I was biting into but I just didn’t care.

“Oh, you like that, huh? Let’s see if we can find it again…” She rammed the strap-on against the spot time and time again, her hand on my cock. The vibrations threatened to overpower me. I was slowly losing control and I scraped my fingers on the bedsheets in desperations. I couldn’t take it much longer. I could already feel my balls contract.

"Oh, God!" I screamed, muffled by the pillow.

“Cum. You. Little. Whore!” she exclaimed, each word punctuated with a slam against the bundle of nerves. My cock started spasming and a let out another scream as I felt the seed exploding out of me. I tensed every muscle in my body and collapsed on the bed as Dana slammed into me several more times before she screamed out her own orgasm, buried deep inside me.

“That’s a good girl,” she whispered in my ear as I collapsed on the bed in a mist of bliss. 

The End
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